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Part One:  Getting there

 

 

11.50 PM 

 

From his voice ς from the slight hesitation that followed her request ς it was obvious 

that she had frightened him. His silent fear was quite touching in its childlike innocence, in 

its lack of capacity for understanding what was actually going on around him: while 

dreading the consequences of disturbing his superior he was unable to allow his 

imagination to grasp the real scope of a terror that, until that moment, had not involved 

him. He had never opened his mind or his eyes to take notice of such things and, perhaps 

for that same reason, such things had never taken notice of him. 

This was no longer the case with Maria. She had prodded the sleeping dragon and, as it 

had half-opened its eyes and noticed her, dealt a blow to cut off its head. But dragons had 

the habit of growiƴƎ ǘǿƻ ƴŜǿ ƘŜŀŘǎ ƛƴ ǇƭŀŎŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƻƴŜ Ŏǳǘ ƻŦŦΣ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ǘƘŜȅΦΦΦΚ 

ά/ŀƭƭ ƘƛƳ ƛƳƳŜŘƛŀǘŜƭȅΣέ ǎƘŜ ƴƻǿ ƻǊŘŜǊŜŘ ǊŀǘƘŜǊ ǘƘŀƴ ǊŜǉǳŜǎǘŜŘ ǘƘŜ ŀŘƧǳǘŀƴǘ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ 

other end. Aside from his name being Brandt, Maria knew little about him, yet she 

pictured the officer as very young, perhaps barely twenty.  

¢ƘŜ ǘŜƴǘŀǘƛǾŜ ǎƛƭŜƴŎŜ ǇŜǊǎƛǎǘŜŘΦ aŀǊƛŀ ƪƴŜǿ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜ wŜƛŎƘǎŦǸƘǊŜǊ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǘƻ ōŜ ŀǿƻƪŜƴ 

for any reason; in fact those who had the right to disturb him at such hour could be 

counted on one hand. But it would be known that one of those people was herself. 

 ά±ŜǊȅ ǿŜƭƭΣέ ǘƘŜ ƻŦŦƛŎŜǊ ōǊƻƪŜ ǘƘŜ ǎƛƭŜƴŎŜΣ ǎƛƎƘƛƴƎΦ άL ǎƘŀƭƭ ƴƻǘƛŦȅ ǘƘŜ wŜƛŎƘǎŦǸƘǊŜǊΦ 

tƭŜŀǎŜ ƘƻƭŘΦέ 

Lying on her bed, her eyes shut, Maria imagined the young man behind the door of one 

of the most powerful men in Europe. His hand was probably shaking. There would be a 

short series of timid knocks, perhaps repeated once or twice before Heinrich would 

awaken, confused and irritated; another sleeping dragon not to be disturbed.  
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But his irritation would give way to alertness as soon as her name was mentioned. 

She heard the receiver being picked up. 

 άwŜƛŎƘǎŦǸƘǊŜǊΚέ  

ά¸ŜǎΣ aŀǊƛŀΗ ²Ƙŀǘ ƛǎ ƛǘΚέ 

άIŜƛƴǊƛŎƘΣ ǿŜ ƘŀǾŜ Ŏŀǎǘ ǘƘŜ ōŀƛǘ ŀƴŘ ƛǘ Ƙŀǎ ōŜŜƴ ǘŀƪŜƴΗέ 

A cold shiver ran down her spine at the sound of her own words, even though spoken 

in a whisper as if in danger of being overheard. Only now did the full meaning of what 

they had plotted and carried out hit her. It had been just a game, nothing more ς for 

almost twenty years. But these few words she had just repeated, uttered gently into her 

ear not five minute ago, meant that she had acknowledged and was now passing on a 

declaration of war. 

ά²ƘŜǊŜΚέ IƛƳƳƭŜǊ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ 

ά{ƻƳŜǿƘŜǊŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ {ŎƘǿŀǊȊǿŀƭŘ ǊŜƎƛƻƴΦέ  

¢ƘŜ wŜƛŎƘǎŦǸƘǊŜǊ ǿŀǎ ǎƛƭŜƴǘ ŦƻǊ ŀ ǿƘƛƭŜΦ aŀǊƛŀ ŎƻǳƭŘ ƻƴƭȅ ǎŜƴǎŜ Ƙƛǎ ŜȄǳƭǘŀƴŎȅ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ƘŜ 

said in a matter-of-fact voice: 

 ά/ƻƳŜ ŀƴŘ ƳŜŜǘ ƳŜ ǘƻƳƻǊǊƻǿΦ LΩƭƭ ƘŀǾŜ .ǊŀƴŘǘ ōƻƻƪ ȅƻǳ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ŦƛǊǎǘ ŦƭƛƎƘǘ ǘƻ .ŜǊƭƛƴΦ 

²ƛƭƭ ǘƘŜǊŜ ōŜ ǘǿƻ ǇŀǎǎŜƴƎŜǊǎΚέ 

ά¸ŜǎΣ wŜƛŎƘǎŦǸƘǊŜǊΦέ 

After another brief pause, Himmler added: 

ά.Ŝǎǘ ǘƘŜ CǸƘǊŜǊ ƛǎ ƴƻǘ ƛƴŦƻǊƳŜŘΦ bƻǘ ǳƴǘƛƭ ǿŜ ƪƴƻǿ ƳƻǊŜΦέ 

He rang off. 

What had they done?! 

IŀŘ ǘƘŜȅ Ŏǳǘ ƻŦŦ ǘƘŜ ƳƻƴǎǘŜǊΩǎ ƘŜŀŘ ς or had they barely scratched the dormant 

enemy, igniting a raging flame that would scorch them?  

There was an even worse alternative she strove in vain to keep from crawling into her 

mind: that she had been unable to tell friend from foe. That she had ensnared and 

trapped something good to gain the approval of something evil. 

She had reached out for the stars and seized at them, but when pulling her hand back 

she now saw the sky tearing from its seams and the distant suns dripping down like drops 

of poisonous mercury. 

ά!ǊŜ ǿŜ ǘƻ Ǝƻ ǘƻ .ŜǊƭƛƴΚέ ǘƘŜ ƎŜƴǘƭŜ ǾƻƛŎŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƻƴŜ ōŜǎƛŘŜ ƘŜǊ ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊŜŘ ƛƴ ƘŜǊ ŜŀǊΣ 

but she pretended not to hear it, keeping her eyes tightly shut. She was out of breath, as if 
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her mind were frantically trying to escape and struggling with her body for its freedom. 

What have we done?! a question was pounding in her temples. 

What have we done?!  

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter I: Munich, 1919. 

 

The bleeding sun poured red violently over the snow as if to consecrate the blood that 

was and would be spilled on these streets. The sun disappeared; the blood on the snow 

remained.  

ά¢ƘŜǊŜΩǎ ŀ ŎƻƳƳƻǘƛƻƴ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǎǘǊŜŜǘΣέ ŀ ǾƻƛŎŜ ǎŀƛŘ ōŜƘƛƴŘ ƘŜǊΣ ŀǎ ƛŦ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǿŀǘŎƘƛƴƎ 

the ǿƘƻƭŜ ǎŎŜƴŜ ƘŜǊǎŜƭŦΦ  ά²Ƙŀǘ Řƻ ǘƘŜȅ ǿŀƴǘ ƴƻǿΚέ 

What they always want, Maria thought. Power. Money. Sex. Or, desperately, something 

to believe in? From the fourth-floor window, the crowds below reminded her of ants, 

driven by some compulsive collective consciousness to do something compulsively 

necessary. It was impossible to tell whether they were fleeing from or hunting after 

something. And if this, Maria thought, was an impression from the fourth floor, what 

would these people look like from high above, from the clouds? What would the birds, or 

ǘƘŜ Ƴŀƴ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ƳƻƻƴΣ ƻǊ DƻŘ ǘƘƛƴƪΚ ¢ƘŜȅ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǊŜŎƻƎƴƛȊŜ ǘƘŜ ŦƛŜǊŎŜ ŦƛƎƘǘƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ ƛŘŜŀƭǎΣ 

or the individuals who were willing to sacrifice their lives for the Cause. It would be a 

barely noticeable hustle at best, especially since the birds, the man on the moon and God 

had witnessed the Great War, where millions had died in agony, without taking any notice. 

Because no-one had taken any notice. Aside from the birds, perhaps, but they ignored 

everything. 

The aggressive handful of people with their red flags and hostile voices, and the 

taunting youths they had assaulted, were no longer visible. The scene was once again 

quiet and somewhat dreary. 

.ǳǘ aŀǊƛŀ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŜȄǇƭŀƛƴ ǘƘŜǎŜ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘǎ ǘƻ ƘŜǊ ƭŀƴŘƭŀŘȅΣ ǿƘƻ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜ ōŜen 

unnecessarily confused. Instead she said: 
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ά¢ƘŜ ŎƻƳƳǳƴƛǎǘǎΦ ¢ƘŜȅ ǿŀƴǘ ǇŜŀŎŜ ŀƴŘ ǎƻƭƛŘŀǊƛǘȅΦέ 

CǊŀǳ aƻƘǊ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǎŀǘƛǎŦƛŜŘΦ 

ά¢ƘŜƴ ǿƘȅ Řƻ ǘƘŜȅ ǎŎǊŜŀƳ ŀƴŘ ǊŀƳǇŀƎŜΚ ²Ƙȅ ŎŀƴΩǘ ǘƘŜȅ live in peace and solidarity, to 

show a good example? Then people might follow tƘŜƳΗέ 

Maria knew no comment was expected from her, so she kept quiet, which was always 

acknowledged as her modest acceptance of the words from a wiser, older woman. 

A couple, dressed in black, crossed the street towards the house. The doorbell 

sounded. 

ά¢ƘŜȅΩǊŜ ƘŜǊŜΣέ CǊŀǳ aƻƘǊ ǎŀƛŘΣ ŀǎ ǿŀǎ ƘŜǊ ǿŀȅ ǘƻ ǊŜŀŎǘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƻōǾƛƻǳǎΦ άL ǎƘŀƭƭ ƭŜǘ ǘƘŜƳ 

ƛƴΦέ  

Maria closed the heavy curtains, which were designed to block every trace of daylight. 

She lit some candles and a small oil lamp. Electric lights were never to be used with 

customers, as they would destroy the mood, she always thought. Just like in a brothel. 

aŜƴ ǿŜƴǘ ǘƻ ŀ ōǊƻǘƘŜƭ ǘƻ ŦƛƴŘ ƛƴǎǘŀƴǘ ƻōƭƛǾƛƻƴ ŀƴŘ ǎŀǘƛǎŦŀŎǘƛƻƴ ŦǊƻƳ ŀ ǿƻƳŀƴΩǎ ōƻŘȅΦ IŜǊŜ 

ǘƘŜȅ ŎŀƳŜ ǘƻ ŦƛƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǎŀƳŜ ŦǊƻƳ ŀ ǿƻƳŀƴΩǎ ƳƛƴŘΥ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎ ƴƻǘƘƛƴƎ ōǳǘ ŀ mental 

prostitute, who would open her mind and her spirit as another woman would open her 

legs. And she would leave her customers satisfied, on most occasions. They would pay her 

and recommend her to other people who hungered for the same.  

Maria glanced at herself in a large mirror, while the sounds of doors being opened and 

closed drew nearer. She could easily have worked as a prostitute, and she would have 

ōŜŜƴ ǇŀƛŘ ǿŜƭƭΦ IŜǊ ōŜŀǳǘȅ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŀ ŎƻƴŎŜǇǘ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘǊƛƭƭŜŘ ƘŜǊ ƻǊ ƳŀŘŜ ǘƘŜ ƳƛǊǊƻǊ ƘŜǊ 

closest friend and ally. It was merely a fact that she had learnt and accepted since her 

childhood. And since she was in another line of business, none of her clients ever told her 

she was beautiful. That would have been inappropriate. But this appraisal was often 

reflected in the eyes of the men who were accompanying the ladies in black with their 

tear-stained and swollen eyes veiled by thick black lace. How long would her career have 

lasted as a prostitute ς five more years? Perhaps ten? Yet now she was looking at a 

business spanning fifty, why not sixty years, with each passing year adding credibility to 

her persona. 

She was pestered with a slight headache, caused by a restless night. These troubled 

nights with disturbing dreams had become more of a rule than an exception. Maria found 

it difficult to come to terms with the visions that took shape in her sleep, rising like 



 
 

5 

menacing shadows that were waiting for their time in some cosmic bank vault that stored 

all the misery yet to be unleashed on the world ς as if more than enough had not, already, 

been drawn from it.  

Maria knew that these were more than dreams; that somehow her visions which she 

was able to control when awake had made their way to her mind when she was at her 

most vulnerable. She was frightened by the realisation that these visions were involving 

her: she never allowed herself to be reflected in her work, always suppressing the urge to 

peek into her own future.  

Now this future seemed to have come to haunt her. It was polluting her waking hours 

with memƻǊƛŜǎ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƘƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ŜȄƛǎǘŜŘ ŦƻǊ ȅŜŀǊǎ ǘƻ ŎƻƳŜΤ ŦǳǊǘƘŜǊƳƻǊŜ ς that should 

never have existed at all. 

She had no precise recollection of these dreams of late but, when she awakened, she 

was burdened with their residue; with the feeling that she had welcomed into her life 

something inexplicably bad, which had taken over and used her. Her heart was clenched in 

a fist of overpowering desolation, as if she was to abandon everything she ever owned 

and everyone she ever knew.  

There was also a bitter sense of joy, the humiliating and unpleasant joy, of being alive, 

in spite of being mistreated and abused, marred with the shame of preferring such a life 

to nonexistence.   

And there was guilt; the sense of involvement in something sordid, which had 

awakened a plague that had made her its tool. Death was to work through her and 

consider her its ally ς even regarding her with respect. She saw blood on her hands, 

glowing like an unwanted badge of morbid honour, marking her as its angel.   

The door opened with deliberate slowness, its speed set by Frau Mohr, the Vestal 

Virgin of this concocted shrine. 

ά¢ƘŜ ƎŜƴǘƭŜƳŜƴ ǘƻ ǎŜŜ ȅƻǳΣέ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ŀƴŘ ǿƛǘƘŘǊŜǿ ƳƻŘŜǎǘƭȅΣ ƘŜǊ ǾƻƛŎŜ ŀƴŘ ōƻŘȅ 

language hinting at the solemnity of the occasion which should greatly be respected. 

Maria had been half-afraid, half-hopeful that the visitors would appear as some 

demonic figures who would put her out of her anguishing misery, but the men who stood 

at the door seemed utterly unremarkable, no more menacing than tax inspectors.  

They observed Maria intently. 

άtƭŜŀǎŜŘ ǘƻ ƳŜŜǘ ȅƻǳΣ CǊŀǳƭŜƛƴ hǊǎƛŎΣέ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜƳ ǎŀƛŘ ǿƘƛƭŜ ǘŀƪƛƴƎ ƻŦŦ ŀ ǘƛƎƘǘƭȅ-fitting 
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glove. They were both quite young, perhaps around thirty, and moderately handsome, 

ǘƘƻǳƎƘ ŘƛŦŦŜǊŜƴǘ ƛƴ ŀǇǇŜŀǊŀƴŎŜΦ άIƻǿ ǾŜǊȅ ƪƛƴŘ ƻŦ ȅƻǳ ǘƻ ǊŜŎŜƛǾŜ ǳǎέΦ IŜ ŜȄǘŜƴŘŜŘ Ƙƛǎ 

hand. Maria took it. 

It was a heavy handshake, weighing down on Maria with the force of time distilled in 

solitude. Instantly, the moment settled as an anchorage point that was fixed in eternity, 

keeping one simultaneously safely afloat and a prisoner of its gravity; to be revisited over 

and over again. This handshake claimed Maria as its own; wrapped her in a blanket of soft 

whispers assuring her that she would often return to that moment in her mind.  

άLΩƳ ǎƻǊǊȅΧ ²Ƙŀǘ ŘƛŘ ȅƻǳ ǎŀȅΚέ ǎƘŜ asked after a brief silence, as her racing heart 

began to settle. 

The men looked at each other. 

ά²Ƙŀǘ ŘƛŘ ȅƻǳ ǘƘƛƴƪ L ǎŀƛŘΚέ ǘƘŜ Ƴŀƴ ŀǎƪŜŘ ƛƴ ǊŜǘǳǊƴΣ ǿƛǘƘƻǳǘ ǊŜƳƻǾƛƴƎ Ƙƛǎ ƘŀƴŘΦ 

This was strange. Maria had the feeling that regardless of the counted seconds that had 

passed, she had shared a peculiar confession, resonant with things that can only be said 

between two people with a particularly close bond. She also realized that none of these 

words had actually been spoken yet, but they would be born in many years to come; not 

in a conversation between two people but in a tortured mind smothered by isolation.  

Perhaps, this man was to play some part in her life after all. 

άLΩƳ ǎƻǊǊȅΣέ aŀǊƛŀ ǎŀƛŘ ŀƴŘ ǊŜƭŜŀǎŜŘ ǘƘŜ ƳŀƴΩǎ ƘŀƴŘ ƘŀǎǘƛƭȅΦ ά²ƻƴΩǘ ȅƻǳ ƎŜƴǘƭŜƳŜƴ 

please be ǎŜŀǘŜŘΚέ 

ά5ƛŘ ȅƻǳ ǎŜŜ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎΚέ ǘƘŜ Ƴŀƴ ƛƴǎƛǎǘŜŘΦ ά²ŀǎ ƛǘ ŀΦΦΦ ǇǊŜƳƻƴƛǘƛƻƴΚ Lǎ ǘƘŀǘ ǿƘŀǘ ƛǘ 

ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ŎŀƭƭŜŘΚέ 

άLǘΩǎ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ƴƻǘƘƛƴƎΦ Wǳǎǘ ŜƴŜǊƎƛŜǎ ŀƴŘ ǎƛƎƴŀƭǎ ŎǊƻǎǎƛƴƎ ƻƴŜ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊΣέ aŀǊƛŀ ƎŀǾŜ ŀ ǊŜǇƭȅ 

which in its vagueness would have satisfied most of her customers. 

άbƻ ƎƭƛƳǇǎŜǎ ƛƴǘƻ Ƴȅ ŦǳǘǳǊŜΚέ 

άLǘ ǿƻǳƭŘ ǘŀƪŜ ƳƻǊŜ ǘƘŀƴ ǘƘŀǘΦ  .ǳǘ ƴƻǿΧ ²ƻǳƭŘ ȅƻǳ ǇƭŜŀǎŜ ōŜ ǎŜŀǘŜŘΚέ {ƘŜ ǎŀǘ Řƻǿƴ 

herself to reinforce this second invitation, and the men followed her example.  

The one who had extended his hand in greeting had dark and deep eyes that made him 

appear somewhat exotic. Maria felt her prolonged appraisal was about to make the 

moment awkward, so she turned her eyes away abruptly. She noticed that the other 

gentleman, less dashing in his appearance, was carrying a leather briefcase. 

άbƻǿΣ ƛǎ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ L Ŏŀƴ ŀǎǎƛǎǘ ȅƻǳ ǿƛǘƘΚέ aŀǊƛŀ ŀǎƪŜŘ ǘƘŜ ƻōǾƛƻǳǎ ǉǳŜǎǘƛƻƴΦ 
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Sometimes words with little actual meaning needed to be exchanged in order to mark the 

beginning of the official part. Since the clients were often longing for additional 

ǊŜŀǎǎǳǊŀƴŎŜΣ ǎƘŜ ŀŘŘŜŘΥ άL ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ŦŜŜƭƛƴƎ ȅƻǳ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ŎƻƴǘŀŎǘ ǎƻƳŜƻƴŜΦέ  

ά!ƭƭ ƛƴ ƎƻƻŘ ǘƛƳŜΣέ ǘƘŜ ŘŀǊƪ Ƴŀƴ ǎŀƛŘΦ ¢Ƙƛǎ ǿŀǎ ǊŀǘƘŜǊ ǳƴŜȄǇŜŎǘŜŘΦ άCƛǊǎǘ ƻŦ ŀƭƭ ǿŜ 

ǿƻǳƭŘ ƭƛƪŜ ȅƻǳ ǘƻ ǘŜƭƭ ǳǎ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎΦέ 

The other man lifted the briefcase resting on his knees and placed it on the table 

between them. 

ά/ƻǳƭŘ ȅƻǳ ǇƭŜŀǎŜ ǘŜƭƭ ǳǎ ǿƘŀǘΩǎ ƛƴǎƛŘŜ ǘƘƛǎΚέ 

hƘΦ ¢ƘŜ ǎŎŜǇǘƛŎŀƭ ǘȅǇŜǎΦ .ŜŦƻǊŜ ǘƘŜ ǎŞŀƴŎŜΣ ǘƘŜȅ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ōŜ ŀǎǘƻƴƛǎƘŜŘ ŀƴŘ ŎƻƴǾƛƴŎŜŘ 

ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƳŜŘƛǳƳΩǎ ŀǳǘƘŜƴǘƛŎ ǇƻǿŜǊǎΦ aŀǊƛŀ ŘƛǎƭƛƪŜŘ ǘƘŜǎŜ ǎƻǊǘǎ ƻŦ ǇŀǊƭƻǳǊ ǘricks, but they 

were a necessary procedure on more occasions than she cared to recall. She gave the men 

a cool look, indicating that their proposition was rather distasteful. 

άL ǘŀƪŜ ƛǘ ǘƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ ȅƻǳǊǎŜƭǾŜǎ ŀǊŜ ŦŀƳƛƭƛŀǊ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ŎƻƴǘŜƴǘǎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ōǊƛŜŦŎŀǎŜΚέ she 

asked. 

¢ƘŜ ƎŜƴǘƭŜƳŜƴ ƴƻŘŘŜŘΣ ōǳǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŘƛǎŎƭƻǎŜ ŀƴȅ ƳƻǊŜ ƛƴŦƻǊƳŀǘƛƻƴΦ 

There were many ways to deal with this situation. She could try to access the contents, 

probing the object with her senses, or try to infiltrate the consciousness of the gentlemen 

and fish the information from there. Or she could have protested that this was beneath 

her, that she was a medium who only channels the voices of the departed ones through 

automatic writing, and not a carnival performer who reads tea leaves or predicts lottery 

ƴǳƳōŜǊǎΦ .ǳǘ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǊǳǎƘƛƴƎ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘƛƴƎǎΦ ²ƛǘƘ ŘŜƭƛōŜǊŀǘŜ ƳƻǾŜƳŜƴǘǎ ǎƘŜ ŀǊǊŀƴƎŜŘ 

the pen and papers before her, letting the gentlemen know that these were her real 

instruments of business. Then she took a deep breath and emptied her mind. The object 

in the briefcase was most probably something that had belonged to the person these 

gentlemen wished to contact. Perhaps a lonely, frightened item that is only too eager to 

make contact with a human mind again. Or, then, a hostile entity that guards its privacy 

fiercely. Maria was good at dealing with objects that had been cut loose from their 

owners. It was a question of approach, like the procedure of applying for an appointment.  

Maria closed her eyes, reached her mind out to the object and spoke to it silently. If 

you have a voice, let it be heard. If you have a face, let it be seen. If you have a secret, 

share it with me.  

She felt it awakening: it was aware of someone probing it. This was a smart object, 
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probably very old; something that had seen many generations of people and considered 

individuals a short-lived nuisance. It was to be approached with caution: like a dormant 

electrical charge the energy in some articles was capable of paralyzing a careless 

investigator.  

Maria had just admonished herself towards caution, when the object tapped itself into 

her subconscious mind like an aggressive leech. It hit her like a shock wave from a shell, 

deafening and blinding, ripping through her senses with a sharpness of a thousand knives. 

And around the sharpness there was a mantle of unbearable cold and insufferable heat; 

something that Maria had rarely experienced before.  

The contact only lasted for a fraction of a second before Maria slammed her senses 

shut. As a medium, she needed to know the difference between suppressing the fear that 

prompted the urge to close a contact with a tortured soul and the necessity to protect 

herself from violent and hostile memories which were able to injure a vulnerable human 

mind.  

She had obviously given a muted cry, as she jolted instinctively away from the 

briefcase. The men stared at her with great interest. One of them had begun to light a 

cigarette; now his hand was frozen in mid-air, holding a burning match. The other man 

leaned onto the table, closer to Maria.  

ά²Ƙŀǘ ŘƛŘ ȅƻǳ ǎŜŜΚέ ƘŜ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ άLǘ ƛǎ ǉǳƛǘŜ ŎƭŜŀǊΣ ǘƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ did ǎŜŜ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎΦέ 

Maria let them wait for a moment before she answered. 

άL ǎŜŜ ǘǿƻ ƎŜƴǘƭŜƳŜƴ ǿƘƻ ŀǊŜ ƘŜǊŜ ǘƻ ǘŜǎǘ ƳŜΦ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ŜǾŜƴ ǘƘƛƴƪ ȅƻǳ ǿŀƴǘ ƳŜ ǘƻ ƳŀƪŜ 

ŀ ŎƻƴǘŀŎǘΦέ 

The men glanced at each other again, but this time there was a certain recognition in 

their eyes, and respect in his voice as the handsome one said:   

ά¸ƻǳ ŀǊŜ ŀōǎƻƭǳǘŜƭȅ ǊƛƎƘǘΦ ²Ŝ ǎƘŀƭƭ ŜȄǇƭŀƛƴ ŜǾŜǊȅǘƘƛƴƎ ǘƻ ȅƻǳΦέ 

άhƴŎŜ L ƘŀǾŜ ŎƻǊǊŜŎǘƭȅ ŘŜǎŎǊƛōŜŘ ǘƘŜ ƻōƧŜŎǘ ȅƻǳ ƛƴǉǳƛǊŜ ŀōƻǳǘΚέ 

ά¢ƘŀǘΣ ǿŜ ǿƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ǾŜǊȅ ƎǊŀǘŜŦǳƭ ŦƻǊΦέ 

Maria was uncertain about where this situation would lead, but she decided to avoid 

confrontation.  

άL ƘŀŘ ŀ Ƴƻǎǘ ǎǘǊŀƴƎŜ ŦŜŜƭƛƴƎΣέ ǎƘŜ ŎƻƳƳŜƴŎŜŘΣ ǊŜƭƛǾƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ōǊƛŜŦ ƳƻƳŜƴǘ ƻŦ ŎƻƴǘŀŎǘΦ 

ά¢ƘŜǊŜ ƛǎ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ǾŜǊȅ ƻƭŘΣ ŀƴŘ ȅŜǘ ŀƎŜƭŜǎǎΦ LǘΩǎ ƛƴŀƴƛƳŀǘŜΣ ŀƴŘ ȅŜǘ ƛǘ Ƙŀǎ 

ǘƻǳŎƘŜŘ ŎƻǳƴǘƭŜǎǎ ƭƛǾŜǎΦ LǘΩǎ ǊŜǾŜǊŜŘ ŀƴŘ ŦŜŀǊŜŘΦ Lƴ ŦŀŎǘΣ ƛǘ Ƙŀǎ ǎŜŜƴ ǎƻ ƳǳŎƘ ŦŜŀǊ ǘƘŀǘ L 
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ŘƻƴΩǘ ŎŀǊŜ ǘƻ ƳŀƪŜ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ ŜȄŎǳǊǎƛƻƴ ǘƻǿŀǊŘǎ ƛǘΦέ 

ά²ƘŜǊŜ ŘƻŜǎ ƛǘ ŎƻƳŜ ŦǊƻƳΚέ ǘƘŜ ƻǘƘŜǊ ƳŀƴΣ ǿƘƻ ƘŀŘ ƘŀǊŘƭȅ ǎŀƛŘ a word, asked. He 

had a well-hidden Austrian accent. 

ά¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ǿƘŀǘ ǎǘǊƛƪŜǎ ƳŜ ŀǎ ǎǘǊŀƴƎŜΣέ aŀǊƛŀ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘΦ άLǘΩǎ Ƴŀƴ ƳŀŘŜΣ ŀƴŘ ȅŜǘ L ƘŀǾŜ ŀ 

ŦŜŜƭƛƴƎ ƛǘΩǎ ƴƻǘ ƻŦ ǘƘƛǎ ǿƻǊƭŘΦ !ƴŘ ǘƘŜǊŜΩǎ ŘŜŀǘƘΤ ǘƘƛǎ ǘƘƛƴƎ ƛǎ ǘƘŜ ŎŀǳǎŜ ƻŦ ǎǳŦŦŜǊƛƴƎ ŀƴŘ 

ŘŜŀǘƘ ƻŦ ƳŀƴȅΦέ 

The men were respectfully silent. Maria could see that she had succeeded in 

impressing them deeply. 

ά²ŀǎ ǘƘƛǎ ǿƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ ŜȄǇŜŎǘŜŘ ǘƻ ƘŜŀǊΚέ 

The men nodded.  

άLǘ ƛǎ ǾŜǊȅ ŎƭƻǎŜ ǘƻ ǿƘŀǘ ǿŜ ǿŜǊŜ ƘƻǇƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƭŜŀǊƴΦ .ǳǘΣ ƛŦ ȅƻǳ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ƭŀōŜƭ ǘƘŜ 

object ς what single worŘ ǿƻǳƭŘ ȅƻǳ ǳǎŜΚέ 

άtŜǊƘŀǇǎΦΦΦέ aŀǊƛŀ ǘƻƻƪ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ ƳƻƳŜƴǘ ǘƻ ǘƘƛƴƪΦ άwŜƭƛƎƛƻǳǎΦΦΚέ 

She instantly perceived that she had hit the nail on the head. The man who was in 

charge of the briefcase rose from his seat and carefully unlocked the leather portfolio. 

From inside he produced a small object, wrapped in dark cloth. He placed it on the green 

velvet of the table and unwrapped it solemnly. Maria stared at the thing that was slowly 

revealed, mesmerized. She had the urge to block the powerful vibrations it emitted, and 

yet felt strangely drawn to it. 

ά.ŜŀǳǘƛŦǳƭΣ ƛǎƴΩǘ ƛǘΚέ ǘƘŜ Ƴŀƴ ǎŀƛŘΦ άLǘΩǎ !ȊǘŜŎΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎ ǳǎŜŘ ƛƴ ŎŜǊŜƳƻƴƛŀƭ ǎŀŎǊƛŦƛŎŜ ŀōƻǳǘ 

five hundred years ago. Terrible to think, but it has been used to cut the hearts out of 

ƭƛǾƛƴƎ ƘǳƳŀƴǎΦέ 

ά¢ŜǊǊƛōƭŜ ŀƴŘ ŦƻǊƳƛŘŀōƭŜΣέ ǘƘŜ ƻǘƘŜǊ Ƴŀƴ ǎŀƛŘ ŀǎ ƛŦ ǘƻ ƘƛƳǎŜƭŦΦ 

ά.ǳǘ ǘƘŜǊŜΩǎ ƳƻǊŜΣ ƛǎƴΩǘ ǘƘŜǊŜΚέ aŀǊƛŀ ǎŀƛŘΣ ƘŜǊ ŜȅŜǎ ǎǘƛƭƭ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǿŜƭƭ-crafted handle, 

which was made in the form of some terrifying deity. 

ά¸ŜǎΦ ¸ƻǳ ǿŜǊŜ ǊƛƎƘǘΣ ǿƘŜƴ ȅƻǳ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƘŀǘ ƛǘΩǎ ƴƻǘ ƻŦ ǘƘƛǎ ǿƻǊƭŘΦέ ¢ƘŜ Ƴan slid his fingers 

ƎŜƴǘƭȅ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƘŜ ōƭŀŘŜΣ ǿƘƛŎƘ ǎƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ ǎŜƴǎŜ ƘŀŘ ƻƴŎŜ ōŜŜƴ ŦǊƛƎƘǘŜƴƛƴƎƭȅ ǎƘŀǊǇΦ άLǘΩǎ 

ŦƻǊƎŜŘ ŦǊƻƳ ŀ ƳŜǘŜƻǊƛǘŜΦέ 

ά¸ŜǎΣέ aŀǊƛŀ ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊŜŘΣ ŦƛƎƘǘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ǳǊƎŜ ŀƭǎƻ ǘƻ ǘƻǳŎƘ ǘƘŜ ōƭŀŘŜΦ 

άaŜǘŜƻǊƛǘŜ ƛǊƻƴ ƛǎ ƴƻǘƻǊƛƻǳǎƭȅ ŘƛŦŦƛŎǳƭǘ ǘƻ ǿƻǊƪ ǿƛǘƘΣ ōǳt the ancient masters did a 

ōǊƛƭƭƛŀƴǘ ƧƻōΣ ŘƻƴΩǘ ȅƻǳ ǘƘƛƴƪΚέ 

ά¸ŜǎΣέ aŀǊƛŀ ǊŜǇŜŀǘŜŘΦ 
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άLǘ ƛǎ ƻŦ ŎƻǳǊǎŜ ƴƻ ƭƻƴƎŜǊ ǳǎŜŘ ǘƻ ƛƴǎǘƛƭ ŦŜŀǊΦ .ǳǘ ƛǘ Ƙŀǎ ǇǊƻǾŜƴ ŀ ǾŜǊȅ ǳǎŜŦǳƭ ǘƻƻƭ ƛƴ ŎŀǎŜǎ 

ǎǳŎƘ ŀǎ ǘƘƛǎΣέ ǘƘŜ Ƴŀƴ ŜȄǇƭŀƛƴŜŘΦ ά!ƴŘ ƴƻǿ ƛǘ Ƙŀǎ ƭŜŘ ǳǎ ǘƻ ȅƻǳΣ ŀǎ ǿŜ ƘƻǇŜŘ ƛǘ ǿƻǳƭŘΦέ 

ά.ǳǘ ǿƘȅ ƳŜΚέ aŀǊƛŀ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ άLƴ aǳƴƛŎƘΣ ƳŜŘƛǳƳǎ ŀǊŜ ŀ ǘŜƴ ŀ ǇŜƴƴȅΦέ 

The dark and handsome man smiled. 

ά.ǳǘ ǿŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŎƻƳŜ ƘŜǊŜ ōȅ ŎƘŀƴŎŜΦ ²Ŝ ƪƴŜǿ ŀōƻǳǘ ȅƻǳ ŀƴŘ ǿŜ ǿŜǊŜ ǇǊŀȅƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ 

ƎƻŘǎ ǘƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ŘƛǎŀǇǇƻƛƴǘ ǳǎΦέ  

άL ŘŜŀƭ ƛƴ ǘǊǳǘƘΣ ƴƻǘ ǇƭŜŀǎƛƴƎΣέ aŀǊƛŀ ǎŀƛŘΦ άL ǊŜǎŜǊǾŜ ǘƘŜ ǊƛƎƘǘ ǘƻ ŘƛǎŀǇǇƻƛƴǘΦέ 

ά¢ƘŜ ǘǊǳǘƘ Ŏŀƴ ƴŜǾŜǊ ŘƛǎŀǇǇƻƛƴǘΣέ ǘƘŜ ǇƭŀƛƴŜǊ ƭƻƻƪƛƴƎ Ƴŀƴ ǎŀƛŘ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ǎǳŘŘŜƴ ŀǊŘƻǳǊΣ 

which made him look almost beautiful. His eyes, which had appeared timid and nervous, 

were now ablaze with sparks that flew from some inner furnace. Maria was uncertain 

whether this furnace was fuelled by a creative or destructive energy. 

ά¢ǊǳŜΣέ ǘƘŜ ŘŀǊƪ ƻƴŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ άǇǊƻǾƛŘƛƴƎ ǘƘŀǘ ƻƴŜ Ƙŀǎ ŦƻǳƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǘǊǳǘƘ ƻƴŜ Ƙŀǎ ǎŜǘ ƻǳǘ ǘƻ 

ŦƛƴŘΗέ IŜ ǘƘŜƴ ŎƭƛŎƪŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ƘŜŜƭǎ ǘƻƎŜǘƘŜǊ ƛƴ a military fashion and bowed his head.  

άL ŀƳ ǎƻǊǊȅ ǿŜ ƘŀǾŜƴΩǘ ƛƴǘǊƻŘǳŎŜŘ ƻǳǊǎŜƭǾŜǎΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ άōǳǘ ƛǘ ǎŜŜƳŜŘ ǉǳƛǘŜ ǇƻǎǎƛōƭŜ 

that we would leave dissatisfied and never see you again. I am happy to say this will not 

be the case. My name is Hess, Rudolf HesǎΦέ 

He offered his hand again, but this time it was to greet a lady, not the mere provider of 

a service. 

ά!ƴŘ Ƴŀȅ L ǇƭŜŀǎŜ ƛƴǘǊƻŘǳŎŜ Ƴȅ ŦǊƛŜƴŘ ŀƴŘ ŎƻƭƭŜŀƎǳŜΣ !ŘƻƭŦ IƛǘƭŜǊΦέ 

¢ƘŜ ǘǊƻǳōƭŜŘ ŀƭƻƻŦƴŜǎǎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǎƳŀƭƭŜǊ ƳŀƴΩǎ ŜȅŜǎ ǿŀǎ ōŀŎƪΦ IŜ ǉǳƛǘŜ ƻōǾƛƻǳǎƭȅ ŦŜƭǘ 

uneasy around women and only blossomed in the warmth of his own visions, where 

women were either symbols or statistics.   

άIŜǊǊ IŜǎǎΦ IŜǊǊ IƛǘƭŜǊΦέ aŀǊƛŀ ǊŜƳŀƛƴŜŘ Ŏƻƻƭ ŀƴŘ ǊŜǎǘǊŀƛƴŜŘΣ ǇǊŜŦŜǊǊƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƭŜǘ ǘƘŜ 

gentlemen feel in charge of the situation.  

άL ƘŜŀrd my mentor speak highly of you and it was my intention ς for which you must 

pardon me ς ǘƻ ǇǊƻǾŜ ƘƛƳ ǊƛƎƘǘ ƻǊ ǿǊƻƴƎΣέ ǘƘŜ ƘŀƴŘǎƻƳŜ ƻƴŜΣ IŜǎǎΣ ǎŀƛŘΦ ά.ŜŎŀǳǎŜ ƘŜ ƛǎ ŀ 

man who in his search for the truth has been known to... well... be too eager to accept 

wƻǊŘǎ ŦǊƻƳ ƭƛǇǎ ǘƘŀǘ ŀǊŜ ƳƻǊŜ ǘƘŀƴ ǳǎǳŀƭƭȅ ōŜŀǳǘƛŦǳƭΦέ  

Maria lowered her eyes, as the unwritten scenario that is called social intercourse 

between a man and a lady requires.  

άIŜ ǎŜƴǘ ƳŜ ǘƻ ȅƻǳ ǿƛǘƘ ŀƴ ƛƴǾƛǘŀǘƛƻƴΣ ŀƴŘ ȅƻǳ Ƴǳǎǘ ŜȄŎǳǎŜ Ƴȅ ŜŀƎŜǊƴŜǎǎ ǘƻ ŎƻƴŘǳŎt 

my own investigation before I could wholeheartedly impart it to you. May we please be 
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ǎŜŀǘŜŘ ŀƎŀƛƴΚέ 

They all resumed their seats. Maria should have been excited, but she had polished her 

image of composed graciousness to the extent where it became a haven that concealed 

her beating heart even from herself. With utmost calm, she asked: 

ά²ƘƻΣ ƛŦ L Ƴŀȅ ŜƴǉǳƛǊŜΣ ƛǎ ȅƻǳǊ ƳŜƴǘƻǊΚέ 

άLǘΩǎ DŜƴŜǊŀƭ IŀǳǎƘƻŦŜǊΣέ IŜǎǎ ǎŀƛŘΦ 

aŀǊƛŀΩǎ ƘŜŀǊǘ ǎƪƛǇǇŜŘ ŀ ōŜŀǘΦ 

άCƛƴŀƭƭȅΣέ ǎƘŜ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ǘƻ ƘŜǊǎŜƭŦΦ  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter II: Vienna, 1917 

 

 

Maria had met General Karl Haushofer little more than a year ago. She had barely been 

ƻŦ ŀƎŜΦ Iƻǿ ƭƻƴƎ ŀƎƻ ƛǘ ǎŜŜƳŜŘΣ ǘƘŜƛǊ ƎŀǘƘŜǊƛƴƎ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ /ŀŦŞ {ŎƘƻǇŜƴƘŀǳŜǊ ƛƴ ±ƛŜƴƴŀΦ Lǘ 

had been the Vienna of the Emperor, before everything crumbled to give way to chaos. 

Only two years had passed, /ŀŦŞ {ŎƘƻǇŜƴƘŀǳŜǊ Ƴƻǎǘ ƭƛƪŜƭȅ ǳǎŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǎŀƳŜ napkins, the 

hat styles of the ladies patronizing the place had barely altered, yet an era had irreversibly 

ended. Things looked the same, but something was absent. The scent; ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ǿƘŀǘ aŀǊƛŀ 

missed the most. The omnipresent, omnipotent scent of aristocracy, decadence and 

security. Everything at the Schopenhauer had given off this scent: the Turkish coffee - 

watered down since the war had begun - the seductive waltzes and tangos from the string 

quintet - cut down to a trio since the war had begun - the Cuban cigars or Russian 

cigarettes of the gentlemen and the Parisian perfume of the ladies. Everything in the 

Viennese way of life belonged to the enemies, and since the war was lost, the enemies 

had banned the scent from those who were defeated. What remained was pretence. 
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But back then the people thought that 1917 was going to be just another year in the 

glorious annals of history of the Empire, with its unavoidable ups and downs. And yet, it 

was the last. Actually, it was quite appropriate, for a new era was about to begin, the era 

of Aquarius, and the old world with its structure and ways was doomed to obsolescence. 

The five of them - they were the representatives of the new era, the builders of a new 

nation, and Maria was thrilled to be invited and accepted. 

άL ƘŀǾŜ ƘŜŀǊŘ ƻŦ ȅƻǳΣέ ǘƘŜ ƎŜƴŜǊŀƭ ƘŀŘ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƻ ƘŜǊΦ IŜ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ƭŜǎǎ ƻŦ ŀ DŜǊƳŀƴ ƛƳǇŜǊƛŀƭ 

general and more of a Viennese gentleman who knows his every word to be a key to a 

ǿƻƳŀƴΩǎ ƘŜŀǊǘΦ aŀǊƛŀ ǿŀǎ ǘǿŜƴǘȅ-one and she blushed. 

ά²ŀƛǎȊ ƘŜǊŜ Ƙŀǎ ǘƻƭŘ ƳŜ ŀōƻǳǘ ȅƻǳ ŀƴŘ L Ƴǳǎǘ ǎŀȅ L ŀƳ ǾŜǊȅ ƛƳǇǊŜǎǎŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ǿƘŀǘ L 

ǎŜŜΦέ  

Maria knew he was talking about some papers that Waisz, a decorated war hero, had 

shown him, but the man had a way of making everything said to a lady sound like a 

compliment.  

ά¢Ƙŀƴƪ ȅƻǳΣέ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ ά.ǳǘ L ŀƳ ƴƻ-one. I am no more important in producing these 

ǘŜȄǘǎ ǘƘŀƴ ƛǎ ǘƘŜ ǇŜƴŎƛƭ L ǿŀǎ ƘƻƭŘƛƴƎΦέ 

ά.ǳǘ ȅƻǳ ŀǊŜΣ Ƴȅ ŘŜŀǊΣέ ǘƘŜ ƎŜƴŜǊŀƭ ǎŀƛŘΦ {ƻƳŜƘƻǿ ƛǘ ǿŜƴǘ ǿƛǘƘƻǳǘ ǎŀȅƛng that when 

ƘŜ ǎǇƻƪŜΣ ǘƘŜ ƻǘƘŜǊ ƳŜƳōŜǊǎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŎƻƳǇŀƴȅ ǊŜƳŀƛƴŜŘ ǎƛƭŜƴǘΦ ά¸ƻǳ ŀǊŜ ŎƘŀƴƴŜƭƭƛƴƎ ǎƻƳŜ 

great force that we, mere mortals, are never able to touch. The fact that this force has 

ŎƘƻǎŜƴ ȅƻǳ ƛǎ ǘƘŜ ǇǊƻƻŦ ǘƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ ŀǊŜ ƳƻǊŜ ǾŀƭǳŀōƭŜ ǘƘŀƴ ŀƴȅ ƻŦ ǳǎΦέ 

ά²Ƙŀǘ L ǊŜŎŜƛǾŜΣέ aŀǊƛŀ ǎŀƛŘΣ άŀǊŜ ǿƻǊŘǎΦ ²ƻǊŘǎ ǘƘŀǘ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ŜǾŜƴ ƪƴƻǿ Ƙƻǿ ǘƻ ǊŜŀŘΦ 

²ƛǘƘƻǳǘ ƳŜƴ ƭƛƪŜ ȅƻǳΣ ǘƘŜǎŜ ǎŎǊƛōōƭƛƴƎǎ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƴŜǾŜǊ ŎƘŀƴƎŜ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊƭŘΦέ 

ά²Ŝ ŀǊŜ ŀƭƭ ōǳǘ ǘƻƻƭǎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƘŀƴŘǎ ƻŦ --- ǿŜƭƭΣ ƴƻǿŀŘŀȅǎ ƛǘΩǎ ōŜƎƛƴƴƛƴƎ ǘƻ ōŜ ŘƛŦŦƛŎǳƭǘ ǘƻ 

choose the ǊƛƎƘǘ ǿƻǊŘΗέ ǘƘŜ ŜƭŘŜǎǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƳŜƴΣ tǊŜƭŀǘŜ DŜǊƴƻǘΣ ǎŀƛŘΦ ά¢ǿŜƴǘȅ ȅŜŀǊǎ ŀƎƻ L 

ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ƘŜǎƛǘŀǘŜŘ ǘƻ ǳǎŜ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊŘ ΨDƻŘΩΦ .ǳǘ ƴƻǿΚ ²ƘŜƴ ȅƻǳ ǎŀȅ ΨDƻŘΩΣ ȅƻǳ ƴƻ 

longer generate a universal image of the one creative power. People have become 

donnish dogmatists, with too much knowledge in their hands and too little wisdom in 

ǘƘŜƛǊ ƘŜŀǊǘǎΦ ²Ŝ ŀǊŜ ǘƻƻ ŜŀƎŜǊ ǘƻ ǘƘǊƻǿ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊŘǎ ƭƛƪŜ ΨDƻŘΩ ƻǳǘ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ōŀǘƘ ǿŀǘŜǊΣ 

expecting to find some abstract and universally self-explanatory concept at the bottom of 

ǘƘŜ ǘǳōΦέ 

ά!ƴŘ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ǿƘȅ ǿŜ ŀƭƭ ƴŜŜŘ ƻƴŜ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊΣέ ǘƘŜ ƎŜƴŜǊŀƭ ǘƻƻƪ ƻǾŜǊΦ ά¢ƻ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ǘǳǊƴ ǘƘŜǎŜ 

empty words into something that makes a difference at every level of existence. There 
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can be no doubt that we are being helped by those wiser than us. But not everyone has 

ǘƘŜ ǇƻǿŜǊ ǘƻ ƭŜŀǊƴ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜƳΦέ 

ά¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ǿƘŜǊŜ ȅƻǳ ŎƻƳŜ ƛƴΦέ ¢Ƙƛǎ ǿŀǎ ǎŀƛŘ ōȅ .ŀǊƻƴ wǳŘƻƭŦ Ǿƻƴ {ŜōƻǘǘŜƴŘƻǊŦΣ ǿƘƻƳ 

Maria had briefly met some time earlier and who had encouraged her to meditate on the 

hǊƛŜƴǘŀƭ ǿǊƛǘƛƴƎǎΦ άLǘΩǎ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ŀ ǿƻƳŀƴ ǿƘƻ ōǊƛƴƎǎ ǳǎ Ŏloser to the truth. Be it the Sibyl at 

Delphi or Madame Blavatsky, or Joan of Arc ς we gentlemen are for some reason excluded 

from the ranks of those ǿƘƻ ŀǊŜ ŎƘƻǎŜƴΦέ 

άtŜǊƘŀǇǎ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ǿƘȅ ǿŜ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ǎŜŜƪ ǘƘŜ ŎƻƳǇŀƴȅ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƭŀŘƛŜǎ ς to be nearer to the 

SupremŜΣέ ǘƘŜ ƎŜƴŜǊŀƭ ǎŀƛŘΣ ŀƴŘ ŜǾŜǊȅƻƴŜ ƎŀǾŜ ŀ ǎƘƻǊǘΣ ŀǇǇǊŜŎƛŀǘƛǾŜ ƭŀǳƎƘΦ aŀǊƛŀ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ 

that the general must have made life very easy for his soldiers - or their death.  

ά²Ŝ ŀǊŜ ƛƴŘŜŜŘΣέ tǊŜƭŀǘŜ DŜǊƴƻǘ ǎŀƛŘΣ άŀƴŘ ǿŜ ǊŀǊŜƭȅ Ŧŀƛƭ ǘƻ ōŜ ŜȄŀƭǘŜŘ ōȅ ǘƘŜƳΦέ   

Maria felt herself blush. The elderly man radiated an aura of a chosen purity, which 

made it somewhat uncomfortable for her to hear his sophisticated remarks involving 

women.  

άCƻǊ ǿŜ ǎǳōŎƻƴǎŎƛƻǳǎƭȅ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƘŜ ōǊƛƴƎŜǊǎ ƻŦ ƎƻƻŘ ƴŜǿǎ ǘƻ ŀǎǘƻƴƛǎƘ ǳǎ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜƛǊ 

beauty and grace, because deep down we know that beauty comes from harmony and 

ǳƴƛǾŜǊǎŀƭ ƻǊŘŜǊΦ CǊƻƳ DƻŘΗέ ǘƘŜ ǇǊŜƭŀǘŜ ŎƻƴŎƭǳŘŜŘΦ 

The way the venerable man spoke to and about Maria was almost verging on flirtation. 

Maria understood that this was done to help her relax and feel herself as an equal partner 

to these men, who by status and experience were towering above her. Because a 

balancing equals sign can be drawn between a man of distinction and a woman of beauty, 

when the two choose to play their prearranged hands of cards as peers.  

ά¸Ŝǘ ƛǘ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ƛǎ ŀ Ƴŀƴ ǿƘƻ ƳŀƪŜǎ ǘƘŜ Ǿƛǎƛƻƴǎ ƻŦ ŀ ǿƻƳŀƴ ŀ ǊŜŀƭƛǘȅΣέ ǎƘŜ ŎƻǳƴǘŜǊŜŘΦ  

Sebottendorf gave a grin indicating that he regarded the remark he was about to make 

as witty.  

ά¢ƘŜ ŎƻƳƛƴƎ ŜǊŀ ǿƛƭƭ ōŜ ǘƘŜ ŀƎŜ ƻŦ ŀ ǿƻƳŀƴΦ tŜǊƘŀǇs the next time we meet, Maria 

ǿƛƭƭ ƘŀǾŜ ǎǳƳƳƻƴŜŘ ǳǎ ǘƻ ƘŜǊ ŦŜŜǘΗέ 

More relaxing laughter ensued. Maria was grateful for the effort the men were making 

to make her feel at ease. And yet she became anxious lest she be a disappointment to 

those who obviously regarded her as one of them, one of the chosen ones. 

Waisz spoke. Not because he had anything important to say, but because he felt the 

attention on his lady friend might have been too embarrassing for her. 
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ά5ƻƴΩǘ ǘŜŀǎŜ aŀǊƛŀΗέ 

IŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŀ Ƴŀƴ ǿƘƻ ŎƻǳƭŘ ōe considered witty. 

ά[ƻǘƘŀǊΣέ aŀǊƛŀ ǎŀƛŘΣ ƘŜǊ ŜȅŜǎΣ ǾƻƛŎŜ ŀƴŘ ōƻŘȅ ƎƛǾƛƴƎ ŀ ǊŜƳƛƴŘŜǊ ǘƘŀǘΣ ŀŦǘŜǊ ŀƭƭΣ ǘƘŜ 

physically strong but mentally average pilot had been instrumental in introducing her to 

ǘƘŜ ƎǊƻǳǇ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŀŘ ƎŀǘƘŜǊŜŘ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ /ŀŦŞ {ŎƘƻǇŜƴƘŀǳŜǊΦ ά¢ƘŜ ƎŜntlemen are not teasing 

ƳŜΦ ¢ƘŜȅ ŀǊŜ ƘƻƴƻǳǊƛƴƎ ƳŜΣ ǎƛƳǇƭȅ ōȅ ƘŀǾƛƴƎ ƳŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜƛǊ ŎƻƳǇŀƴȅΗέ 

Lothar smiled, appeased.  

άLǎ ƛǘ ǘƻƻ ƳǳŎƘ ǘƻ ǊŜŦŜǊ ǘƻ ǘƘƛǎ ƳŜŜǘƛƴƎ ŀǎ ƳƛǊŀŎǳƭƻǳǎΚέ {ŜōƻǘǘŜƴŘƻǊŦ ŎƻƴǘƛƴǳŜŘΦ άCƻǊ ŀ 

prophet needs believers if he is to upset his era. There might have been countless 

prophets ς indeed, countless Jesuses or Mohammeds ς who went unnoticed, who died 

before they were able to spread the message. If a supreme intelligence wishes to 

communicate a message, should it bet on one single prophet? Methinks not! It would 

transmit its message globally. And the easiest way to change society? To change every 

single human being! Yet we all know that we humans are not receptive, even if our minds 

and souls are open. Therefore this information only reaches those who have a special 

level of receptivity. Was Jesus the son of God? I shall not ponder on this. Suffice for us to 

know that he was able to channel the divine knowledge to us, to the world that was yoked 

to blindly obeying the demon god of the Hebrews. Suddenly, a message of charity and 

love was introduced. I sometimes believe that it was Mary Magdalene who channelled the 

message of a new era to the world for Jesus to deliver it to humanity and to accept his 

martyrdom. Two thousand years ago, the voice of a woman and her sacrifice would have 

ƎƻƴŜ ǳƴƴƻǘƛŎŜŘΦέ 

άIŀǾŜ ȅƻǳ ŘŜŎƛŘŜŘΚέ ŀ ǿŀƛǘŜǊ ŀǎƪŜŘΣ ǇǊƻōŀōƭȅ ƘŀǾƛƴƎ ǎǘƻƻŘ ŦƻǊ ǎƻƳŜ ǘƛƳŜ ōŜǎƛŘŜ ǘƘŜ 

ǘŀōƭŜΦ /ŀŦŞ {ŎƘƻǇŜƴƘŀǳŜǊ ǿŀǎ ǇǊƻǳŘ ƻŦ ƛǘǎ ǳƴƴƻǘƛŎŜŀōƭŜ ǿŀƛǘŜǊǎΦ 

Several minutes were spent discussing the assortment of coffee, tea and cakes on the 

menu. Maria looked around: it was a place for the idle ladies and the aristocrats of the old 

era, probably discussing their hunting and fishing or planning the next house party. None 

of these people seemed to realize that thousands were being killed on the fronts of a war 

which had arrived just as suddenly as the Black Death had arrived some five hundred years 

ago. It was the time for people to die. It was their own task to find plausible justifications 

for dying.  

ά!ƴŘ ǘƘŀǘ ǘŀǎƪ Ƙŀǎ ōŜŜƴ ŦǳƭŦƛƭƭŜŘΣέ aŀǊƛŀ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ǘƻ ƘŜǊǎŜƭŦΦ 
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ά{ƻǊǊȅΚέ ƎŜƴŜǊŀƭ IŀǳǎƘƻŦŜǊ ǎŀƛŘΣ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ǎǇƻƻƴ ƻŦ ǎǳƎŀǊ ǎǘƻǇǇƛƴƎ ƳƛŘ-air. 

Everyone had their eyes on Maria. 

άLΩƳ ǎƻ ǎƻǊǊȅΣέ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ ά{ƻƳŜǘƛƳŜǎ L ŦƛƴŘ ƳȅǎŜƭŦ ŀƴǎǿŜǊƛƴƎ ǉǳŜǎǘƛƻƴǎ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ŜǾŜƴ ŘŀǊŜ 

ǘƻ ŀǎƪΦέ 

ά¢ƻ ŘŀǊŜ ς ŀƴŘ ǿƘȅ ǎƘƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǿŜ ōŜ ƎǳƛŘŜŘ ōȅ ƻǳǊ ŦƻƻƭƘŀǊŘƛƴŜǎǎΚέ ǇǊŜƭŀǘŜ DŜǊƴƻǘ 

ŀǎƪŜŘΣ ƳƛȄƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ǎǳƎŀǊ ƛƴ Ƙƛǎ ŎǳǇ ƻŦ ŎƻŦŦŜŜΦ ά¢ƘŜ ǘǊǳǘƘ ǿŀƴǘǎ ƻǳǘΦ Lǘ ƘŀǎΣ ōȅ ƛǘǎ ƴŀǘǳǊŜΣ 

always had an intimidating effect on people: something in us demands that the truth 

sƘƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ƘƛŘŘŜƴΦ LǘΩǎ ƭƛƪŜ ǇǊŜǎŜǊǾƛƴƎ ƭƛŦŜ ƛǘǎŜƭŦΦ .ǳǘ ŀƎŀƛƴǎǘ ǿƘƻΣ ƻǊ ǿƘŀǘΚέ 

ά!Ǝŀƛƴǎǘ ƻǳǊ ŜƴŜƳƛŜǎΣέ ǘƘŜ Ǉƛƭƻǘ ²ŀƛǎȊ ŦƻǳƴŘ ƛǘ Ƙƛǎ Řǳǘȅ ǘƻ ǊŜǇƭȅΦ  

ά¢Ƙƛǎ ǿŀǊΦΦΦέ tǊŜƭŀǘŜ DŜǊƴƻǘ ǎŀƛŘΣ ŀƴŘ Ƙƛǎ ŜȅŜǎ ǎǿŜƭƭŜŘ ǳǇ ǿƛǘƘ ǘŜŀǊǎΦ ά¢Ƙƛǎ ǿŀǊ ƛǎ ƭƻǎǘ ǘƻ 

ǳǎΦ LǘΩǎ ƭƻǎǘ ōŜŎŀuse countless people will not accept the spiritual revolution, brought on 

by the Age of Aquarius. They will fight on, driven by anger, still reassuring themselves that 

ǘƘŜȅ ŀǊŜ ŦƛƎƘǘƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ǘǊǳǘƘΦ !ƴŘ ƻƴƭȅ ŀ ŦŜǿ ǿƛƭƭ ǎǳǊǾƛǾŜΦέ  

ά¦ƴƭŜǎǎ ǘƘŜ ƴŜǿ ǘǊǳǘƘ ǎƛƳǇƭȅ ǘŀƪŜǎ ƻǾŜǊΣέ IŀǳǎƘƻŦŜǊ ǎǇŜŎǳƭŀǘŜŘΦ άbƻǘ ǘƘŜ ŘŜƳƻƴƛŎ 

truth of the old religions, of the vindictive gods, who make us wage war. We all know that 

ƻƴŜ Řŀȅ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǿƛƭƭ ōŜ ŀ ǘǊǳǘƘ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŜ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ ŦƛƎƘǘ ŦƻǊΦ ! ǘǊǳǘƘ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƛƳǇƭȅ is and 

everyone in the woǊƭŘ ǿƛƭƭ ǊŜŀŎƘ ƻǳǘ ŦƻǊ ƛǘΦέ 

ά¸ŜǘΣ ǘƻ ǊŜŎŜƛǾŜ ǘƘŀǘ ǘǊǳǘƘΣ ǿŜ ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ ŀōƻƭƛǎƘ ǘƘŜ ǘǊǳǘƘ ƻŦ ōŜŦƻǊŜΣέ ǘƘŜ ǇǊŜƭŀǘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ 

ά¢ƘŜ !ƎŜ ƻŦ !ǉǳŀǊƛǳǎ ǿƛƭƭ ōŜ ǘƘŜ ŜǊŀ ƻŦ ŜƴƭƛƎƘǘŜƴƳŜƴǘ ŀǘ ŀƭƭ ƛƳŀƎƛƴŀōƭŜ ƭŜǾŜƭǎέΦ  

ά¦ǎƘŜǊŜŘ ƛƴ ōȅ ǘƘŜ ƳŜǎǎŀƎŜǎ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ƭƛƪŜǎ ƻŦ ȅƻǳΣέ Ǿƻƴ {ŜōƻǘǘŜƴŘƻǊŦ ŀŘŘŜŘΦ ά¢ƘŜ 

countless prophets and sibyls who have given their best to convert the hostile world into a 

ƪƛƴŘ ƻƴŜΗέ  

Lothar turned to Maria, a warning look in his eyes. 

ά²ƛǘƘ Ƴƻǎǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜǎŜ ǇǊƻǇƘŜǘǎ ǇŜǊƛǎƘƛƴƎΦέ 

The strong black coffee with a touch of brandy ς Maria had observed the general 

pouring some into her cup ς made her feel braver. She smiled at the gentlemen, and they 

smiled back.  At the same time, she was careful not to appear drunk or too fascinated by 

the suggestions of the men in the company. 

ά¸ƻǳ ŀǊŜ wrong ƛŦ ȅƻǳ ǘƘƛƴƪ ǘƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ ƴŜŜŘ ƳŜΣέ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ άLƴ ŦŀŎǘΣ L ŀƳ ǘƘŜ ƻƴŜ ǿƘƻ ƛǎ 

desperately in need of someone who could cure me ς ƻŦ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜ ǘƘƛƴƎǎ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘŀƴŘΣ 

ƻǊ ǿŀƴǘΦέ 

The prelate laid his hand upon hers.  
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ά[ƻǘƘŀǊ ǎƘƻǿŜŘ ƳŜ ǎƻƳŜ ǇŀǇŜǊǎ ǘƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ ǇǊƻŘǳŎŜŘ ŘǳǊƛƴƎ ŀ ǎŞŀƴŎŜΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ άL ǘǊǳǎǘ 

ƘƛƳΦ IŜ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ƭƛŜΦ LΩǾŜ ōŜŜƴ Ƙƛǎ ŎƻƴŦŜǎǎƻǊ ǎƛƴŎŜ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ŀ ŎƘƛƭŘΣ ŀƴŘ ǎƛƴŎŜ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ŀ ŎƘƛƭŘΣ 

ƘŜ Ƙŀǎ ƳŀƴƛŦŜǎǘŜŘ ŀƴ ŜȄǘǊŀƻǊŘƛƴŀǊȅ ƛƴǘŜƎǊƛǘȅΦέ 

ά¢Ƙŀǘ ƘŜ ƛǎ ŀ ƘŜǊƻ ƛǎ ǳƴŘƛǎǇǳǘŜŘΣέ DŜƴŜǊŀƭ IŀǳǎƘƻŦŜǊ ǎŀƛd. 

ά!ƴŘ ŀǎ ŀ ƘǳƳŀƴ ōŜƛƴƎΧ ŀƳ L ŘƻƻƳŜŘΚέ  

aŀǊƛŀ ƘŀŘ ƴŜǾŜǊ ǎŜŜƴ [ƻǘƘŀǊΩǎ ŜȅŜǎ ǘǳǊƴ Ƴƛǎǘȅ ōŜŦƻǊŜΦ 

Everyone turned to Prelate Gernot, as if expecting him to produce an answer that 

would deliver an antidote for every anguish ever to be felt by any man. 

The prelŀǘŜ ƭƻǿŜǊŜŘ ǘƘŜ ŎǳǇ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ƘƻƭŘƛƴƎ ŀƴŘ ǎǘŀǊŜŘ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ȅƻǳƴƎ ƳŀƴΩǎ ŜȅŜǎΦ 

άbƻΦ No. The most beautiful emotion a man can have is remorse. Without true 

ǊŜƳƻǊǎŜΣ ǘƘŜǊŜ ŎŀƴΩǘ ōŜ ǘǊǳŜ ǊŜŘŜƳǇǘƛƻƴΦ ²ƛǘƘƻǳǘ ǊŜŘŜƳǇǘƛƻƴΣ ǘƘŜǊŜ ƛǎ ƴƻ ǎŀƭǾŀǘƛƻƴΦ ²Ŝ 

humans are involved in a cosmic game of chess, with our very existence at stake. History is 

being written with the ink of hate ς ƛǘΩǎ ƭƛƪŜ ŀƴ ǳƴŦƛƴƛǎƘŜŘ ŎŀƴǾŀǎ ǘƘŀǘ ƛǎ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ōŜƛƴƎ 

attacked by the brush of a giftless artist, who thinks that his brush-strokes will change 

realiǘȅΦέ 

Lothar opened his mouth as if to say something in his defence, but General Haushofer 

beat him to it. 

άLŦ ŀ Ƴŀƴ ǿƻǳƭŘ Ǝƻ ǘƻ ōŀǘǘƭŜ ƘŀǘƛƴƎ ƘƛƳǎŜƭŦΣ ƛǘ ǿƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ŀ ƭƻǎǘ ōŀǘǘƭŜΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ ƎƛǾƛƴƎ ŀƴ 

ƛƳǇǊŜǎǎƛƻƴ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŜ ƘŀŘ ǇǊŀŎǘƛǎŜŘ ǘƘŜǎŜ ǿƻǊŘǎ ōŜŦƻǊŜΦ άIƻǿ many different truths does a 

pilot run before his eyes, when he sees the enemy aeroplanes on the horizon? None, if he 

ƛǎ ŀ ƳŜƳōŜǊ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǊŀŎŜ ǘƘŀǘ ƛǎ ǘƻ ƭŜŀŘ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊƭŘ ǘƻ ǎŀƭǾŀǘƛƻƴΗ !ǎ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳΗέ ¢ƘŜ ƎŜƴŜǊŀƭ 

folded his arms around the young pilot and embraced him without further speech. 

It was an emotional moment and Maria felt an obligation to infuse a touch of feminine 

softness into the somewhat sombre atmosphere. She wanted to say something that 

would alleviate the distress of these great men who were destined to carry on their 

shoulders the fate of a nation. But words seemed to have left her. Maria had the feeling of 

being a cocoon in which something is moving, preparing to break out. Alcohol, which she 

had never tried before, was circulating in her veins like molten gold, pulsating with a 

hypnotic beat in her temples. The heavier her body seemed to grow, the more its weight 

snapped the shackles by which it was attached to her spirit. Maria opened her heart, her 

mind, ŀƴŘ ǎǇƻƪŜΦ {ƘŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǉǳƛǘŜ ǎǳǊŜ ǿƘŀǘ she was saying. 
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There followed an immediate silence. Even the trio that had played the old-fashioned 

Stephanie Galop finished at that very moment. 

Von Sebottendorf smiled, then grinned, then smiled again ridiculously. 

ά{ƘŜ Ƙŀǎ ŘƻƴŜ ƛǘΣέ ƘŜ ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊŜŘΦ ά{ƘŜ Ƙŀǎ ōŜŜƴ ŀǇǇǊƻŀŎƘŜŘΦέ 

General Haushofer was writing something in his notebook. Prelate Gernot had his eyes 

on Maria, whereas Lothar seemed to be searching for change. Yet he was the first to 

speak: 

ά²Ƙŀǘ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŀǘΚέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ōŜƳǳǎŜŘ ŜȄǇǊŜǎǎƛƻƴΦ 

ά²ƘŀǘΚέ aŀǊƛŀ ǊŜǇŜŀǘŜŘ ƳŜŎƘŀƴƛŎŀƭƭȅΦ {ƘŜ ƘŀŘ ǘƘŜ ŦŜŜƭƛƴƎ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎ ŘǊǳƴƪ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ŦƛǊǎǘ 

time in her life. 

άL ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ƛŦ L ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ǘƘŀƴƪ ȅƻǳΣ ƻǊ ǘƘŜ ƻƴŜ ǿƘƻ Ƙŀǎ ŎƘƻǎŜƴ ǘƻ ǎǇŜŀƪ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ȅƻǳΣέ 

ǘƘŜ ǇǊŜƭŀǘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ǾŜǊȅ ǎƻŦǘƭȅΦ άhƴŜ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ƛƳǇƻǎǎƛōƭŜ ǿƛǘƘƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ƻǘƘŜr. Oh, how we 

ƘŀǾŜ ǎŜŀǊŎƘŜŘ ŦƻǊ ȅƻǳΗέ 

The general produced some papers from his pocket, while the prelate was still gazing 

ƛƴǘƻ aŀǊƛŀΩǎ ŜȅŜǎ ǘŜƴŘŜǊƭȅΦ ±ƻƴ {ŜōƻǘǘŜƴŘƻǊŦ ƘŀŘ ǇŜŀǊƭǎ ƻŦ ǎǿŜŀǘ ōŜŀŘƛƴƎ ƻƴ Ƙƛǎ ŦƻǊŜƘŜŀŘΦ 

άDƻ ƻƴΣ CǊŀǳƭŜƛƴ hǊǎƛŎΗ 5ƻƴΩǘ ƭƻǎŜ ǘƘŜ ŎƻƴƴŜŎǘƛƻƴΗέ 

άL ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘŀǘ ƛǘ ƳŜŀƴǘΣ ƻǊ ŜǾŜƴ ǿƘŀǘ ƭŀƴƎǳŀƎŜ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ƛƴΣέ ǘƘŜ ǇǊŜƭŀǘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ άōǳǘ 

LΩƳ ǎǳǊŜ ǘƘƻǎŜ ǿƻǊŘǎ ǿŜǊŜ ǎŀƛŘ ƴƻǘ by you but through ȅƻǳΦ !ƴŘ LΩƳ ǎǳǊŜ ǘƘŜȅ ŎŀǊǊȅ ŀƴ 

ŜƴƻǊƳƻǳǎ ƳŜŀƴƛƴƎΦέ   

General Haushofer looked at the papers he had producedΦ άaŀȅōŜ ǘƘŜȅ ǿŜǊŜ ǘƘŜ ǾŜǊȅ 

ǿƻǊŘǎ ȅƻǳ ǿǊƻǘŜ Řƻǿƴ ŘǳǊƛƴƎ ŀ ǎŞŀƴŎŜ ƭŀǎǘ ȅŜŀǊΦ [ƻǘƘŀǊ ǘƻƭŘ ƳŜ ŀōƻǳǘ ȅƻǳΤ ŀōƻǳǘ ŀ ƎƛǊƭ 

who is able to fall into a genuine trance and transmit information ς even though unknown 

to herself. Your hand, driven by some unknown consciousness, marked down the 

doodlings that you yourself were unable to appreciate. Had Lothar not shown these 

ǎŎǊƛōōƭŜǎ ǘƻ ǳǎΣ ǿŜ ǿƻǳƭŘ ǎǘƛƭƭ ōŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŘŀǊƪΦέ 

άLΩǾŜ ƘŜŀǊŘ ǘƘŀǘ ǇŀǎǎŀƎŜ ƻŦ ǎǇŜŜŎƘ ōŜŦƻǊŜΣέ Ǿƻƴ {ŜōƻǘǘŜƴŘƻǊŦ ŜȄŎƭŀƛƳŜŘ, pushing 

himself to his feet slowly and looking dazed.  

General Haushofer glanced at von Sebottendorf. Then he faced Maria. ά¢ƘŜ ƳŀǊƪƛƴƎǎ 

ȅƻǳ ǇǊƻŘǳŎŜŘ ŘǳǊƛƴƎ ǘƘŀǘ ǎŞŀƴŎŜ ǿŜǊŜ ƻƴƭȅ ǘƘŜ ōŜƎƛƴƴƛƴƎΦ ²Ŝ ōŜƭƛŜǾŜ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǿƛƭƭ ōŜ ƳǳŎƘ 

more, once you learn to master your powers even further. PerƘŀǇǎ ȅƻǳ ŀƭǊŜŀŘȅ ƘŀǾŜΦ LΩƳ 

almost afraid to ask von Sebottendorf where he has heard these words before. Because I 

ƪƴƻǿ ƛǘ ǿƛƭƭ ŎƘŀƴƎŜ ŜǾŜǊȅǘƘƛƴƎΦέ 
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9ǾŜǊȅƻƴŜΩǎ ŜȅŜǎ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ǘƻ Ǿƻƴ {ŜōƻǘǘŜƴŘƻǊŦΦ 9ǾŜǊȅƻƴŜ ŀǎƪŜŘ ǘƘŜƳǎŜƭǾŜǎ ǿƘŜǘƘŜǊ ǘƘŜ 

astonishment shown on his face was real. This was a man who believed that some 

moments deserved to be spotlighted by adding a touch of drama. 

The rather plump von Sebottendorf sank to his seat again. Maria had noticed that he 

had always been very careful to hide his double chin with youthful gestures and poses of 

his head. Now he had completely forgotten about his appearance. His mouth was hanging 

open, his chin almost touching his chest. 

άhƘΧ ƳȅΧ DƻŘΦΦΦΗέ ƘŜ ǳǘǘŜǊŜŘΦ άL ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ L ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜ ƻƴƭȅ one of our race who has ever 

heard that invocation, which is chanted by the Guardians of the Supreme Truth in Tibet 

during their most sacred ceremony. These words signal that the initiate priest has 

ŜǎǘŀōƭƛǎƘŜŘ ŀ ŎƻƴǘŀŎǘ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ƘƛƎƘŜǊ ƪƴƻǿƭŜŘƎŜΗέ 

άaŀǊƛŀΣ ǿƘŀǘ ŘƛŘ ȅƻǳ ǎŜŜΚέ ǘƘŜ Ǉƛƭƻǘ ²ŀƛǎȊ ŀǎƪŜd her, grabbing her hands. Maria stared 

at her fingers in his grip, but seemed to be utterly oblivious to what had happened. 

ά²ƘŀǘŜǾŜǊ L ƘŀǾŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ L ŀǇƻƭƻƎƛȊŜΣέ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ŀǎ ƛŦ ƛƴ ŀ ǎǘǳǇƻǊΦ 

ά¸ƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ ǎŜŜƴ ŀƴŘ ǎǇƻƪŜƴ ǘƘŜ ǘǊǳǘƘΗέ Ǿƻƴ {ŜōƻǘǘŜƴŘƻǊŦ ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊŜŘΦ 

  

*  

 

ά¦ƴǘƛƭ ǿŜ ǿŜǊŜ ǘƻƭŘ ƻŦ ȅƻǳǊ ƳŜŜǘƛƴƎ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ƎŜƴŜǊŀƭΣ ǘƘŜ ǊŜǇƻǊǘǎ ƻŦ ȅƻǳǊ ǎŞŀƴŎŜǎ 

ǎŜŜƳŜŘ ǊŀǘƘŜǊ ŦŜŜōƭŜΣέ IŜǎǎ ǎŀƛŘΦ άCƻǊ ŘƻƴΩǘ ǿŜ ŀƭƭ know that the truth is preceded by lies 

ǘƘŀǘ ŀǊŜ ŘŜǎƛƎƴŜŘ ǘƻ ǎƳƻƻǘƘŜƴ ǘƘŜ ǇŀǘƘ ŦƻǊ ŀƴ ǳƭǘƛƳŀǘŜ ƭƛŜΚέ   

άIŀǳǎƘƻŦŜǊ ƛǎ ŀ ƎǊŜŀǘ ƳŀƴΣ ŀ ƎǊŜŀǘ ƎŜƴŜǊŀƭΣέ ǘƘŜ ǉǳƛŜǘ ƳŀƴΣ IƛǘƭŜǊΣ ǎŀƛŘΦ aŀǊƛŀ ǿŀǎ 

eager to concur, but wanted to see whether the man only wished to feel the satisfaction 

of being admired for his noble opinions. She was surprised when Hitler unexpectedly 

continued by bursting out: 

άIŜ ƛǎ ǘƻƻ ƎǊŜŀǘ ŀ Ƴŀƴ ǘƻ ōŜ ŀ ƭŜŀŘŜǊΦέ 

ά²Ƙŀǘ Řƻ ȅƻǳ ƳŜŀƴΚέ ǎƘŜ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ 

The pale man seemed somewhat intimidated by the fact that a beautiful woman had 

spoken to him. 

άDŜƴŜǊŀƭ IŀǳǎƘƻŦŜǊ ƛǎ ƪƛƴŘΣ ǿƛǘƘƻǳǘ ǊŜŀƭƛȊƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ƘŀȊŀǊŘ ƻŦ ōŜƛƴƎ ǘƻƻ ƪƛƴŘΦ Iis objective 

is not to have his men killed. What he fails to remember is history: forgiveness amounts to 



 
 

19 

lowering your shield. And this is followed by the spear of your enemy piercing your heart. 

Lǎ ŦƻǊƎƛǾŜƴŜǎǎ ŀ ǿŜŀƪƴŜǎǎΚέ  

ά{ǳŎƘ ǿŜŀƪƴŜǎǎ ƛǎ ǎǘǊŜƴƎǘƘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƘŀƴŘǎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƳƛƎƘǘȅΣέ IŜǎǎ ǎŀƛŘΦ 

 ά{ǇƻƪŜƴ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘŜ ŜƴŜƳȅΗέ IƛǘƭŜǊ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ǘƻ ƘƛƳΣ ŀǎ ƛŦ ƘŜ ǿŀƴǘŜŘ ǘƻ ǇǳƴŎƘ ƘƛƳΦ  

ά!ƴ ŜƴŜƳȅ ƻŦ ǿƘŀǘΚέ IŜǎǎ ǎƴƻǊǘŜŘΦ ά¢ƘŜ ŦǊƻƴǘƛŜǊ ōŜǘǿŜŜƴ ŦǊƛŜƴŘǎ ŀƴŘ ŜƴŜƳƛŜǎ ƛǎ 

ǊŜǇƻǎƛǘƛƻƴŜŘ ƻƴ ŀ ǿŜŜƪƭȅ ōŀǎƛǎΦέ 

ά²Ƙŀǘ ƛǎ ȅƻǳǊ ǊŜƭƛƎƛƻƴΣ IŜǊǊ IƛǘƭŜǊΚέ aŀǊƛŀ ŀǎƪŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǎƳŀƭƭŜǊ ƳŀƴΣ ǿƘƻǎŜ ǎǳŘŘŜƴ ŀƴŘ 

violent outbursts when it came to protecting his views had been like bright red explosions 

in the dimly lit room. 

άaȅ ǊŀŎŜ ƛǎ Ƴȅ ǊŜƭƛƎƛƻƴΣέ ǘƘŜ Ƴŀƴ ǎŀƛŘΦ   

ά²ŜƭƭΧ ǿƘŀǘ ŘƻŜǎ ǘƘƛǎ ǊŜƭƛƎƛƻƴ ŘŜƳŀƴŘ ŦǊƻƳ ȅƻǳ ŀƴŘ ƻŦŦŜǊ ǘƻ ȅƻǳΚέ 

ά{ŀŎǊƛŦƛŎŜΣέ IƛǘƭŜǊ ǎŀƛŘ ŀŦǘŜǊ ŀ ǎƘƻǊǘ ƳƻƳŜƴǘ ƻŦ ǎƛƭŜƴŎŜΦ άLǘ ōƻǘƘ ŘŜƳŀƴŘǎ ƛǘ ŀƴŘ ƻŦŦŜǊǎ ƛǘ 

ŀǎ ŀ ǇǊƛȊŜΦέ  

ά¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ŀ ƘŀǊǎƘ ǊŜƭƛƎƛƻƴΣέ aŀǊƛŀ ƻōǎŜǊǾŜŘΦ  

άwŜƭƛƎƛƻƴǎ ŀǊŜ ǘǊŀƴǎŀŎǘƛƻƴǎΥ ȅƻǳ Ƴǳǎǘ ƎƛǾŜ ǿƘŀǘΩǎ ŘŜŀǊ ǘƻ ȅƻǳ ƛƴ ƻǊŘŜǊ ǘƻ Ǝŀƛƴ ǿƘŀǘ ȅou 

ǿƛǎƘΦ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ƳŀƪŜ ŘŜŀƭǎ ǿƛǘƘ ƎƻŘǎΦ L ǇǊŀȅ ǘƘŀǘ L ŎƻǳƭŘ ǎŀŎǊƛŦƛŎŜ ƳȅǎŜƭŦ ǘƘƻǊƻǳƎƘƭȅ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŀǘ 

my sacrifice would be my ultimate reward; that my blood would water the seeds of a new 

ŜǊŀΦέ 

ά{ƻ ȅƻǳ ŀǊŜ ŎǊŀǾƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ ƳŀǊǘȅǊŘƻƳΚέ IŜǎǎ ŀǎƪŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ǳƴŘƛǎƎǳƛǎŜŘ ǎŀǊŎŀǎƳΦ ά!ǊŜ ȅƻǳ 

ǿƛƭƭƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǎŀŎǊƛŦƛŎŜ ȅƻǳǊ ƭƛŦŜΚέ 

ά[ƛŦŜΗέ IƛǘƭŜǊ ƎǊǳƴǘŜŘΦ ά5ƻƎǎ Ŏŀƴ ǎŀŎǊƛŦƛŎŜ ǘƘŜƛǊ ƭƛǾŜǎ ƛƴ ŀ ǎŎǳŦŦƭŜ over a bone. Life means 

ƴƻǘƘƛƴƎΦ ²Ŝ ŀƭƭ ŘƛŜΦέ  

ά¢ƘŜƴ ǿƘŀǘ ǿƻǳƭŘ ȅƻǳǊ ǳƭǘƛƳŀǘŜ ǎŀŎǊƛŦƛŎŜ ōŜΚέ aŀǊƛŀ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ 

Hitler straightened his back dramatically.  

ά9ǾŜǊȅǘƘƛƴƎΦ aȅ ƛƴǘŜƎǊƛǘȅΦ aȅ ōŜǘǘŜǊ ƧǳŘƎŜƳŜƴǘΦ LŦ ƴŜŜŘŜŘΣ L ǿƻǳƭŘ ǘŀƪŜ ǿǊƻƴƎ 

decisions and act against all my principles. I would be a monster and be remembered as 

one. I would gladly be hated or, even worse, be forgotten. I would even sacrifice the 

ǊŜŘŜŜƳƛƴƎ ƪƴƻǿƭŜŘƎŜ ǘƘŀǘ Ƴȅ ŘŜŜŘǎ ƘŀŘ ŎƘŀƴƎŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊƭŘ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ōŜǘǘŜǊΦέ 

ά²Ŝƭƭ LΩƳ ǎǳǊŜ ȅƻǳΩƭƭ ƘŀǾŜ ŀƳǇƭŜ ǘƛƳŜ ǘƻ ǇǊƻǾŜ ȅƻǳǊǎŜƭŦ ǊƛƎƘǘ ς ƻǊ ǿǊƻƴƎΣέ IŜǎǎ ǎŀƛŘΦ 

ά.ǳǘ ǿŜ ƳǳǎǘƴΩǘ ōƻǊŜ CǊŀǳƭŜƛƴ hǊǎƛŎ ǿƛǘƘ ŀƭƭ ǘƘƛǎΦέ IŜ ǎŀǘ ŀƴŘ ƭŜŀƴŜŘ ŎƭƻǎŜǊ ǘƻ aŀǊƛŀΣ 

leaving Hitler intentionally distanced from the two of them.  
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ά¸ƻǳ ŀǎƪŜŘ ƳŜ ŀ ǿƘƛƭŜ ŀƎƻΣ ƛŦ ǿŜ ǿŀƴǘŜŘ ȅƻǳ ǘƻ ƳŀƪŜ ŀ ŎƻƴǘŀŎǘΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ άLƴ ŦŀŎǘ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ 

us who wanted to make a contact with you. We came here as messengers; we took the 

liberty to test you. It was needed to reassure us that the trust placed ƛƴ ȅƻǳ ƛǎ ƧǳǎǘƛŦƛŜŘΦέ  

He took an envelope from his coat pocket and placed it on the table. 

άDŜƴŜǊŀƭ IŀǳǎƘƻŦŜǊ ǎŜƴǘ ǳǎ ƘŜǊŜ ǘƻ ƎƛǾŜ ȅƻǳ ǘƘƛǎ ƛƴǾƛǘŀǘƛƻƴΦ IŜΩǎ ŀŦǊŀƛŘ ǘƘŜ tƻǎǘ hŦŦƛŎŜ 

might fall to the Reds and he ŦŜŜƭǎ ȅƻǳ ŀǊŜ ǘƻƻ ƛƳǇƻǊǘŀƴǘ ǘƻ ōŜ ƛƴ ŀƴȅ ǿŀȅ ŎƻƳǇǊƻƳƛǎŜŘΦέ 

άIŜ ōŜƭƛŜǾŜǎ ǘƘŜ ŎƻƳƳǳƴƛǎǘǎ ƳƛƎƘǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ǳǎŜ ȅƻǳΣέ IƛǘƭŜǊ ǊŜƳŀǊƪŜŘΣ ǎƻǳƴŘƛƴƎ ƭƛƪŜ ŀ 

fractious child who has been excluded from a game he desperately yearns to play.  

ά¢ƘŜǊŜŦƻǊŜ L ǳƴŘŜǊǘƻƻƪ ǘƘŜ ǘŀǎƪ ƻŦ ƛƴǾƛǘƛƴƎ ȅƻǳ ǇŜǊǎƻƴŀƭƭȅΣέ IŜǎǎ ǇǊƻŎŜŜŘŜŘ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘŜ 

naughty boy who flaunts the joys of the game in the face of one who has been left out. 

ά¸ƻǳ ŀƴŘ ƻǘƘŜǊ ƭŀŘƛŜǎ ƛƴ ȅƻǳǊ ŎƛǊŎƭŜ ŀǊŜ ŜȄǇŜŎǘŜŘ ǘƻ ƳŜŜǘ ǎƻƳŜ ǾŜǊȅ ǇǊƻƳƛƴŜƴǘ ƳŜƳōŜǊǎ 

of the Thule Society and of ¢ƘŜ [ƻǊŘǎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ .ƭŀŎƪ {ǘƻƴŜ ƛƴ .ŜǊŎƘǘŜǎƎŀŘŜƴΣ ƛƴ ŀ ǿŜŜƪΦέ 

άL ǎƘŀƭƭ ōŜ ǘƘŜǊŜΣέ aŀǊƛŀ ǎŀƛŘΦ 

άDǊŜŀǘ ǎŜŎǊŜǘǎ ŀǊŜ ǘƻ ōŜ ǊŜǾŜŀƭŜŘΦ DǊŜŀǘ ǘƘƛƴƎǎ ŀǊŜ ŜȄǇŜŎǘŜŘ ƻŦ ȅƻǳΣέ IŜǎǎ ŎƻƴŎƭǳŘŜŘΣ 

then rose to his feet and bowed to Maria. 

Hitler did the same, but he still looked vexed. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter III: The Pre-War Days 

 

 

Maria met up with Sigrun the next day in a popular beer pavilion and told her about 

the visitors. 

ά{ƻ ǘƘŜȅ ǿŜǊŜ ƘŀƴŘǎƻƳŜΚέ {ƛƎǊǳƴ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ 

άwŜŀǎƻƴŀōƭȅΦ CƻǊ ŎƭƛŜƴǘǎ ς or so I thought when they arrived. I knew they were there to 

test me, but I presumed they were no more than another set of annoying customers. I had 

ƴƻ ǿŀȅ ƻŦ ƪƴƻǿƛƴƎ ǘƘŜȅ ǿŜǊŜ ǎŜƴǘ ǘƻ ƛƴǾƛǘŜ ƳŜ ǘƻ ƳŜŜǘ ǎƻƳŜ ƘƛƎƘƭȅ ǇƻǿŜǊŦǳƭ ƳŜƴΦέ 
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ά{ƻ ǘƘŜȅ ǿŜǊŜ ƘŀƴŘǎƻƳŜΚέ {ƛƎǊǳƴ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ 

ά{ǘƻǇ ǘŜŀǎƛƴƎΗέ aŀǊƛŀ ŎǊǳƳǇƭŜd a paper napkin and threw it at her. 

άaƻǊŜ ƘŀƴŘǎƻƳŜ ǘƘŀƴ [ƻǘƘŀǊΚέ 

άLǘΩǎ ƴƻǘ ǘƘŜ ǎŀƳŜΣέ aŀǊƛŀ ǎŀƛŘΦ ά[ƻǘƘŀǊ ƛǎ ƭƛƪŜ ŀ ōǊƻǘƘŜǊ ǘƻ ƳŜΦ !ƴŘ ƛŦ ȅƻǳ ǊŜǇŜŀǘ ǘƘŀǘ ƛƴ 

ŦǊƻƴǘ ƻŦ ƘƛƳΣ LΩƭƭ ǘŜŀǊ ȅƻǳǊ ƘŀƛǊ ƻǳǘ ōȅ ǘƘŜ ǊƻƻǘǎΗ !ƴŘ L Ƴƻǎǘ ŎŜǊǘŀƛƴƭȅ ǿƻƴΩǘ ƛƴǾƛǘŜ ȅƻǳ 

ŀƭƻƴƎΦέ 

άhƘΧ ǇƭŜŀǎŜΣ ǇƭŜŀǎŜΗέ {ƛƎǊǳƴ ǎǉǳŜŀƭŜŘΦ ά¸ƻǳ ƴŜŜŘ ƳŜΦ ¢ǊŀǳǘŜ ǿƛƭƭ ōŜ ŀǿŀȅ ƛƴ 

{ǿƛǘȊŜǊƭŀƴŘ ŀƴŘ ȅƻǳ ŎŀƴΩǘ Ǉƻǎǎƛōƭȅ ƭŜŀǾŜ ƳŜ ōŜƘƛƴŘΗέ 

άL ƪƴƻǿΧέ 

ά²ŜΩǊŜ ŀ ǘŜŀƳΣ ŀǊŜƴΩǘ ǿŜΚέ {ƛƎǊǳƴ ǎŀƛŘΦ  

Of course, they were a team; always had been since childhood. Sigrun had been the 

ƻƴƭȅ ƻƴŜ ǿƘƻ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ƭŀǳƎƘŜŘ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ Ŧǳƴƴȅ ǿŀȅ aŀǊƛŀ ǎǇƻƪŜΦ 9ǾŜǊȅ ƻǘƘŜǊ ŎƘƛƭŘ ƛƴ aǳƴƛŎƘ 

she had met had giggled and poked fun at her. She had never wanted to leave Vienna. 

άL ƘŀǘŜ ƛǘ ƛƴ DŜǊƳŀƴȅΣέ ǎƘŜ ƘŀŘ ǿƘƛƴŜŘΣ ǿƘŜƴ ƳƻǘƘŜǊ ǿŀǎ ōǳǎȅ ǇŀŎƪƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ǎǳƛǘŎŀses. 

άOh, just ŎŀƭƳ ŘƻǿƴΣέ ƳƻǘƘŜǊ ƘŀŘ ǎŀƛŘ ōǊƛŜŦƭȅΦ Iƻǿ DŜǊƳŀƴ ǎƘŜ ǎƻǳƴŘŜŘΣ Ƙƻǿ ǳǘǘŜǊƭȅ 

appropriate for Munich.  

άL ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ǎƻǳƴŘ ƭƛƪŜ ȅƻǳΗ ¢ƘŜȅΩǊŜ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ƳŀƪƛƴƎ Ŧǳƴ ƻŦ ƳŜΧέ 

Mother remained unshaken. 

ά¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ŀ ±ƛŜƴƴŜǎŜ ƎƛǊƭ ǿƘƻ Ƙŀǎ ŀ DŜǊƳŀƴ ƳƻǘƘŜǊ ŀƴŘ ŀ /Ǌoatian father ς wherever he 

ƳƛƎƘǘ ōŜΦέ CŀǘƘŜǊ ǿŀǎ ƴŜǾŜǊ ƳŜƴǘƛƻƴŜŘ ǿƛǘƘƻǳǘ ǎƻƳŜ ƪƛƴŘ ƻŦ ŀ ǎŀǊŎŀǎǘƛŎ ǊŜƳŀǊƪ ǎǉǳŜŜȊŜŘ 

in after touching on the subject, mostly accompanied by a slightly condescending smile. 

ά¸ƻǳ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ǇǊƻǳŘ ƻŦ ǘƘŀǘΦέ 

άLΩƳ ƴƻǘΗέ  

ά!ƴŘ ƛŦ ȅƻǳ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƭƛƪŜ WienerischΣ ȅƻǳ ǎƘƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ Ǉƭŀȅ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ aŀǘǳǎŎƘŜƪ ŎƘƛƭŘǊŜƴ Řŀȅ 

and night. The Haas girls are just one staircase away and they speak perfect BerlinerischΦέ  

ά.ǳǘ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘŜƳΗέ 

ά²ƘŀǘΩǎ ƴƻǘ ǘƻ ƭƛƪŜΚ ¢ƘŜȅ ŀǊŜ ǿŜƭƭ-brought-up little ladies. You should be thankful that 

ȅƻǳΩŘ ƘŀǾŜ ŀƴ ƻǇǇƻǊǘǳƴƛǘȅ ǘƻ ƘŀǾŜ ŎƻƴǾŜǊǎŀǘƛƻƴǎ ƛƴ ŀ ǾŜǊȅ ƴƛŎŜ .ŜǊƭƛƴ ŘƛŀƭŜŎǘΣ ƛƴǎǘŜŀŘ ƻŦ 

learning new lower class words every day that even I ŘƻƴΩǘ ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘŀƴŘΦέ 

ά.ǳǘ ǘƘŜȅ ǎŀƛŘ LΩƳ ŀ crowΗέ 

ά¸ƻǳ ŀǊŜ ƴƻǘ ŀ ΨcrowΩ. You are half CroŀǘƛŀƴΦ ¸ƻǳ Ƴǳǎǘ ƭŜŀǊƴ ǘƻ ǎǘŀƴŘ ǳǇ ŦƻǊ ȅƻǳǊǎŜƭŦΦέ 

There it was, case closed. 
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aŀƴȅ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƳŜƳōŜǊǎ ƻŦ ƳǳƳΩǎ ŦŀƳƛƭȅ ǇǊƻōŀōƭȅ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎ ŘǳƳō - so rarely was 

she willing to so much as open her mouth in the company of anyone other than her 

mother. Indeed, old Auntie Bertha certainly thought so, and always made a terrible fuss: 

ά{ŀōƛƴŜΣ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ǘƘŜ ŎƘƛƭŘ ǘŀƭƪ ȅŜǘΚέ 

ά{ƘŜ ŘƻŜǎΣ ŀƴŘ ǾŜǊȅ ǿŜƭƭΣ ¢ŀƴǘŜΦέ 

ά²Ŝƭƭ ǎƘŜ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ōȅ ƴƻǿΤ ǎƘŜ ƛǎ ŀǘ ƭŜŀǎǘ ǘŜƴ ȅŜŀǊǎ ƻƭŘΗέ 

άL ŀƳ ǘǿŜƭǾŜΗέ aŀǊƛŀ ōǳǊǎǘ ƻǳǘΦ 

ά²Ƙŀǘ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΚέ !ǳƴǘƛŜ .ŜǊǘƘŀ ƘŀŘ ŀƴ ŜŀǊ ǘǊǳƳǇŜǘΣ ǿƘƛŎƘ ǿŀǎ ƻǎǘŜƴǘŀǘƛƻǳǎƭȅ 

lifted to her ear to express not so much her inability to hear, but to signify her disapproval 

of what she heard. 

ά{ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ǎƘŜ ƛǎ ǘǿŜƭǾŜΣέ ƳƻǘƘŜǊ ǘǊŀƴǎƭŀǘŜŘΦ 

Auntie Bertha had never been outside Munich and regarded anyone with an accent as 

a potential terrorist.  

Maria only replied to the questions of the grown-ups, keeping her replies very short, 

preferring to speak in a whisper. If there were other children in the room, she knew she 

would become the centre of unwanted attention. They began giggling, or, in cases where 

they were kids from better homes, whispering to each other and their parents. 

ά²Ƙŀǘ ŘƛŘ ǎƘŜ Ƨǳǎǘ ǎŀȅΚέ ά²Ƙŀǘ ƭŀƴƎǳŀƎŜ ƛǎ ǘƘŀǘΚέ άLǎ ǎƘŜ ŦƻǊŜƛƎƴΚέ άLǎ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ 

ǿǊƻƴƎ ǿƛǘƘ ƘŜǊΚέ 

In a couple of minutes, one or another kid would try to imitate her last spoken words 

and that would start an epidemic of mock-Wienerisch, resulting in laughter (theirs) and 

tears (hers). The parents would reprimand their naughty offspring for the sake of 

appearances, casting ever-so-pitying glances in her direction. She could imagine what they 

were saying. 

ά{ƘŜΩǎ ǉǳƛǘŜ ŀ ƴƛŎŜ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ƎƛǊƭΣ ǎƘŜΩǎ Ƨǳǎǘ ŘƛŦŦŜǊŜƴǘ ŦǊƻƳ ǳǎΦ {ƘŜ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ŦŀǘƘŜǊ ƭƛƪŜ 

you have. Look at her ς ǎƘŜΩǎ ƴƻǘ ƘŀƭŦ ǘƘŀǘ ōŀŘ-looking. NicŜ ƭƻƴƎ ƘŀƛǊΦ ²Ƙȅ ŘƻƴΩǘ ȅƻǳ Ǝƻ 

ŀƴŘ Ǉƭŀȅ ǿƛǘƘ ƘŜǊΚ bƻΣ ȅƻǳ ŎŀƴΩǘ ƭŀǳƎƘ ŀǘ ƘŜǊ Ŧǳƴƴȅ ǿŀȅ ƻŦ ǎǇŜŀƪƛƴƎΗ bƻǿ ōŜ ŀ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ 

ƎŜƴǘƭŜƳŀƴΣ Ǝƻ ŀƴŘ ǘǊȅ ǘƻ ōŜ ƴƛŎŜ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǇƻƻǊ ƎƛǊƭΦ Wǳǎǘ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƳŀƪŜ Ŧǳƴ ƻŦ ƘŜǊΧ ȅƻǳ ƪƴƻǿΧ 

ƘŜǊ ǇǊƻōƭŜƳΗέ 

Sigrun was different. She seemed to be immensely interested in hearing Maria speak. 

She drew closer and closer, and when Maria still refused to say anything, she knocked on 

her shoulder. 
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ά²Ƙƻ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳ ƘŜǊŜ ǿƛǘƘΚέ ǎƘŜ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ 

aŀǊƛŀ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘ ǊŜƭǳŎǘŀƴǘƭȅΥ ά²ƛǘƘ Ƴȅ ƳƻǘƘŜǊΦέ {ƘŜ ŀƭƳƻǎǘ ƳŀƴŀƎŜŘ ƴƻǘ ǘƻ give herself 

away. 

ά!ƴŘ ǿƘŀǘ ŘƻŜǎ ǎƘŜ Řƻ ŦƻǊ ƭƛǾƛƴƎΚέ ǘƘŜ ŘŀǊƪ ƎƛǊƭ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ 

ά{ƘŜΧ ǎƘŜ ƛǎ ŀ ǎŜŀƳǎǘǊŜǎǎΣέ aŀǊƛŀ ǎŀƛŘΦ ¢Ƙƛǎ ǘƛƳŜ ƘŜǊ ƴŜǊǾŜǎ ōŜǘǊŀȅŜŘ ƘŜǊΥ ǎƘŜ ǎƻǳƴŘŜŘ 

like one of the Matuschek twins. 

.ǳǘ ǘƘŜ ƻǘƘŜǊ ƎƛǊƭ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƭŀǳƎƘΦ {ƘŜ ǎŜŜƳŜŘ ǘƻ Ǝƻ ƻǾŜǊ ǿƘŀǘ ǎhe had just heard in her 

mind, to analyse it as if trying to decide whether what she had heard was good or bad.  

ά¸ƻǳ ǎƻǳƴŘ ƭƛƪŜ CǊƛǘȊƛ aŀǎǎŀǊȅΣέ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ ǿƛǘƘ ŀǇǇǊƻǾŀƭΦ ά¸ƻǳ ƪƴƻǿ CǊƛǘȊƛ aŀǎǎŀǊȅΚ aȅ 

father has many of her gramophone records. I can sing them all. You know Fritzi Massary? 

{ƘŜΩǎ ŦǊƻƳ ±ƛŜƴƴŀΗέ 

άLΩƳ ŦǊƻƳ ±ƛŜƴƴŀΣέ aŀǊƛŀ ǎŀƛŘΣ ŀƴŘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŀǎƘŀƳŜŘ ƻŦ ƘŜǊǎŜƭŦ ŀƴȅ ƭƻƴƎŜǊΦ 

άbƻǿ ƭƻƻƪ ŀǘ ȅƻǳ ǘǿƻΣέ ƻƴŜ ƻǊ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƭŀŘƛŜǎ ǎŀƛŘΦ ά¸ƻǳ ŎƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ǘǿƛƴǎΗ ²Ƙŀǘ 

ōŜŀǳǘƛŦǳƭ ƳŀƴŜǎ ƻŦ ƘŀƛǊΗέ  

aŀǊƛŀ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǘƘƛƴƪ they were alike, but she accepted the comment as a huge 

compliment. Sigrun, the other girl of approximately the same age, had flowing hair of a 

raven black whereas she herself had dark blond. A couple of days later, when she and her 

mother made a day trip ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǎǳōǳǊōƛŀ ǘƻ ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ǇƛŎƴƛŎ ǿƛǘƘ {ƛƎǊǳƴΩǎ ǇŀǊŜƴǘǎΣ aŀǊƛŀ ƭŜǘ 

the other girl in on the secret of her hair. 

ά5ƻ ȅƻǳ ƪƴƻǿ ǘƘŀǘ ǿƘŜƴ ȅƻǳ ƎǊƻǿ ȅƻǳǊ ƘŀƛǊ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ƭƻƴƎΣ ȅƻǳ Ŏŀƴ ǘŀƭƪ ǘƻ DƻŘΚέ ǎƘŜ 

asked. 

άIƻǿ Ŏŀƴ ǘƘŀǘ ōŜΚέ {ƛƎǊǳƴ ŀǎƪŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ǊŜŀƭ ŀƳŀȊŜƳŜƴǘΦ 

άCŀǘher told me ς ōŜŦƻǊŜ ƘŜ ƭŜŦǘΦέ  

Sigrun was either too taken up with thinking about talking to God or too well brought 

ǳǇ ǘƻ ŀǎƪ ŀƴȅ ǉǳŜǎǘƛƻƴǎ ŀōƻǳǘ aŀǊƛŀΩǎ ŦŀǘƘŜǊ ƘŀǾƛƴƎ ΨƭŜŦǘΩΦ 

ά²Ƙŀǘ ŘƛŘ ƘŜ ǘŜƭƭ ȅƻǳΚέ 

ά²ŜƭƭΣέ aŀǊƛŀ ōŜƎŀƴ ǊŜŎƻǳƴǘƛƴƎ ǿƘŀǘ ƘŀŘ ƻŎŎǳǊǊŜŘ ŀ ŎƻǳǇƭŜ ƻŦ ȅŜŀǊǎ ŀƎƻΦ ά¢ƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎ 

this exciting exhibition in Vienna, all about the future. It was a miracle! They said that 

soon everyone will be flying around in magic chairs and we can walk into a room in Grinzig 

and step out of it in a second ς well, in MunƛŎƘΣ ŀƴŘ ŜǾŜƴ ƛƴ ŀ ŘƛŦŦŜǊŜƴǘ ŘǊŜǎǎΗέ 

Maria trusted some imagination was allowed, to add a feminine touch to the story. 

{ƛƎǊǳƴΩǎ ǿƛŘŜƴŜŘ ŜȅŜǎ ōŜƎƎŜŘ ŦƻǊ ƳƻǊŜΦ 
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ά!ƴŘ ǘƘŜƴ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜ ǘŜƭŜƎǊŀǇƘΦέ 

ά.ǳǘ ǿŜ Řƻ ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ǘŜƭŜƎǊŀǇƘ ƛƴ aǳƴƛŎƘΤ ǘƘŜƛǊ ƻŦŦƛŎŜ ƛǎ ǊƛƎƘǘ ƴext door to our town 

ƘƻǳǎŜΗέ {ƛƎǊǳƴ ǎƻǳƴŘŜŘ ŘƛǎŀǇǇƻƛƴǘŜŘΦ 

άbƻǘ ǘƘŜ ǳǎǳŀƭ ǘŜƭŜƎǊŀǇƘ ǘƘŀǘ Ƙŀǎ ǿƛǊŜǎ ŀƴŘ Ŏŀƴ ƻƴƭȅ ǎŜƴŘ ǿƻǊŘǎΗέ aŀǊƛŀ ǇǊƻǘŜǎǘŜŘΦ 

ά¢ƘŜ ƪƛƴŘ ǘƘŀǘ ƛǎ ǿƛǊŜƭŜǎǎ ŀƴŘ Ŏŀƴ ǎŜƴŘ ǾƻƛŎŜǎ ŀƴŘ ƳǳǎƛŎΗέ 

ά±ƻƛŎŜǎ ŀƴŘ ƳǳǎƛŎΚέ 

ά¸ŜǎΗ ¢ƘŜȅ ǳǎŜ ƭƻƴƎ ƳŜǘŀƭ ǇƻƭŜǎ ǿƛǘƘ interesting decorations fixed on them and these 

ŀǊŜ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ ΨŀƴǘŜƴƴŀŜΩΦ {ƻƳŜƘƻǿΣ ǿƘŜƴ ƳǳǎƛŎ ƛǎ ǇƭŀȅŜŘ ƻǊ ǿƘŜƴ ǎƻƳŜƻƴŜ ǎǇŜŀƪǎ ǘƻ ǘƘƛǎ 

antenna in one place, it can be heard instantly wherever you are, when you are holding 

ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ ŀƴǘŜƴƴŀΣ ŜǾŜƴ ƛŦ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ƻǘƘŜǊ ǎƛŘŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊƭŘΗέ 

ά/ŀƴ ȅƻǳ ǊŜŀƭƭȅΚέ {ƛƎǊǳƴ ǎŜŜƳŜŘ ǾŜǊȅ ŜȄŎƛǘŜŘΦ 

άCŀǘƘŜǊ ŀǎƪŜŘ ǘƘŜ ƳŀƴΣέ aŀǊƛŀ ǿŜƴǘ ƻƴ ǘƻ ǇǊƻǾŜ ƘŜǊ ǇƻƛƴǘΣ άƛŦ ƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ ƘŜŀǊ ǿƘŀǘ ƎƻŜǎ 

on in America, and the man replied he could, but the antenna would need to be very, very 

tall. And then he said that if the antenna was even taller, then one could hear sounds from 

ǘƘŜ ǎƪȅΗ !ƴŘ ǿƘƻ ƛǎ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǘƻ ǎǇŜŀƪ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ǎƪȅΚέ 

άDƻŘΗέ {ƛƎǊǳƴ ǎŀƛŘ ōǊŜŀǘƘƭŜǎǎƭȅΦ {ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ǾŜǊȅ ǇǊƻǳŘ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƘŜ ƘŀŘ ŀǊǊƛǾŜŘ ŀǘ ǘƘƛǎ ŀƴǎǿŜǊ 

all on her own. 

ά!ƴŘ Řƻ ȅƻǳ ƪƴƻǿΣέ aŀǊƛŀ ƴƻǿ ǎŀƛŘ ƛƴ ŀ ŘƛŦŦŜǊŜƴǘΣ ƳǳŎƘ ƭƻǿŜǊ ŀƴŘ ƳȅǎǘŜǊƛƻǳǎ ǾƻƛŎŜΣ 

άǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜ ƎƘƻǎǘǎ ŀƴŘ ǎǇƛǊƛǘǎ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ŀƴƎŜƭǎ Ŏŀƴ ǎǇŜŀƪ ǘƻ ǇŜƻǇƭŜΚέ 

She half expected, half feared to see Sigrun laugh, or run away in tears ς these would 

have been the typical reactions from other little girls. But Sigrun adopted the new topic 

eagerly. 

άL ƪƴƻǿΗέ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ ŎƘŀƴƎƛƴƎ ƘŜǊ ǘƻƴŜ ŀŎŎƻǊŘƛƴƎƭȅΣ ǘƻ ƳŀǘŎƘ aŀǊƛŀΩǎΦ  ά¢ƘŜǊŜΩǎ ǘƘŜ ƻƭŘ 

lady on our street, Madame Orloff, and she can speak to the dead! I know it for sure. 

²ƘŜƴ aŀǘƘƛƭŘŜΩǎ ŦŀǘƘer died, her mom used to go to the Madame and there the father 

ŀǇǇŜŀǊŜŘ ǘƻ ƘŜǊ ŦǊƻƳ ōŜȅƻƴŘ ǘƘŜ ƎǊŀǾŜΗέ 

ά¢ƘŜǎŜ ƭŀŘƛŜǎ ŀǊŜ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ ƳŜŘƛǳƳǎΣέ aŀǊƛŀ ǎŀƛŘΦ 

άaŜŘƛǳƳǎΧέ {ƛƎǊǳƴ ǊŜǇŜŀǘŜŘΣ ǘǊȅƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘŀƴŘ ŀƴŘ ƳŜƳƻǊƛȊŜ ŀ ƴŜǿ ŀƴŘ ǾŜǊȅ 

important word. 

ά¢ƘŜǎŜ ƳŜŘƛǳƳǎ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ƘŀǾŜ ŜǾŜǊ ǎǳŎƘ ƭƻƴƎ ƘŀƛǊΣέ aŀǊƛŀ ŎƭŀƛƳŜŘΣ ŜǾŜƴ ǘƘƻǳƎƘ ǘƘƛǎ ǿŀǎ 

ƻƴƭȅ ƘŜǊ ǘƘŜƻǊȅΦ ά.ŜŎŀǳǎŜ ǘƘŜ ƭƻƴƎŜǊ ǘƘŜ ƘŀƛǊΣ ǘƘŜ ƳƻǊŜ ǘƘŜȅ Ŏŀƴ ƘŜŀǊΦ LǘΩǎ ƭƛƪŜ ǿƘŜƴ ȅƻǳ 

Ǉǳǘ ŜǾŜǊȅ ǎƛƴƎƭŜ ƘŀƛǊ ƻƴ ǘƻǇ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƻǘƘŜǊΣ ȅƻǳΩƭƭ ƎŜǘ ŀƴ ŀƴǘŜƴƴŀ ǘƘŀǘ ƛǎ ǎƻ ƭƻƴƎ ǘƘŀǘ ƴƻ Ƴŀƴ 
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cƻǳƭŘ ŜǾŜǊ ōǳƛƭŘ ǎǳŎƘ ŀ ǘƘƛƴƎ ŦǊƻƳ ƳŜǘŀƭΦ !ƴŘ ǘƘŜƴ ȅƻǳΩƭƭ ƘŜŀǊ ŜǾŜǊȅǘƘƛƴƎ ƳǳŎƘ ƳƻǊŜ 

clearly and perhaps ς just perhaps ς ȅƻǳΩƭƭ ƘŜŀǊ ǿƘŀǘ DƻŘ ƛǎ ǎŀȅƛƴƎ ƻǊ ǘƘƛƴƪƛƴƎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǎƪȅΗέ 

Sigrun was so awestruck that she forgot to breathe.  

ά!ƴŘ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ǿƘȅ L ƘŀǾŜ ŘŜŎƛŘŜŘΥ L ǎƘŀƭƭ ƴŜǾŜǊ ƘŀǾŜ Ƴȅ ƘŀƛǊ ŎǳǘΣέ aŀǊƛŀ ŎƻƴŎƭǳŘŜŘΦ 

ά.ŜŎŀǳǎŜ ƻƴŜ Řŀȅ L ǎƘŀƭƭ ōŜ ŀ ƳŜŘƛǳƳ ǘƻƻΣ ŀƴŘ L ǎƘŀƭƭ ǘŜƭƭ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ǘƘŜ ǎŜŎǊŜǘǎ ǘƘŜȅ ƘŀǾŜ 

ȅŜŀǊƴŜŘ ǘƻ ƭŜŀǊƴ ǘƘŜƛǊ ǿƘƻƭŜ ƭƛǾŜǎ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘΗέ 

άL ǎƘŀƭƭ ƴŜǾŜǊ ƘŀǾŜ Ƴȅ ƘŀƛǊ Ŏǳǘ ŀƎŀƛƴΣ ŜƛǘƘŜǊΗέ {ƛƎǊǳƴ ŎƻƴŎǳǊǊŜŘ ƛƴ a minute, very 

seriously.  

This was the moment that sealed their friendship.  

Over the years which followed they never lost touch. Maria and her mother visited 

Munich every year; every year the girls were measuring up their hair to see if it had grown 

enough to pick up celestial messages. They were both determined that their future should 

lie in otherworldly business, so they experimented with everything they read or learnt 

ŀōƻǳǘΦ {ƛƎǊǳƴΩǎ ŦŀƳƛƭȅ ǿŜǊŜ ǿŜƭƭ ƻŦŦΤ ǎƘŜ ǇƭŜŀŘŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ƘŜǊ ƳƻǘƘŜǊ ǳƴǘƛƭ ǎƘŜ ǎǳōǎŎǊƛōed to a 

special monthly journal that dealt with all things magical ς or rather, esoteric and 

mediumistic. It was fascinating to know and use such exciting words, which in themselves 

carried the sounds of the other side and the wisdom of the spirits. First, the girls tried 

their hand at clairvoyance, but with no luck whatsoever. The whole summer was wasted 

on different experiments which produced no tangible evidence of their powers ς at least, 

nothing that could not be ascribed to wishful thinking, overactive imaginations, or 

coincidence - and the girls parted with some distress. Then Sigrun wrote to Maria and 

informed her of her new hobby - contacting the spirits of the dead. Maria could hardly 

wait for their next visit ς she had only rarely come across any books or papers about these 

ƳŀǘǘŜǊǎ ŀƴŘ ǎƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ōŜ ƛƴǾƻƭǾŜŘ ƛƴ ŀƴȅ ǎǳǇŜǊƴŀǘǳǊŀƭ ŜȄǇŜǊƛƳŜƴǘǎ ǿƛǘƘ ŀƴȅƻƴŜ 

else. The next summer was cut short because of the sudden outbreak of war, but it turned 

out to be the most exciting and productive of all their summers: they tried to summon a 

plate spirit, they used an Ouija board and on many occasions they were deeply frightened 

at what their trials seemed to produce.  

It was during this summer, on what she later came to realize had been the very last day 

of peace in Europe, that Maria experienced something most promising and highly 

disturbing all at once.  
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Sigrun had performed one or another ritual she had heard of, absolutely convinced that 

she would be able to contact the spirit of none other than Goethe (she was seventeen, 

imagined herself to be madly in love and was passionately reading Werther, finding the 

answers to all the questions that young people have asked throughout the centuries when 

in love for the first time). Maria was eighteen, much older and wiser, ŀƴŘ ǎƘŜ ǿƻǳƭŘΩǾŜ 

been contented with any spirit making its appearance. Sadly, however hard they tried to 

fall into a trance and hear the voice of the great poet in the gentle howling of the night 

wind, nothing remarkable happened. Maria was no longer ŀŦǊŀƛŘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜǎŜ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ǎŞŀƴŎŜǎ 

which earlier had induced pleasurable thrills; sometimes they seemed to have an opposite 

effect on her, filling her mind and soul with rare tranquillity. On that very night, such 

peace swelled forth in her heart that she felt like going to sleep in a very secure and 

comfortable bed with the purest of conscience. Sigrun noticed that. 

ά²Ŝ ŎŀƴΩǘ ŜȄǇŜŎǘ ǘƻ ōŜ ƳŀƪƛƴƎ ŀƴȅ ǇǊƻƎǊŜǎǎ ƛŦ ȅƻǳ ǎƛǘ ǘƘŜǊŜ ŘƻȊƛƴƎ ƻŦŦΣέ ǎƘŜ 

ǊŜǇǊƛƳŀƴŘŜŘ aŀǊƛŀΦ ά¸ƻǳ ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ ǊŜŀƭƭȅΣ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ǘǊȅΤ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ŎƻƴŎŜƴǘǊŀǘŜΧ ²Ƙŀǘ ŀǊŜ ǘƘŜǎŜΚέ 

Before Maria even understood what Sigrun had asked about, the girl had pulled a sheet 

ƻŦ ǇŀǇŜǊ ŦǊƻƳ ǳƴŘŜǊƴŜŀǘƘ aŀǊƛŀΩǎ ƘŀƴŘΦ ¢ƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎ ǎƻƳŜ ǿǊƛǘƛƴƎ ƻƴ ƛǘΦ aŀǊƛŀ ƘŀŘ ƴƻ ƛŘŜŀ 

how this had come to be there in the first place, let alone what it was. 

ά²Ƙŀǘ ƘŀǾŜ ȅƻǳ ōŜŜƴ ŘƻƛƴƎΚέ {ƛƎǊǳƴ ŀǎƪŜŘ ŀƎŀƛƴΣ lifting the sheet to her eyes in the 

dimly-lit room and moving it up and down in an attempt to read the faint scribblings.  

άL ŘƛŘƴΩǘ Řƻ ƛǘΣέ aŀǊƛŀ ǎŀƛŘΣ ŜǾŜƴ ǘƘƻǳƎƘ ǎƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǇŀǇŜǊ was showing.  

ά¸Ŝǎ ȅƻǳ ŘƛŘΗ ¢Ƙƛǎ ǿŀǎ ŀ ǇŜǊŦŜŎǘƭȅ ŎƭŜŀƴ ǎƘŜŜǘ ƻŦ ǇŀǇŜǊ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ǿŜ ōŜƎŀƴΗέ 

άIƻǿ Ŏŀƴ ȅƻǳ ōŜ ǎƻ ǎǳǊŜΚέ 

ά.ŜŎŀǳǎŜ L ǇƭŀŎŜŘ ƛǘ ǘƘŜǊŜ ƳȅǎŜƭŦΣ ŦƻǊ ȅƻǳ ǘƻ ǘŀƪŜ ƴƻǘŜǎ ƛŦ ǎƻƳŜƻƴŜ ƳŀƴƛŦŜǎǘŜŘΦ L ŎƭŜŀǊƭȅ 

ƴƻǘƛŎŜŘ ǘƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ǿǊƛǘǘŜƴ ŀ ǎƛƴƎƭŜ ǿƻǊŘ ƴƻǘ ǘŜƴ ƳƛƴǳǘŜǎ ŀƎƻΦέ 

ά²ŜƭƭΧ ǇŜǊƘŀǇǎ L ƳŀŘŜ ŀ ƴƻǘŜ ǘƘŀǘ ƴƻǘƘƛƴƎ ƘŀǇǇŜƴŜŘΣέ aŀǊƛŀ ǎǳǇǇƻǎŜŘΣ ǿƛǘƘƻǳǘ 

having any real recollection about writing down anything.  

ά.ǳǘ ǘƘƛǎ ƛǎ ƴƻƴǎŜƴǎŜΣέ {ƛƎǊǳƴ ǇǊƻǘŜǎǘŜŘΣ ǎǘƛƭƭ ƴƻǘ ǎǳǊŜ ǿƘƛŎƘ ǿŀȅ ǘƘŜ ǇŀǇŜǊ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ōŜ 

ƘŜƭŘΦ άL ŎŀƴΩǘ ǊŜad these! And how could you have scribbled all of that in such short time, 

ǿƛǘƘƻǳǘ ƳŜ ƴƻǘƛŎƛƴƎ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎΚέ  

άLΩƳ ǎǳǊŜ L ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜΣέ aŀǊƛŀ ǇǊƻǘŜǎǘŜŘΦ 

Sigrun appeared quite alarmed, as she handed the sheet back to Maria. 

ά²ŜƭƭΣ ȅƻǳ ŜȄǇƭŀƛƴ ƛǘ ǘƘŜƴΗέ ǎƘŜ Ŏhallenged. 
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Maria was quite unable to do so ς the sheet was filled with strange markings, with an 

unclear drawing between the lines that resembled a section of a sea map. The symbols 

looked like letters, but of an alphabet Maria had no knowledge of. The whole composition 

appeared very neat and tidy, as if someone had taken great care in the result.  

ά¸ƻǳ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ƳŜŀƴ ǘƻ ǎŀȅ L ŘƛŘ ŀƭƭ ƻŦ ǘƘƛǎΚέ aŀǊƛŀ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ 

άWell, ǿƘƻ ŜƭǎŜΚΗέ {ƛƎǊǳƴ ŜȄŎƭŀƛƳŜŘ ŀƎƛǘŀǘŜŘƭȅΦ 

ά!ǊŜ ȅƻǳ ǎǳǊŜ ǘƘŜǎŜ ƳŀǊƪƛƴƎǎ ǿŜǊŜƴΩǘ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǇŀǇŜǊ ōŜŦƻǊŜ? Perhaps on the other side, 

ǿƘŜƴ ȅƻǳ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ȅƻǳ ƻƴƭȅ ƘŀŘ ŀ ōƭŀƴƪ ǎƘŜŜǘΚέ 

άLΩƳ ƴƻǘ ǎǘǳǇƛŘΗέ {ƛƎǊǳƴ ǊŀƛǎŜŘ ƘŜǊ ǾƻƛŎŜΦ ά.ŜǎƛŘŜǎΣ ƭƻƻƪ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ŎƻƭƻǳǊ of these letters! 

LǎƴΩǘ ǘƘƛǎ ȅƻǳǊ ǾŜǊȅ ƻǿƴ ƴŜǿ ƛƴƪ ǇŜƴ ǿƘƛŎƘ ȅƻǳ ƻƴƭȅ ōƻǳƎƘǘ ǘƻŘŀȅΚ L ƘŀǾŜ ƴŜǾŜǊ ǳǎŜŘ ǘƘŀǘ 

kiƴŘ ƻŦ ǇǳǊǇƭŜ ƛƴƪ ƛƴ Ƴȅ ƭƛŦŜΗέ 

All of a sudden she grew silent and stared at Maria with eyes as wide as saucers.  

άaŀǊƛŀΗέ ǎƘŜ ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊŜŘΣ ŀƴŘ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ōŀǊŜƭȅ ƳƻǊŜ ŀǳŘƛōƭŜ ǘƘŀƴ ǘƘŜ ǿƛƴŘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŎƘƛƳƴŜȅ 

pipe.  

ά²ƘŀǘΚέ 

ά5ƻ ȅƻǳ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ ŘƻƴŜΚ ¸ƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ Ƨǳǎǘ ƳŀƴƛŦŜǎǘŜŘ ǇǎȅŎƘƻƎǊŀǇƘȅΗέ 

ά²Ƙŀǘ ƛǎ ǘƘŀǘέΚ aŀǊƛŀ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ 

ά!ǳǘƻƳŀǘƛŎ ǿǊƛǘƛƴƎΣ ƻŦ ŎƻǳǊǎŜΗέ Lƴ ŀ ŎƻǳǇƭŜ ƻŦ ǎŜŎƻƴŘǎΣ {ƛƎǊǳƴ ǿŀǎ ǘǊŀƴǎŦƻǊƳŜŘ ŦǊƻƳ ŀ 

moody girl into a toy bunny with an overwound spring. She was prancing around the room 

in between repeatedly embracing Maria, who still sat limply. 

ά¸ƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ŎƻƴǘŀŎǘŜŘΗ !ǘ ƭŀǎǘΗέ ǎƘŜ ŎƘŀƴǘŜŘΦ  

ά.ǳǘ ōȅ ǿƘƻƳΚ /ŜǊǘŀƛƴƭȅ ƴƻǘ DƻŜǘƘŜΧέ 

ά¢Ƙŀǘ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ƳŀǘǘŜǊΣέ {ƛƎǊǳƴ ǊŜŦǳǎŜŘ ǘƻ ōŜ ŘŜŦƭŀǘŜŘΦ ά²ŜΩǾŜ Ƨǳǎǘ ƘŀŘ ƻǳǊ ŦƛǊǎǘ 

ƛƴŘƛǎǇǳǘŀōƭŜ ƳŀƴƛŦŜǎǘŀǘƛƻƴΗ [ŜǘΩǎ ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ƭƻƻƪ ǘƻƎŜǘƘŜǊΗέ 

She sat next to Maria and switched on the lights. The magic was gone; the possible 

proof remained.  

In the sharp electric light, the markings seemed even weirder than in the soft blurry 

duskiness.  

άL ǘƘƛƴƪΧέ {ƛƎǊǳƴ ǎŀƛŘ ŀŦǘŜǊ ŀ ƳƛƴǳǘŜΣ ǎǘǊǳƎƎƭƛƴƎ ǘƻ ŦƛƴŘ ŀ ǇƭŀǳǎƛōƭŜ ǾŜǊŘƛŎǘΤ άL ǘƘƛƴƪ ȅƻǳ 

ƳŀŘŜ ŀ ŎƻƴǘŀŎǘ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ŦƻǊŜƛƎƴŜǊΗέ 

ά5ƻ ȅƻǳ ǘƘƛƴƪ ǘƘƛǎ ƛǎ ς /ƘƛƴŜǎŜΣ ǇŜǊƘŀǇǎΚέ 
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ά/ƘƛƴŜǎŜΣ WŀǇŀƴŜǎŜ ς ǿƘƻ ŎŀǊŜǎΗ ¢Ƙƛǎ ǿŀǎ ƻōǾƛƻǳǎƭȅ ŀ ǎǇƛǊƛǘ ƻŦ ǎƻƳŜƻƴŜ ǿƘƻ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ 

speak German. How did it feel, Maria? To have some long dead Chinaman take over your 

ōƻŘȅΚέ 

This new notion scared Maria somewhat, especially when all she could recall was a 

strange sense of tranquillity, made ever stranger by this new revelation. 

Sigrun had arrived at a new idea. 

άaŀǊƛŀΗ L ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘŀǘ ǘƘƛǎ ƛǎΗ LǘΩǎ a treasure map! Look ς this obviously is some 

mysterious island in the South Seas, and this here ς this spot which your hand has 

obviously stressed to make it stick out ς ǘƘƛǎ Ƴǳǎǘ ōŜ ǿƘŜǊŜ ǘƘŜ ǘǊŜŀǎǳǊŜ ƛǎ ōǳǊƛŜŘΗέ 

After much rejoicing from Sigrun and an equal amount of confusion from Maria, the 

girls decided that the paper must be carefully copied and then shown around to some 

prominent men ς scientists, historians, professors of strange and probably dead 

languages. This was of utmost importance and could not be postponed! 

Neither of them had any sleep that night. 

The news of the war arrived the next morning, very calmly, in a newspaper that was 

dropped at the house by an equally calm newspaper boy. 

άLǎƴΩǘ ǘƘŀǘ ǿƘŜǊŜ ȅƻǳ ŎƻƳŜ ŦǊƻƳΚέ {ƛƎǊǳƴ ŀǎƪŜŘ aŀǊƛŀ ǳǇƻƴ reading the word Serbia in 

the headlines. 

άbƻΦ L ŎƻƳŜ ŦǊƻƳ ±ƛŜƴƴŀΦ aȅ ŦŀǘƘŜǊ ǿŀǎ ŀ ǎǳōƧŜŎǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ YƛƴƎŘƻƳ ƻŦ /Ǌƻŀǘƛŀ-{ƭƻǾŜƴƛŀΦέ 

άLǘΩǎ ŎƻƳǇƭƛŎŀǘŜŘΣέ {ƛƎǊǳƴ ŘƛǎƳƛǎǎŜŘ ǘƘŜ ƛǎǎǳŜΦ ά²Ŝ ǿƻƴΩǘ ƎŜǘ ƛƴǾƻƭǾŜŘΦέ 

How very wrong she was! In no time, the whole of Europe was involved, and then the 

whole world. Maria and her German mother first entertained thoughts of spending the 

autumn in Germany, but all of a sudden the war had Germany in its embrace as well. So 

they went back home, Maria taking with her the evidence oŦ ǘƘŜ ƻƴƭȅ ǎǳŎŎŜǎǎŦǳƭ ǎŞŀƴŎŜΦ 
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Chapter IV: Vienna, 1915 

 

 

By the next year, Maria had shown the paper to several prominent men in Vienna and 

learnt many interesting things. The first lesson had been: if you say too much, nobody will 

believe you. She no ƭƻƴƎŜǊ ǘƻƭŘ ǘƘŜǎŜ ƭŜŀǊƴŜŘ ƎŜƴǘƭŜƳŜƴ ǘƘŜ ǎǘƻǊȅ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǎŞŀƴŎŜΤ ǎƘŜ 

simply sought their opinions, and when asked where the writing originated from merely 

said that she had copied it from an unknown source. This made things much easier and 

ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŎƻǊǊǳǇǘ ǘƘŜ Ǌesults. 

From a Viennese Museum of Ethnology she learnt that the writing was a form of early 

Sumerian cuneiform script; from there she was directed to the Vienna University, where a 

secretary accepted the copy with little fuss, promising to contact her once the text had 

been studied. There was much more trouble with the drawing ς she went to the Natural 

IƛǎǘƻǊȅ aǳǎŜǳƳ ŀƴŘ ǿŀǎ ǎǘǳǇƛŘ ŜƴƻǳƎƘ ǘƻ ǊŜŦŜǊ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŘǊŀǿƛƴƎ ŀǎ Ψŀ ǘǊŜŀǎǳǊŜ ƳŀǇΩΦ {ƘŜ 

was immediately dismissed with a snub comment that the drawing probably ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŀ ǎŜŀ 

map but some kind of geological survey, and sent to the Technisches Museum, where she 

was careful to avoid giving any interpretations about what kind of information the paper 

might contain. A rather nice elderly gentleman spent about ten minutes trying to decipher 

the drawing and then said apologetically: 

ά!ǎ ŀ ǎŜŀ ƻǊ ƭŀƴŘ ƳŀǇ ƛǘ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ƳŀƪŜ ƳǳŎƘ ǎŜƴǎŜ ōǳǘ L ƛƳŀƎƛƴŜ ƛǘ ŎƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ƛƴǘŜǊǇǊŜǘŜŘ 

ŀǎ ǎƻƳŜ ƪƛƴŘ ƻŦ ŀ ǎƪȅ ŎƘŀǊǘΦ ²Ƙȅ ŘƻƴΩǘ ȅƻǳ ǘǊȅ ǘƻ ǘŀƭƪ ǘƻ ǎƻƳŜƻƴŜ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ¦ǊŀƴƛŀΤ LΩƳ ǎǳǊŜ 

ƛǘΩǎ ŀƴ ƛƴǘŜǊŜǎǘƛƴƎ ǇƛŜŎŜ ƻŦ ǇǳȊȊƭŜ ŦƻǊ ŀƴ ŀǎǘǊƻƴƻƳŜǊΦέ 

At the Urania she found no-one of any use ς she was informed that it was an 

educational facility with a public observatory which could offer no research services.  

{ƘŜ ǘƘŜƴ ǘǊƛŜŘ ǘƘŜ ±ƛŜƴƴŀ hōǎŜǊǾŀǘƻǊȅ ƛƴ ²ŅƘǊƛƴƎ ŀnd was offered no other help than 

the suggestion to contact someone at the Kuffner Observatory in Ottakring. She did, and 

finally this hit the mark. After meeting the gentleman to whom she was recommended, 
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she was sure that the man must have a reputation as a mad professor, the one who takes 

on hopeless cases nobody else ventures to touch. 

ά¢Ƙƛǎ ƛǎ ǾŜǊȅ ƛƴǘŜǊŜǎǘƛƴƎΣ ƛƴŘŜŜŘΣέ ǘƘŜ ǎŎƛŜƴǘƛǎǘ ǎŀƛŘ ƛƳƳŜŘƛŀǘŜƭȅΦ ά²Ƙŀǘ Řƻ ȅƻǳ ƳŀƪŜ ƻŦ 

ƛǘΣ IŜǊǊ YƻƭƭŜƎŜΚέ ƘŜ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ǘƻ ŀƴ ŜǾŜƴ ƻƭŘŜǊ ƎŜƴǘƭŜƳŀƴ ǿƘƻ ǇŀǎǎŜŘ ǘƘŜƳ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǎǘairs. 

άLǎƴΩǘ ǘƘƛǎ ƛƴ ȅƻǳǊ ŀǊŜŀ ƻŦ ŜȄǇŜǊǘƛǎŜΚέ 

άLƴŘŜŜŘΣέ ǘƘŜ ƻǘƘŜǊ Ƴŀƴ ǎŀƛŘ ŀŦǘŜǊ ŀ ƳƻƳŜƴǘ ƻŦ ŎƻƴǘŜƳǇƭŀǘƛƻƴΦ άLǘΩǎ ŀ ǇƻǊǘƛƻƴ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ 

ƴƻǊǘƘŜǊƴ ƘŜƳƛǎǇƘŜǊŜΩǎ ǿƛƴǘŜǊ ǎƪȅΦ ¢ƘŜǊŜΣ ¢ŀǳǊǳǎ ƛǎ ŦŜŀǘǳǊŜŘ ǇǊƻƳƛƴŜƴǘƭȅΦέ 

ά!ƴŘ ǘƘƛǎ ǎǇƻǘ ƘŜǊŜΚέ aŀǊƛŀ ŀǎƪŜŘΣ ǇƻƛƴǘƛƴƎ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ accented dot in the middle of the 

map. 

ά5ŜŦƛƴƛǘŜƭȅ !ƭŘŜōŀǊŀƴΣέ ǘƘŜ Ƴŀƴ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘΦ ά9ǾŜƴ ǘƘƻǳƎƘ ǘƘŜ ŘǊŀǿƛƴƎ ƛǎ ŀ ōƛǘ ƻŦŦ ōŀƭŀƴŎŜΦ 

¢ƘŜǎŜ ƘŜǊŜ ǎƘƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ōŜ ƘŜǊŜΣ ōǳǘ ǊŀǘƘŜǊΧέ  

He made some gestures with his fingers that reflected the movements in his mind, as 

he rearranged the constellations and stars. Then he seemed to arrive at a startling 

thought. 

ά²Ƙƻ ŘǊŜǿ ǘƘƛǎ ƳŀǇΚέ ƘŜ ŀǎƪŜŘ ǘƘŜ ŦƛǊǎǘ ƎŜƴǘƭŜƳŀƴΦ 

ά¢ƘŜ ȅƻǳƴƎ ƭŀŘȅ ōǊƻǳƎƘǘ ƛǘ ŀƭƻƴƎΣ IŜǊǊ ŘŜ .ŀƭƭΦέ 

ά²ŜƭƭΚέ ¢ƘŜ Ƴŀƴ ŀŘŘǊŜǎǎŜŘ ŀǎ ŘŜ .ŀƭƭ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ǘƻ aŀǊƛŀΦ ά²ŀǎ ƛǘ ŘǊawn by someone at 

ǘƘŜ ¦ƴƛǾŜǊǎƛǘȅΚέ 

άhƘ ƴƻΣέ aŀǊƛŀ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘΦ άL ŎƻǇƛŜŘ ƛǘ ŦǊƻƳ ŀƴ ƻƭŘ ƳŀǇ L ŦƻǳƴŘΦέ 

ά!ƴŘ Ƙƻǿ ŀŎŎǳǊŀǘŜƭȅ ŘƛŘ ȅƻǳ ŎƻǇȅ ƛǘΚέ 

ά±ŜǊȅ ŎŀǊŜŦǳƭƭȅΣ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ǎƻƳŜ ŎŀǊōƻƴ ǇŀǇŜǊΦέ 

ά!ƴŘ Ƨǳǎǘ Ƙƻǿ ƻƭŘ Řƻ ȅƻǳ ǇǊŜǎǳƳŜ ǘƘƛǎ ƻǊƛƎƛƴŀƭ ƳŀǇ ǿŀǎΚ ²ƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎ ƛǘ ǇǳōƭƛǎƘŜŘΚέ ƘŜ 

insisted. 

άL Ƨǳǎǘ ŦƻǳƴŘ ƛǘ ŀƳƻƴƎ ǎƻƳŜ ƻƭŘ ǇŀǇŜǊǎ ŀƴŘ ƛǘ ŦƛǊŜŘ Ƴȅ ƛƴǘŜǊŜǎǘΣέ aŀǊƛŀ ǎŀƛŘΦ  

ά{ƻ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ǎǳǊŜ ƛǘΩǎ ƴƻǘ ŘǊŀǿƴ ōȅ ǎƻƳŜ ǎǇŜŎƛŀƭƛǎǘ ŘǳǊƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ƭŀǎǘ ǎƛȄ ƳƻƴǘƘǎ ƻǊ ǎƻΚέ  

ά.ȅ ŀ ǎǇŜŎƛŀƭƛǎǘ ς ŘŜŦƛƴƛǘŜƭȅ ƴƻǘΦέ 

He frowned at her, then smiled and offered his hand. 

άL ŀƳ ǘƘŜ ŘƛǊŜŎǘƻǊ ƻŦ ǘƘƛǎ ŜǎǘŀōƭƛǎƘƳŜƴǘΣ Ƴȅ ƴŀƳŜ ƛǎ [Ŝƻ ŘŜ .ŀƭƭΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ ά²ƻǳƭŘ ȅƻǳ 

ƻōƭƛƎŜ ƳŜ ōȅ ǎǘŜǇǇƛƴƎ ƛƴǘƻ Ƴȅ ƻŦŦƛŎŜ ŦƻǊ ŀ ǿƘƛƭŜΚέ 

Maria followed him. Once inside the building, they entered a large room filled with 

countless papers, maps and technical equipment. Director de Ball held up the paper and 

compared it to several other documents on his desk. 
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ά¢Ƙƛǎ ƛǎ ǾŜǊȅ ǎǘǊŀƴƎŜΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ άLŦ ȅƻǳ ƛƴǎƛǎǘ ǘƘƛǎ ƳŀǇ ƛǎ ƴƻǘ ŀ ŎǳǊǊŜƴǘ ǿƻǊƪ ƻŦ ŀ ƳƻŘŜǊƴ 

astronomer, the original must be somewhat oƭŘŜǊ ǘƘŀƴ ȅƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ ƎƛǾŜƴ ƳŜ ǘƻ ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘŀƴŘΦέ 

άIƻǿ ƻƭŘΚέ aŀǊƛŀ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ 

ά²ŜƭƭΧ Ƙƻǿ ŀōƻǳǘ ŀ ŎƻǳǇƭŜ ƻŦ ƘǳƴŘǊŜŘ ǘƘƻǳǎŀƴŘ ȅŜŀǊǎΚέ 

{ŜŜƛƴƎ aŀǊƛŀΩǎ ōŜǿƛƭŘŜǊƳŜƴǘΣ IŜǊǊ ŘŜ .ŀƭƭ ŜȄǇƭŀƛƴŜŘΥ 

ά¢Ƙƛǎ ƛǎ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ L ƘŀǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ǿƻǊƪƛƴƎ ƻƴ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ƭŀǎǘ ŎƻǳǇƭŜ ƻŦ ȅŜŀǊǎΦ /ŀƭŎǳƭŀǘƛng, how 

our night sky looked thousands, even millions of years ago. What you have here is a 

drawing of the sky as it appeared sometime between two and five hundred thousand 

years ago. Taurus is here ς Orion ς Auriga. This is definitely Aldebaran, sixty-eight light 

ȅŜŀǊǎ ŀǿŀȅΦ ¢ƻŘŀȅ ƛǘΩǎ ƭƻŎŀǘŜŘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƭƛƴŜ ƻŦ ǎƛƎƘǘ ōŜǘǿŜŜƴ ƻǳǊ 9ŀǊǘƘ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ IȅŀŘŜǎΦ .ǳǘ 

here ς ȅƻǳ Ŏŀƴ ǎŜŜ ǘƘŜ ǎƭƛƎƘǘ ǎƘƛŦǘ ƛƴ ǇǊƻǇƻǊǘƛƻƴǎΦέ 

Maria only saw some dots and lines connecting them. 

άL ǿƻǳƭŘ ŘŜŦƛƴƛǘŜƭȅ ǿƛǎƘ ǘƻ ƪƴƻǿ ƳƻǊŜ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ƻǊƛƎƛƴǎ ƻŦ ǘƘƛǎ ƳŀǇΣέ ŘŜ .ŀƭƭ ǎŀƛŘΦ IŜ 

was no longer fretful or irascible, but merely excited. Even though the thought made 

aŀǊƛŀ ƭŀǳƎƘ ƛƴǿŀǊŘƭȅΣ ǘƘŜ ƻƭŘ Ƴŀƴ ǊŜǎŜƳōƭŜŘ {ƛƎǊǳƴ ƛƴ ƘŜǊ ŜȄŎƛǘŜƳŜƴǘ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƘŜ ΨǘǊŜŀǎǳǊŜ 

ƳŀǇΩΦ 

άLΩƳ ǎǳǊŜ ȅƻǳ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƻ ƪƴƻǿ ς or you would hate both me and yourself for 

ƪƴƻǿƛƴƎΣέ aŀǊƛŀ ǎŀƛŘΦ  

Yet she told the whole story. 

¢ƘŜ ƻƭŘ Ƴŀƴ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƭŀǳƎƘ ƻǊ ŜǾŜƴ ǎƳƛƭŜΤ ƛƴ ŦŀŎǘ ƘŜ ǎŀǘ ǇŜǊŦŜŎǘƭȅ ƳƻǘƛƻƴƭŜǎǎ ŀǎ ƛŦ 

immersed in his own thoughts. When Maria had finished her story, he said: 

άaƻǎǘ ŦŀǎŎƛƴŀǘƛƴƎΦέ 

He then lifted the paper again, leaving Maria waiting for a more clarifying comment.  

άIŀǾŜ ȅƻǳ ƳŀƴŀƎŜŘ ǘƻ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƘŜ ǿǊƛǘƛƴƎ ŘŜŎƛǇƘŜǊŜŘ ȅŜǘΚέ ƘŜ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ  

άbƻΣ ōǳǘ LΩǾŜ ƭŜŦǘ ƛǘ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ¦ƴƛǾŜǊǎƛǘȅ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ǇǊƻŦŜǎǎƻǊ ƻŦ ŀƴŎƛŜƴǘ ƭŀƴƎǳŀƎŜǎΦέ 

άIŀǾŜ ȅƻǳ ƘŜŀǊŘ ƻŦ bƛŎƻƭŀ ¢ŜǎƭŀΚέ ŘŜ .ŀƭƭ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ ¢Ƙƛǎ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜ ŦƛǊǎǘ ǘƛƳŜ aŀǊƛŀ ƘŀŘ 

heard the name mentioned and she shook her head. 

ά¢Ŝǎƭŀ ƛǎ ŀ scientist involved in very radical and unconventional disciplines. Some years 

ago, he believed he received signals frƻƳ ǘƘŜ ǎǘŀǊǎΦ ¢ƘŜǎŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŎƻƳŜ ǘƻ ƘƛƳ ƛƴ ŀ ǘǊŀƴŎŜ 

or telepathically, even though it is rumoured that he experiences visitations from 

otherworldly beings. He actually picked up radio signals in his laboratory. He was 

convinced that these were cosmic greetiƴƎǎ ŦǊƻƳ ƻƴŜ ǇƭŀƴŜǘ ǘƻ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊΦέ 
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ά²Ƙŀǘ ŘƛŘ ǘƘŜǎŜ ǎƛƎƴŀƭǎ ǎŀȅΚέ aŀǊƛŀ ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊŜŘΦ 

ά¢ƘŜ ƳŜǎǎŀƎŜΣ ƻŦ ŎƻǳǊǎŜΣ ǿŀǎ ŀ ǾŜǊȅ ǎƛƳǇƭŜ ƻƴŜ ς just a basic mathematical sequence, 

but enough to prove that it came from an intelligent mind. The scientific world ridiculed 

him instantly and he will probably always be known as the man who talks to the Martians. 

.ǳǘ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎ ƳƻǊŜ ǘƻ ǘƘŀǘΦ L ōŜƭƛŜǾŜ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ƻƴ ǘƻ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎΦέ 

ά!Ƴ L ƻƴ ǘƻ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎΚέ 

De Ball was reluctant to avert his eyes from the drawing, which seemed to fascinate 

him enormously. 

ά¸ƻǳ Ƴŀȅ ōŜΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ŀŦǘŜǊ ŀ ǇŀǳǎŜΦ ά!Ƴ L ŀƭƭƻǿŜŘ ǘƻ ƪŜŜǇ ƛǘΚέ 

ά¸ŜǎΣ ƻŦ ŎƻǳǊǎŜΦέ 

ά¢Ƙŀƴƪ ȅƻǳΦ L ǿƻǳƭŘ ǾŜǊȅ ƳǳŎƘ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƻ ōŜ ƳƻǊŜ ǇǊŜŎƛǎŜ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ŜǊŀ ǿƘŜƴ ǘƘƛǎ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜ 

visible pattern in the sky. But I can tell you without any doubt that this was long before 

any man who could think walked this earth. If this message was sent to you from space, it 

is most probably pinpointing the location from where it was sent. Thus, what I would say, 

is ς whatever the text turns out to be, it originates from an intelligent mind in the 

!ƭŘŜōŀǊŀƴ ǎȅǎǘŜƳΦέ  

His expression suddenly grew grim. 

ά¢ƘŜ ƻƴƭȅ ǘƘƛƴƎ ƛǎ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘƛǎ ƛƴǘŜƭƭƛƎŜƴŎŜ ƳƛƎƘǘ ƘŀǾŜ ŎŜŀǎŜŘ ǘƻ ŜȄƛǎǘ ƘŀƭŦ ŀ Ƴƛƭƭƛƻƴ ȅŜŀǊǎ 

ago. Perhaps this message was transmitted by nothing more than a lifeless beacon that 

still emits a distress call which no-ƻƴŜ Ƙŀǎ ŜǾŜǊ ŀƴǎǿŜǊŜŘΦέ 

  

*  

 

This was about the time when Maria met Lothar. It happened quite unexpectedly and 

later, when a friendship developed between them, they liked to think that the stars had 

dictated their meeting.   

hƴŜ Řŀȅ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎ ŀ ƪƴƻŎƪ ƻƴ aŀǊƛŀΩǎ ŘƻƻǊΦ {ƘŜ ƘŀŘ ōȅ ǘƘŜƴ ƳƻǾŜŘ ŦǊƻƳ ƘŜǊ ƳƻǘƘŜǊΩǎ 

apartment to a small flat in a fashionable neighbourhood. As she opened the door, she 

ǎŀǿ ŀ ȅƻǳƴƎ Ƴŀƴ ƛƴ ŀ ŦƭƛŜǊΩǎ ǳƴƛŦƻǊƳΦ ¢ƘŜ ǿƻǊŘ ΨŘŀǎƘƛƴƎΩ ŎŀƳŜ ǘƻ ƘŜǊ ƳƛƴŘΣ even though 

ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎ ƘŀǊŘƭȅ ǘƘŜ ǘȅǇŜ ǘƻ ōŜ ΨŘŀǎƘŜŘΩ ŜŀǎƛƭȅΦ ¢ƘŜ Ƴŀƴ ǿŀǎ ŜǾŜǊȅǘƘƛƴƎ ŀ ŦǳǘǳǊŜ ƘŜǊƻ 

should be: tall and handsome, with probably not too much intelligence but with double 

the usual bravery to compensate for his lack of skills to solve problems with words rather 
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than fists. Knowing all that in an instant, it was somewhat endearing to see him at loss 

when it came to an interaction with a young woman. Maria, by then twenty, had already 

met many men in uniform and knew that once they were facing a woman alone, the 

panache and flashiness they were demonstrating as a group faded away hopelessly. The 

man introduced himself as Lothar Waisz of the Imperial and Royal Aviation Troops, but 

more importantly the son of Professor Waisz of the Vienna University department of 

ŀƴŎƛŜƴǘ ƭŀƴƎǳŀƎŜǎΦ aŀǊƛŀ ŀǎƪŜŘ ǘƘŜ ƻŦŦƛŎŜǊ ƛƴΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǘƘŜ Ƙŀōƛǘ ƻŦ ƘŜǊ ƭŀƴŘƭŀŘȅ ǘƻ ƭŜǘ 

ȅƻǳƴƎ ƳŜƴ ǿƛǘƘƻǳǘ ŀ ǇǊŜǾƛƻǳǎ ŜƴƎŀƎŜƳŜƴǘ ǘƻ ŜƴǘŜǊ aŀǊƛŀΩǎ ǊƻƻƳΣ ōǳǘ ƻōǾƛƻǳǎƭȅ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎ 

ŀ ǇŀǘǊƛƻǘƛŎ ǿƻƳŀƴ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ƻŦ ŜƴǘŜǊǘŀƛƴƛƴƎ ŀƴ ƻŦŦƛŎŜǊ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ a thing that she could 

imagine would damage the reputation of a young lady.  

ά{ǳŎƘ ŀ ƴƛŎŜ ŀǇŀǊǘƳŜƴǘΣέ ƻŦŦƛŎŜǊ ²ŀƛǎȊ ǎŀƛŘΦ 

άbƻΣ ƛǘΩǎ ƴƻǘΦ LǘΩǎ Ƨǳǎǘ ŀ ǇƭŀŎŜ ǘƻ ǎǘŀȅΣέ aŀǊƛŀ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘΦ άL Ŏŀƴ ƘŀǊŘƭȅ ǘƘƛƴƪ ƻŦ ƛǘ ŀǎ ƘƻƳŜΦέ 

ά²ƘŜǊŜ ƛǎ ƘƻƳŜΚέ 

άLƴ CŀǾƻǊƛǘŜƴΣ ǿƘŜǊŜ Ƴȅ ƳƻǘƘŜǊ ƭƛǾŜǎΦέ 

ά{ƻ ǿƘȅ ŘƛŘ ȅƻǳ ƭŜŀǾŜ ƘŜǊΚέ 

άLǘ ƛǎ ǘƛƳŜ ǘƻ ǎǘŀǊǘ ƻǳǘ ƻƴ Ƴȅ ƻǿƴΣ ŀƴŘ ǎƛƴŎŜ LΩǾŜ ƳŀƴŀƎŜŘ ǘƻ ǎǘŀǊǘ ŜŀǊƴƛƴƎ Ƴȅ ƻǿƴ 

ƳƻƴŜȅΧέ 

ά¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ŀ ƳŜŘƛǳƳΣ ŀǊŜƴΩǘ ȅƻǳΚέ ¢ƘŜ ŜȅŜǎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƻŦŦƛŎŜǊ ǿŜǊŜ ƳŜŀǎǳǊƛƴƎ ƘŜǊ ǿƛǘƘ 

cautious approval. The man was, after all, not a typical military upstart. 

ά[ƻƻƪΣ hŦŦƛŎŜǊ ²ŀƛǎȊΧέ aŀǊƛŀ ǎǘŀǊǘŜŘΦ 

άtƭŜŀǎŜ ς [ƻǘƘŀǊΣέ ǘƘŜ Ƴŀƴ ƛƴǘŜǊǊǳǇǘŜŘΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎ ǳƴŜȄǇŜŎǘŜŘ ōǳǘ ǘƘŜƴ ǘƘŜȅ ǿŜǊŜ ōƻǘƘ 

roughly the same age and it was rather fashionable and daring to be on a first name basis 

with strangers. 

ά±ŜǊȅ ǿŜƭƭΧ [ƻǘƘŀǊΣέ aŀǊƛŀ ǎŀƛŘ ŀƴŘ ǘƘƛǎ ŦŜƭǘ ǇŜŎǳƭƛŀǊΦ ¢ƘŜǊŜ ǿŜǊŜ ƻƴƭȅ ŀ ŎƻǳǇƭŜ ƻŦ ƳŜƴ 

she had ever spoken to in such a familiar fashion. There were only a couple of men she 

had ever been in the same room with in private ǿƘƻ ǿŜǊŜƴΩǘ ǊŜƭŀǘƛǾŜǎ, or youngsters, or 

someone totally unimportant to her.  

ά!ƴŘ ȅƻǳ ŀǊŜ aŀǊƛŀΣέ [ƻǘƘŀǊ ŘƛŘ ǘƘŜ ƴŜŎŜǎǎŀǊȅ ƛƴǘǊƻŘǳŎǘƛƻƴ ƘƛƳǎŜƭŦΦ άL ƪƴƻǿ ƛǘΣ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ 

ȅƻǳǊ ƴŀƳŜ ƛǎ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ŜƴǾŜƭƻǇŜ LΩƳ ƘŜǊŜ ǘƻ ŘŜƭƛǾŜǊΦ CǊƻƳ Ƴȅ ŦŀǘƘŜǊΦέ 

Maria sat and invited Lothar to take a seat opposite her. 

άLΩǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ǿŀƛǘƛƴƎ ǿƛǘƘ ŀƴǘƛŎƛǇŀǘƛƻƴΦ 5ƛŘ tǊƻŦŜǎǎƻǊ ²ŀƛǎȊ ς your father ς manage to 

ŘŜŎƛǇƘŜǊ ǘƘŜ ǿǊƛǘƛƴƎΚέ 
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άbƻǘ ŜƴǘƛǊŜƭȅΣέ ǘƘŜ Ƴŀƴ ǎŀƛŘΣ ǳƴƭƻŎƪƛƴƎ ŀ ǎƳŀƭƭ briefcase and taking out an envelope, 

ǿƘƛŎƘ ƘŜ ǇƭŀŎŜŘ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǘŀōƭŜ ƛƴ ŦǊƻƴǘ ƻŦ aŀǊƛŀΦ ά.ǳǘ ƴƻǘ Ŧor lack of knowledge ς rather for 

ǘƘŜ ƭŀŎƪ ƻŦ ŦŀƴǘŀǎȅΦέ 

ά²Ƙŀǘ ŎƻǳƭŘ Ŧŀƴǘŀǎȅ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ Řƻ ǿƛǘƘ ƛǘΚέ aŀǊƛŀ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ 

άaȅ ŦŀǘƘŜǊ Ŏŀƴ ǊŜŀŘ ǘƘŜ ƭŀƴƎǳŀƎŜǎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŀƴŎƛŜƴǘ ƻƴŜǎ ŀǎ Ŝŀǎƛƭȅ ŀǎ ȅƻǳ ƻǊ L ǿƻǳƭŘ ǊŜŀŘ 

the Wiener Tageblatt. But he is restricted by what he knows he should read. The ancient 

texts are quite limited in their emotional depth. So, when he comes across a text such as 

ǘƘƛǎΣέ ς he glided his fingers over the envelope ς άƘŜ Ŧŀƛƭǎ ǘƻ ǎŜŜ ƛǘ ƻǘƘŜǊ ǘƘŀƴ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ 

context of what he knows and dismisses it as a hoax, albeit a very well-crafted hoax. In 

ŦŀŎǘΣ ƘŜ ŎƻƳƳŀƴŘŜŘ ƳŜ ǘƻ ŦƛƴŘ ƻǳǘ ǿƘƻ Ǉǳǘ ȅƻǳ ǳǇ ǘƻ ƛǘΦέ 

ά¦Ǉ ǘƻ ǿƘŀǘΚέ 

ά²Ƙƻ ƻŦ Ƙƛǎ ŎƻƭƭŜŀƎǳŜǎ Ƙŀǎ ŎƻƳǇƻǎŜŘ ǘƘŜ ƭŜǘǘŜǊ ŀƴŘ ƘŀƴŘŜŘ ƛǘ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƻ ȅƻǳ ǿƛǘƘ 

instructions to show it to him - either to test him or to make a fƻƻƭ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ƘƛƳΦέ 

άL ŀǎǎǳǊŜ ȅƻǳΣ hŦŦƛŎŜǊ ²ŀƛǎȊΧέ aŀǊƛŀ ǇǊƻǘŜǎǘŜŘΦ 

ά[ƻǘƘŀǊΣ ǇƭŜŀǎŜΦ !ƴŘ ȅƻǳ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ǊŜŀǎǎǳǊŜ ƳŜ ƻŦ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎΦ .ŜŎŀǳǎŜΣ ǳƴƭƛƪŜ Ƴȅ 

father, I am blessed with fantasy ς at least to some degree. Father was studying the text 

for several weeks; ƳŜŀƴǿƘƛƭŜ L ŦƻǳƴŘ ƻǳǘ ŀōƻǳǘ ȅƻǳΦέ 

ά{ƻ ǿƘŀǘ ŘƛŘ ȅƻǳ ŦƛƴŘ ƻǳǘΚέ aŀǊƛŀ ŀǎƪŜŘ, and knew it sounded as if she was flirting 

with the man. 

ά¢Ƙŀǘ ȅƻǳ ŀǊŜ ǊŀǇƛŘƭȅ ōŜŎƻƳƛƴƎ ƛƴ ƎǊŜŀǘ ŘŜƳŀƴŘ ŀǎ ŀ ƳŜŘƛǳƳ ƛƴ ±ƛŜƴƴŀΦ {ŜŜƛƴƎ ȅƻǳΣ L 

can understand why the clients flock to ȅƻǳǊ ŘƻƻǊΦέ 

Yes, the young man was flirting, too. 

ά¸ƻǳ Ŏŀƴ ƘŀǊŘƭȅ Ŏŀƭƭ ƛǘ ŦƭƻŎƪƛƴƎΣέ aŀǊƛŀ ƛƴǘŜǊǊǳǇǘŜŘ ŀ ǎƛǘǳŀǘƛƻƴ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŀǎ ōŜŎƻƳƛƴƎ 

ŀǿƪǿŀǊŘΣ ŜǾŜƴ ǘƘƻǳƎƘ ƴƻǘ ƛƴ ŀƴ ǳƴǇƭŜŀǎŀƴǘ ǿŀȅΦ άL ǊŜŎŜƛǾŜ ǇŜǊƘŀǇǎ ǘǿƻ ƻǊ ǘƘǊŜŜ ŎƭƛŜƴǘǎ ŀ 

ǿŜŜƪΤ ƛǘΩǎ ōŀǊŜƭȅ ŜƴƻǳƎƘ ǘƻ Ǉŀȅ ŦƻǊ ǘƘƛǎ ǊƻƻƳΦέ 

ά.ǳǘ ŀǊŜƴΩǘ ǘƘŜǊŜ ƘǳƴŘǊŜŘǎ ƻŦ ŦƻǊǘǳƴŜ ǘŜƭƭŜǊǎ ŀƴŘ ǎǇƛǊƛǘǳŀƭƛǎǘǎ ƛƴ ±ƛŜƴƴŀΣ ŜǾŜƴ ƛƴ ǘƘƛǎ 

ǾŜǊȅ ƴŜƛƎƘōƻǳǊƘƻƻŘΣ ǿƘƻ ŀǊŜ Ǿŀƛƴƭȅ ǿŀƛǘƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ ǎƻƳŜƻƴŜ ǘƻ ƪƴƻŎƪ ŀǘ ǘƘŜƛǊ ŘƻƻǊǎΚέ [ƻǘƘŀǊ 

ƳŀŘŜ Ƙƛǎ ǇƻƛƴǘΦ ά!ƴŘ L ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘŀǘ ȅƻǳǊ ŦƻǊǘŜ ƛǎΦέ 

ά²ƘŀǘΚέ 

ά¸ƻǳǊ ǎƛƳǇƭƛŎƛǘȅΦ ¸ƻǳ ŘƻƴΩǘ ǊŜƭȅ ƻƴ ŜŦŦŜŎǘǎΣ ŦŀƪŜ ŀǇǇŀǊƛǘƛƻƴǎ ƻǊ ŜŎǘƻǇƭŀǎƳǎΣ ƻƴ ŀǎǎƛǎǘŀƴǘǎ 

to create a special atmosphere or produce mood music. From what I hear, you only need a 

sheet of paper and a pen. There is no rolling of eyes, mysterious screams, contortions. In a 
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word ς ƛƴ ŀ Ŏƛǘȅ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ŦƭƻƻŘŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ŦŀƪŜ ǇǎȅŎƘƛŎǎΣ ǘŜƭŜǇŀǘƘƛǎǘǎΣ ǎŜŜǊǎ ŀƴŘ ŎƭŀƛǊǾƻȅŀƴǘǎΣ ȅƻǳ 

ǎŜŜƳ ǘƻ ōŜ ǘƘŜ ǊŜŀƭ ǘƘƛƴƎΦέ 

άtŜƻǇƭŜ ŎƻƳŜ ǘƻ ƳŜ ŦƻǊ ŀƴǎǿŜǊǎ ŀƴŘ L ƎƛǾŜ ǘƘŜƳ ǿƘŀǘ L ŀƳ ŀōƭŜ ǘƻΣέ aŀǊƛŀ ǊŜǎǇƻƴŘŜŘ 

modestly. She was fascinated that the man dƛŘƴΩǘ ƳŜƴǘƛƻƴ ƘŜǊ ƭƻƻƪǎΣ ŀǎ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎ ŀŦǊŀƛŘ ƘŜ 

would. 

άbƻǘ ǘƻ ƳŜƴǘƛƻƴ ȅƻǳǊ ōŜŀǳǘȅΣέ [ƻǘƘŀǊ ǎŀƛŘΦ 

aŀǊƛŀ ǎƳƛƭŜŘΦ {ǳŘŘŜƴƭȅ ƛǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŀǘ ŀƭƭ ŀƴ ǳƴǇƭŜŀǎŀƴǘ thing to hear, when coming from 

an agreeable man. 

ά.ǳǘ ȅƻǳ ǎǘƛƭƭ ƘŀǾŜƴΩǘ ǘƻƭŘ ƳŜ ǿƘŀǘ ȅƻǳǊ ŦŀǘƘŜǊ ς or your fantasy ς claim to have 

ŘŜŎƛǇƘŜǊŜŘΚέ ǎƘŜ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ  

With a slight gesture, Lothar asked for permission and opened the envelope addressed 

to Maria. 

άaȅ ŦŀǘƘŜǊ ǿŀǎ ƛǊǊƛǘŀǘŜŘΣ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ƘŜ ƪƴŜǿ ǘƘƛǎ ǿǊƛǘƛƴƎ ǘƻ ōŜ ŀ ǾŜǊȅ ŜŀǊƭȅ ŦƻǊƳ ƻŦ 

Sumerian, which is the oldest written - and probably even spoken - language in the world. 

For him there were two options: either one of his colleagues has discovered an even 

earlier stage of the cuneiform or another of them has modified the existing knowledge 

simply to test him. The first option was dismissed in an instant, so what remained was the 

second one. And yet, I believe there also is a third one: ǘƘŜ ǊƛƎƘǘ ƻƴŜΦέ 

ά²ƘƛŎƘ ƛǎΚέ aŀǊƛŀ ŀǎƪŜŘ ŀƭƳƻǎǘ ƛƴŀǳŘƛōƭȅΦ 

ά¢Ƙŀǘ ǘƘƛǎ ǘŜȄǘ ǿŀǎ ŘƛŎǘŀǘŜŘ ǘƻ ȅƻǳ ŀƴŘ ȅƻǳ ǿǊƻǘŜ ƛǘ Řƻǿƴ ǿƛǘƘƻǳǘ ŜǾŜƴ ǊŜalizing you 

ƘŀŘ ŘƻƴŜ ǎƻΣέ [ƻǘƘŀǊ ǎŀƛŘΦ ά¢Ƙŀǘ ƛǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŘƛŎǘŀǘŜŘ ōȅ ŀ ƭƛǾƛƴƎ ǇŜǊǎƻƴΣ ōǳǘ ōȅ ŀ ǾŜǊȅ ŀƴŎƛŜƴǘ 

ǎǇƛǊƛǘΣ ǿƘƻ ǿŀƭƪŜŘ ǘƘŜ ŜŀǊǘƘ ǘƘƻǳǎŀƴŘǎ ƻŦ ȅŜŀǊǎ ŀƎƻΦέ 

άL ŀƳ ŀǎ ǇǳȊȊƭŜŘ ŀǎ ȅƻǳΣέ aŀǊƛŀ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘΣ ŀǎǘƻƴƛǎƘŜŘ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ŦŀŎǘ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǊŀǘƘŜǊ 

straightforward-ƭƻƻƪƛƴƎ ƻŦŦƛŎŜǊ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ƘŀŘ ǎǳŎƘ ŀƴ ƻǇŜƴ ƳƛƴŘΦ ά¸ƻǳ ŎƻǳƭŘ ƛƴǘŜǊǊƻƎŀǘŜ ƳŜ 

or you could interrogate the pencil that wrote these markings ς we are both but 

ƛƴǎǘǊǳƳŜƴǘǎΣ ŎƻƴǘǊƻƭƭŜŘ ōȅ ǎƻƳŜƻƴŜ ŜƭǎŜΦέ 

ά¸ŜǎΦ .ȅ ŀ ǾŜǊȅ ǿƛǎŜ ŀƴŎƛŜƴǘ ǎǇƛǊƛǘ ς or spirits, as it speaks ƻŦ ƛǘǎŜƭŦ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǇƭǳǊŀƭΣέ [ƻǘƘŀǊ 

ǎŀƛŘΦ άaŀȅ L ǊŜŀŘ ȅƻǳ ǘƘŜ ōŜǎǘ ǇƻǎǎƛōƭŜ ǘǊŀƴǎƭŀǘƛƻƴ ƻŦ ǿƘŀǘ Ƴȅ ŦŀǘƘŜǊ ōŜƭƛŜǾŜǎ ǘƻ ōŜ ŀ 

ǊŀǘƘŜǊ ǘŀǎǘŜƭŜǎǎ ƧƻƪŜΚέ 

άL ŀƳ ǎǘƛƭƭ ǿŀƛǘƛƴƎΣέ aŀǊƛŀ ǎŀƛŘΦ  

άLǘΩǎ ƴƻǘ ǾŜǊȅ ƭƛǘŜǊŀǊȅΣέ [ƻǘƘŀǊ ǎŀƛŘΣ ŀǎ ƘŜ ƻǇŜƴŜŘ ǘƘŜ ŜƴǾŜƭƻǇŜΣ ǘŀƪƛƴƎ ŦǊƻƳ ƛǘ aŀǊƛŀΩǎ 

original letter to Professor Waisz as well as another sheet with some modern writing. 
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άCŀǘƘŜǊ ŘƛǎƳƛǎǎŜŘ ǎƻƳŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƳŀǊƪƛƴƎǎ ŀǎ ŘŜƭƛōŜǊŀǘŜƭȅ ŦŀƪŜŘ ǘƻ ƭƻƻƪ Ψǘƻƻ ŜŀǊƭȅΩΣ ŀǎ ƘŜ Ǉǳǘ 

ƛǘΣ ǎƻ ƘŜ ƴŜǾŜǊ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ōƻǘƘŜǊŜŘ ǘƻ ŎƻƴƴŜŎǘ ǘƘŜ ŘƻǘǎΦέ 

He began reading: 

άwŜŀŎƘƛƴƎ ƻǳǘ ς great distance between us ς divided by time and space ς we offer but 

we want something in exchange ς ȅƻǳ ǿŀƛǘ ŀƴŘ ǿŜ ǎƘŀƭƭ ōŜ ǳƴƛǘŜŘΦέ 

He looked up at Maria expectantly. 

ά²ŀǎ ǘƘŀǘ ŀƭƭΚέ aŀǊƛŀ ŀǎƪŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ōƻǘƘ ŜȄŎƛǘŜƳŜƴǘ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǿǊƛǘƛng had made sense 

after all and disappointment that it gave no great revelation.  

ά¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ŀƭƭΣέ [ƻǘƘŀǊ ǎŀƛŘΦ ά¢Ƙƛǎ ǘŜȄǘ ƛǎ ǿǊƛǘǘŜƴ Řƻǿƴ ǘǿƻ ŀƴŘ ŀ ƘŀƭŦ ǘƛƳŜǎΣ ŀǎ ƛŦ ȅƻǳ ǿŜǊŜ 

ƭƛǎǘŜƴƛƴƎ ǘƻ ŀ ƎǊŀƳƻǇƘƻƴŜ ǊŜŎƻǊŘ ƻǾŜǊ ŀƴŘ ƻǾŜǊ ŀƎŀƛƴΦέ 

άhǊΣέ aŀǊƛŀ ǎŀƛŘΣ άŀǎ ƛŦ ŀ ōeacon was sending out its predetermined signal, over and 

ƻǾŜǊ ŀƴŘ ƻǾŜǊ ŀƎŀƛƴΣ ǳƴǘƛƭ ƛǘ ǊŜŀŎƘŜǎ ǎƻƳŜƻƴŜΦέ 

ά²ƘŜƴ ǘƘŜȅ ǎŀȅ ΨƎǊŜŀǘ ŘƛǎǘŀƴŎŜΩΣέ [ƻǘƘŀǊ ǿŀǎ ŀǇǇŀǊŜƴǘƭȅ ǾŜǊȅ ŎŀǊŜŦǳƭ ǘƻ ŦƛƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǊƛƎƘǘ 

ŎƘƻƛŎŜ ƻŦ ǿƻǊŘǎΣ άǿƻǳƭŘ ȅƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ ŀƴȅ ƛŘŜŀ Ƨǳǎǘ Ƙƻǿ ƎǊŜŀǘ ŀ ŘƛǎǘŀƴŎŜ ǿŜΩǊŜ ǘŀƭƪƛƴƎ ŀōƻǳǘΚέ 

άL ŘƻƴΩǘ ǘƘƛƴƪ L Ŏŀƴ ǘŜƭƭ ȅƻǳ ǘƘŀǘΣέ aŀǊƛŀ ŀǇƻƭƻƎƛȊŜŘΦ ά¸ƻǳ ǿƻǳƭŘ ǘƘƛƴƪ ƳŜ ƳŀŘΦ /ƭƛƴƛŎŀƭƭȅ 

ǎƻΦέ 

άLΩǾŜ ƎƻƴŜ ōŜȅƻƴŘ Ƴȅ ŘƻǳōǘǎΦ LΩǾŜ ǘŀƪŜƴ ǘƘŜ ǘǊƻǳōƭŜ ƻŦ ŀǎƪƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ ŀ ǎŜŎƻƴŘ ƻǇƛƴƛƻƴΣέ 

Lothar said. 

άLǎ ǘƘŜǊŜ ŀ ǇƭŀŎŜ ȅƻǳ Ŏŀƴ ƎŜǘ ƻƴŜΚέ Maria enquired.  

άbƻǘ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ǿǊƛǘƛƴƎΣ ōǳǘ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ƳŜǎǎŀƎŜ ƛǘǎŜƭŦΣέ [ƻǘƘŀǊ ŜȄǇƭŀƛƴŜŘΦ άLǘ Ƴŀȅ ǎŜŜƳ 

ǎǘǊŀƴƎŜ ǘƻ ȅƻǳΣ ōǳǘ LΩǾŜ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ƘŀŘ ŀ ƳƛƭƛǘŀǊȅ ŎŀƭƭƛƴƎΦ ²ƘŜƴ L ǿŀǎ ǘŜƴ ŀƴŘ Ƴȅ ƳƻǘƘŜǊ 

passed away, I was sent to my grandfather in Bavaria. There I attended the War Academy. 

! ŎƻǳǇƭŜ ƻŦ ȅŜŀǊǎ ŀƎƻ L ōŜŎŀƳŜ ŀ ǇƛƭƻǘΦ L ǇǊƻōŀōƭȅ ǿƻǳƭŘΩǾŜ ǎǘŀȅŜŘ ǘƘŜǊŜΣ ōǳǘ ŀǎ ƻǳǊ 

LƳǇŜǊƛŀƭ ŀƴŘ wƻȅŀƭ ƳƻǘƘŜǊƭŀƴŘ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ƘŀǾŜ ŀƴ ŜŦŦƛŎƛŜƴǘ ŀƛǊ ŦƻǊŎŜΣ L ǿŀǎ ŎƘƻǎŜƴ ǘƻ 

instruct the local fliers in the Hansa Brandenburg D-LΦ LǘΩǎ a single-seat, single-engine 

ōƛǇƭŀƴŜ ŦƛƎƘǘŜǊΣ ōǳƛƭǘ ŜǎǇŜŎƛŀƭƭȅ ŦƻǊ ƻǳǊ ŀƛǊ ŦƻǊŎŜΦέ 

άL ǎŜŜΣέ aŀǊƛŀ ǎŀƛŘ ŀ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ŘƻǳōǘŦǳƭƭȅΦ 

άLΩƳ ǎƻǊǊȅ ǘƻ ōƻǘƘŜǊ ȅƻǳ ǿƛǘƘ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŀǘΣέ [ƻǘƘŀǊ ŀǇƻƭƻƎƛȊŜŘΦ άL ǿŀǎ ǘŀƭƪƛƴƎ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ 

!ŎŀŘŜƳȅΦ ¸ƻǳ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ōŜƭƛŜǾŜ ƛǘΣ ōǳǘ ǘƘŜǊŜ ŀǊŜ many men with interests that reach far 

beyond the mundane. I was blessed to meet General Haushofer, who has done a great 

deal of travelling in the East. There he met the eminent esoteric teacher Gurdjieff and 

became his spiritual disciple. Have you heard ŀōƻǳǘ DǳǊŘƧƛŜŦŦΚέ 
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aŀǊƛŀ ƘŀŘƴΩǘΣ ƻǘƘŜǊ ǘƘŀƴ ǘƻ ƘŀǾŜ ǎŜŜƴ ǘƘŜ ƴŀƳŜ ƳŜƴǘƛƻƴŜŘ ƛƴ ǎƻƳŜ ǇǊŜ-war 

magazines of the occult, before the Russians had become the enemy. 

άIŜ ǘŀǳƎƘǘ ǘƘŜ ǇƻǎǎƛōƛƭƛǘƛŜǎ ƻŦ ǘǊŀƴǎŎŜƴŘƛƴƎ ǘƻ ŀ ƘƛƎƘŜǊ ǎǘŀǘŜ ƻŦ ŀǿŀǊŜƴŜǎǎ ŀƴŘ 

achieving full human potential, of which we are currently utilizing no more than a 

ǎƭŜŜǇǿŀƭƪŜǊΣέ [ƻǘƘŀǊ ŜȄǇƭŀƛƴŜŘΦ ά!ƴŘ ǘƘŀǘ ƻƴŎŜ ȅƻǳΩǾŜ ŀǿŀƪŜƴŜŘ ȅƻǳǊ ŎƻƴǎŎƛƻǳǎƴŜǎǎΣ 

ȅƻǳΩƭƭ ǊŜŀƭƛȊŜ ȅƻǳǊ ǇƭŀŎŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ¦ƴƛǾŜǊǎŜ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ¦ƴƛǾŜǊǎŜ ǿƛƭƭ ǊŜŎƻƎƴƛȊŜ ȅƻǳΦέ 

He leaned towards Maria as iŦ ǿƛǎƘƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƎǊŀō ƘŜǊ ƘŀƴŘǎΣ ōǳǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǘƻǳŎƘ ƘŜǊΦ  

άL ǿǊƻǘŜ ǘƻ DŜƴŜǊŀƭ IŀǳǎƘƻŦŜǊ ǘƘŜ ƳƛƴǳǘŜ ŦŀǘƘŜǊ ƘŀŘ ŦƛƴƛǎƘŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ǘǊŀƴǎƭŀǘƛƻƴΦ LΩƳ ǎƻǊǊȅ 

ς that was the cause of the delay. I waited two weeks until I received a reply from the 

DŜƴŜǊŀƭΦέ 

ά!ƴŘ ǿƘŀǘ ǿŀǎ Ƙƛǎ ƻǇƛƴƛƻƴΚέ aŀǊƛŀ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ 

άCƛǊǎǘ ƻŦ ŀƭƭΣ ƘŜ ƘŀŘ ŀ ǉǳŜǎǘƛƻƴΦ IŜ ŀǎƪŜŘ ǿƘŜǘƘŜǊ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǿŜǊŜ ŀƴȅ ǇƻǊǘƛƻƴǎΣ ǎǳŎƘ ŀǎ 

drawings, on the message. To be more precise ς whether this message came with 

ŎƻƻǊŘƛƴŀǘŜǎΦέ 

ά5ƛŘ ƘŜ ƳŜŀƴΧέ 

ά! ƳŀǇΦ ! ŎŜƭŜǎǘƛŀƭ ƳŀǇΦέ 

Maria was astonished. Instead of mocking her, the young man had actually anticipated 

the otherworldly origins of the message. She told Lothar about her meeting with Director 

de Ball; the young man listened attentively without interruption. 

ά.ǳǘ ȅƻǳ ǎŀƛŘ ΨŦƛǊǎǘ ƻŦ ŀƭƭΩΣέ aaria asked. 

άL ŘƛŘΦ .ŜŎŀǳǎŜ ǘƘŜ ƎŜƴŜǊŀƭ ǿǊƻǘŜ back to me that if his presumptions about the star 

map are true, he would definitely like to meet you. He belongs to a powerful new society, 

the Thule. But he thinks that to balance the male force, there should be some women. He 

believes that women are by nature much more receptive than men, and he is inclined to 

ōŜƭƛŜǾŜ ǘƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ ŀǊŜ ƻƴŜ ǿƘƻ Ŏŀƴ ōŜ ƛƴ ǘƻǳŎƘ ǿƛǘƘ ƻǘƘŜǊ ǿƻǊƭŘǎΦέ 

Maria had the uplifting feeling that she was no longer merely a hired hand whose sole 

purpose in life was either to amuse or to console. Perhaps there was a special reason for 

all this?  

It was growing dark; the sounds of the day that oozed into the quiet room from the 

window were replaced by those of a Vienna evening. There was music as a hurdy-gurdy 

man passed; there was laughter and love translated into sound. Maria made some tea and 

offered some biscuits. She had a half pitcher of wine, so they emptied it. Unlike Maria, 
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Lothar was obviously no stanger to liquor, so the little there was sƘƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ŀŦŦŜŎǘŜŘ 

him. But after a couple of goblets Maria noticed that the man displayed some changes ς 

he became more handsome, his smile more attractive, his eyes more alluring. The room 

was filled with the bittersweet scent of his after-shave and his uniform. When he spoke, 

his low voice resonated through the table top. Maria lowered her cheek onto the table to 

feel the vibrations more closely and Lothar lowered his face next to hers, making the table 

purr like a kitten. Then she probably fell asleep for a while, but was soon awakened by a 

sensation that Lothar was taking care of her, and that he always would. His after-shave 

was touching her lips. It became more intense, as the smell of his rough uniform receded 

and uncovered a myriad of smells Maria had been utterly unfamiliar with until that night. 

Some of them reminded Maria of her father, prompting a sensation of security, whereas 

others triggered weird new perceptions. Together with the smell of her pillow the 

darkness formed a perfectly sheltering shield. 

When this was finally shattered by the rays of the sun, Maria was alone. Next to her, 

she found a book, translated from English: Vril, the Power of the Coming Race by Edward 

Bulwer-[ȅǘǘƻƴΦ hƴ ǘƘŜ ŦǊƻƴǘƛǎǇƛŜŎŜ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎ ŀ ǎƳŀƭƭ ƛƴƪ ǎǘŀƳǇΥ ΨYŀǊƭ IŀǳǎƘƻŦŜǊΩΦ  

 

 

 

Chapter V: Vienna, 1917 

 

 

For a while, Maria was greatly distracted from her professional work by thinking a lot 

about Lothar, who had disappeared without a trace after their first meeting. Maria read 

the book that had evidently been sent to her by General Haushofer. It was a weird but 

fascinating story of an ancient race that live within our hollow planet Earth and who have 

harnessed a universal power, Vril. This is described as a force that can create or destroy, 

give life or take it. Everything can be operated through it, and it itself can be controlled by 

the mind.  

!ǘ ŦƛǊǎǘ aŀǊƛŀ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ǎƘŜ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘŀƴŘ ŀƴȅ ƻŦ ƛǘΣ ōǳǘ ŀǎ ǎƘŜ ǊŜŀŘ ŀƴŘ ōŜŎŀƳŜ 

immersed in the book, she had a feeling that she had always known that such a force 

exists; known it and forgotten about it. That she had had the power to control it ς but had 
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lost it. This was not a mere story; this was a book of revelations masked as a piece of light 

entertainment. It was meant to unlock the senses of those who instinctively knew the 

truth, whether through a previous existence or through the vibrations of the Earth, the 

Vril itself, which never went unperceived by the human body but was knocking in vain on 

the locked gates of the human mind. 

She waited for a letter, either from Lothar or from the General, but none came. As the 

months passed, the memory of Lothar began to fade and were it not for the book, she 

might have tricked herself into thinking that the man had been a figment of her 

imagination, just to ease the pain of her new-found seclusion after a night that had done 

to her body what the book had done to her mind. She was unlocked; she was ready. She 

began to experience trances which were different from the superficial self-induced 

dreams that were good enough for the customers but never released her spirit from the 

gravity of the world of the living. There were times when she knew she was no longer 

earthbound. On these occasions the customers often left either unsatisfied or puzzled: 

ǎƘŜ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ƎƛǾŜƴ ǘƘŜ ŀƴǎǿŜǊǎ ǎƘŜ Ƙad been expected to give. Sometimes Maria knew that 

the answers she had written down in her trance were to the questions yet unasked by 

anyone. Still, her business took on, as her clearly genuine spiritual journeys to other 

ǊŜŀƭƳǎ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ Ǝƻ ǳƴƴƻǘƛŎŜŘ ŀƴŘ because whenever she returned she brought something 

otherworldly with her.  

With her financial situation improving, Maria began toying with the thought of moving 

to a larger quarters in an even more fashionable district. She was often browsing through 

ǘƘŜ Ψ!ǇŀǊǘƳŜƴǘǎ ǘƻ ƭŜǘΩ ǎŜŎǘƛƻƴǎ ƻŦ ƴŜǿǎǇŀǇŜǊǎΣ ƛƳŀƎƛƴƛƴƎ ƘŜǊǎŜƭŦ ŜƛǘƘŜǊ ƭƻƻƪƛƴƎ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ 

trees in the Prater from her window or waking up to the chimes of the Stephanskirche. 

One such reverie was interrupted as her eyes fell upon an article about convalescent fliers. 

There he was, Lothar Waisz, a decorated hero, who had miraculously survived a bad crash 

in his Hansa Brandenburg D-I and struggled for many months to fight off death. Now the 

hero was awake and hopefully back in the battle for the Austro-Hungarian sky soon. 

LŎȅ ǎƘƛǾŜǊǎ Ǌŀƴ Řƻǿƴ aŀǊƛŀΩǎ ǎƪƛƴ ŀǎ ǎƘŜ ǊŜŀŘ [ƻǘƘŀǊΩǎ ƴŀƳŜΦ {ƘŜ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜ ōŜŜƴ 

happy, ecstatic; yet she could only feel the painful falling to pieces of the protective wall 

she had built close to her heart. Lothar was alive ς ƘŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǘƻ ōƭŀƳŜΦ When she read 

further and discovered that the pilot had met his tragedy on the very day he had left 

aŀǊƛŀΩǎ ōŜŘΣ ǎƘŜ ƪƴŜǿ ǎƘŜ Ƴǳǎǘ ōŜ ǎƻǊǊȅ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ Ƴŀƴ ŀƴŘ ƴǳǊǎŜ ƘƛƳ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ ƘŜŀƭǘƘ ǿƛǘƘ 
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her love. But would it be the Lothar she knew? The story said the pilƻǘ ƘŀŘ ōŜŜƴ ΨōŀŘƭȅ 

ƛƴƧǳǊŜŘΩ ŀƴŘ ƘŀŘ ǎǇŜƴǘ ƳƻƴǘƘǎ ƛƴ ŀ ŎƻƳŀΦ ²ƻǳƭŘ ƘŜ ŜǾŜƴ ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊ aŀǊƛŀΚ ²ƻǳƭŘ aŀǊƛŀ 

recognize him? 

And most importantly ς what was she to Lothar? For all she knew, the man might be 

engaged or married. If she was nothing but a casual adventure to a dashing officer, she 

could hardly be expected to arrive at his bedside, perhaps to face the lawful Frau Waisz 

and their offspring. 

It took Maria two whole days and nights to reach a decision. On the third morning she 

dressed herself in white ς Lothar had been surrounded by women in white for a long time; 

bright colours might startle him.  

!ǘ ǘƘŜ ƘƻƳŜ ŦƻǊ ŎƻƴǾŀƭŜǎŎŜƴǘ ƻŦŦƛŎŜǊǎΣ ŀ ŘƻŎǘƻǊ ƛƴŦƻǊƳŜŘ aŀǊƛŀ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƘŜ ǎƘƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ 

exhaust the patient for more than ten minutes. The good news was that there indeed was 

ŀ CǊŀǳ ²ŀƛǎȊΣ ōǳǘ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜ ǇŀǘƛŜƴǘΩǎ ƳƻǘƘŜǊΦ ¢ƘŜƴ ŎŀƳŜ ŀ ǎƘƻŎƪΥ [ƻǘƘŀǊ ƘŀŘ ƭƻǎǘ ŀƴ 

eye, smashed his foot and his face had suffered in the impact. He seemed to be aware of 

most things but his motor skills had suffered a setback. Whether this was temporary or 

permanent, the doctor was unable to predict. That the doctor presented this news in a 

matter-of-fact manner, without even pretending to be sympathetic, actually had a calming 

effect on Maria, who had wanted to scream at his first words.  

Their reunion took place in a numb stupor. Lothar recognized Maria and was sincerely 

happy to see her. Maria was equally happy, but she had to force herself to smile. Lothar 

ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŀǎ ƘŀƴŘǎƻƳŜ ŀǎ ǎƘŜ ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊŜŘ ƘƛƳΣ Ƙƛǎ ǎǇŜŜŎƘ ǿŀǎ ǎƭƻǿ ŀƴŘ ŘǳƭƭΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǎƳŜƭƭ 

of ether and urine around her prevented Maria from establishing any emotional contact 

with her own memories of their one night together.  

Lothar told her he had written to General Haushofer on the previous day and had been 

planning to compose a letter to her that very afternoon, but as he got exhausted easily he 

ƘŀŘƴΩǘ Ǝƻǘ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ǘƻ ƛǘ ȅŜǘΦ {ƻƻƴ ǘƘŜ ŘƻŎǘƻǊ ŀǇǇŜŀǊŜŘΣ ŀƴƴƻǳƴŎƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ŜƴŘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ōǊƛŜŦ 

ǾƛǎƛǘΦ !ǎ ƘŜ ŜǎŎƻǊǘŜŘ aŀǊƛŀ ƻǳǘΣ ǇǊƻōŀōƭȅ ŘŜŜƳƛƴƎ ƘŜǊ ǘƻ ōŜ ǘƘŜ ƘŜǊƻΩǎ ŦƛŀƴŎŞŜΣ ƘŜ 

expressed his hopes that the ǇŀǘƛŜƴǘ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ōŜ Ŧǳƭƭȅ ǊŜŎƻǾŜǊŜŘ ƛƴ ŀ ƳƻƴǘƘΩǎ ǘƛƳŜΦ  

It took about a month, in fact, for a letter from the General to reach her. The man 

ǎŜŜƳŜŘ ǘƻ ōŜ ŀ ƪƛƴŘ ŀƴŘ ŦǊƛŜƴŘƭȅ ǎǇƛǊƛǘΣ ŘƻƛƴƎ Ƙƛǎ ōŜǎǘ ǘƻ ŎƻƳŦƻǊǘ aŀǊƛŀ Ψƛƴ ƘŜǊ ƘƻǳǊ ƻŦ 

ŘƛǎǘǊŜǎǎΦΩ [ƻǘƘŀǊ ƘŀŘ ƻōǾƛƻǳǎly informed the General about their more-than-passing 

meeting; God only knew what the General read into it. Maria learnt that General 
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Haushofer was occupied elsewhere but would undertake a trip to Vienna in three months, 

bringing along a Baron von Sebottendorf, whose name was familiar to Maria from the 

occult magazine Ostara she was following and whom she had met briefly at a symposium 

on oriental mysticism. 

Lothar was indeed back on his feet by that time, but their relationship, probably 

marred by the bitter aftermath of what now seemed to be a confusing memory from a 

distant past, had congealed into a friendly and melancholy status quo, with any sprouts of 

a romance mercilessly neutered.  

¢ƘŜ ƳŜŜǘƛƴƎ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ /ŀŦŞ {ŎƘƻǇŜƴƘŀǳŜǊ ǿŀǎ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǘǳǊƴƛƴƎ Ǉƻƛƴǘǎ ƛn her life. After 

that evening, she often lay awake in her bed, striving in vain to recall the moment when 

an otherworldly entity had spoken through her. She never was able to.  

The gentlemen had gone back to Munich; Lothar had returned as well, as he was 

deemed unfit to continue his career as a fighter pilot. He had asked Maria to join him 

there. In fact, all of them had asked Maria to move to Munich. Yet she hesitated. For some 

reason she was reluctant to give up the life she loved to hate for a life she dreamt about. 

Dreams are only comforting as long as they are definite ς and they are only definite as 

long as they are never tried out. The thought that she might find herself unable to offer 

what was expected of her when in Munich kept her firmly in her small apartment in 

Vienna. But instead of renting a larger one, as she had planned some months ago, she 

now found herself saving her earnings. Was this for the trip, for a new beginning in 

Munich? Whenever she tried to answer that question, she forbade herself to listen to the 

reply.  

Things took a turn for the worse the next year. The Empire was crumbling. All of a 

sudden the once proud Viennese realized that they were hated by everyone whom they 

had considered their loyally equal neighbours. The Empire was divided into smaller and 

smaller portions almost daily. Nothing seemed the same; in fact, nothing was the same 

without that certain Imperial and Royal seasoning that everyone had taken for granted. 

Lacking that, the Imperial Opera was just another theatre; the Danube was just a dirty 

ǊƛǾŜǊΦ /ŀŦŞ {ŎƘƻǇŜƴƘŀǳŜǊ ƘŀŘ ōŜŎƻƳŜ ŀƴ unremarkable coffee house, one among 

hundreds. Maria sat there for hours, trying to put her finger on what exactly had changed, 

as if naming the curse could cure the place and restore its ambience. But nothing had 

changed except an era.  
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She had written to both Sigrun and General Haushofer, urging them to get to know 

each other. She was anxious to find out whether the General would find a replacement for 

her in Sigrun, but in his letter the General assured Maria that even though her lady friend 

had such a deep interest and knowledge regarding the spiritual world she exhibited no 

actual mediumistic qualities. Maria was still impatiently expected in Munich. But at the 

same time the General anŘ Ǿƻƴ {ŜōƻǘǘŜƴŘƻǊŦ ƘŀŘ ŎƻƳŜ ǳǇ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ Ǉƭŀƴ ǘƻ ŦƻǊƳ ŀ ƭŀŘƛŜǎΩ 

subsection of the Thule Society, concentrated solely on mediumistic communication with 

other worlds in the search for the universal power described in the book as Vril. By all 

accounts, Munich was the place where things were happening. A new national movement 

rooted in the glory of the days gone by was sprouting, and this was exactly what was 

needed to dispel the universal depression, grey and damp like the mists of November. Her 

hesitancy overcome, Maria packed her belongings and took a train there.  

The mood was rather exiting. Everyone wanted to gain power; everyone betted on a 

bŜǿ 9ǊŀΣ ǘƘŜ bŜǿ aŀƴΣ bŜǿ LŘŜŀǎΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎ ŀǘ ƻƴŎŜ ƘƛƭŀǊƛƻǳǎ ŀƴŘ ƭŜǘƘŀƭΦ {ƛƎǊǳƴ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ 

changed, even though she was now of age and dressed more smartly. She had made new 

friends: there was Traute, a nice maiden from the provinces, and Hella, a charmingly 

simple yet aristocratic young lady whom Sigrun had met through the General and von 

Sebottendorf. Both ladies had beautiful ƭƻƴƎ ƘŀƛǊΣ ǘƘƻǳƎƘ ƴƻǘ ǉǳƛǘŜ ƳŀǘŎƘƛƴƎ aŀǊƛŀΩǎΦ  

Lothar, who had come to meet Maria at the train station, looked well enough but his 

initial charm had gone the way the charm of Vienna had. Something was missing ς he was 

ƴƛŎŜ ōǳǘ ƴƻ ƭƻƴƎŜǊ ƳŀŘŜ aŀǊƛŀΩǎ ƘŜŀǊǘ skip a beat. He greeted her as a man would greet 

his sister and secretly Maria thanked God for this. She was much happier with Lothar as a 

brotherly figure. Refusing his offer for her to move into his spacious apartment, Maria 

found top floor rooms for a reasonable price and began settling in. She discovered that 

the competition between the professional traders in the occult was a fierce one. They 

ŀŘǾŜǊǘƛǎŜŘ ŜǾŜǊȅǿƘŜǊŜΣ ǘǊȅƛƴƎ ǘƻ ŀǘǘǊŀŎǘ ŀǘǘŜƴǘƛƻƴ ōȅ ŜǾŜǊȅ ǇƻǎǎƛōƭŜ ƳŜŀƴǎΦ .ǳǘ ƛǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ 

really any wonder, because this was a city where death walked alongside you. The 

mourners were prepared to pay for anything that fuelled their hope of a reunion with 

their loved ones.  

Sigrun had undertaken a small mediumistic business of her own, but by the time Maria 

arrived in Munich, the establishment had reverted back to its proper application as 

{ƛƎǊǳƴΩǎ ŀǇŀǊǘƳŜƴǘΦ {ƘŜ ƘŀŘ ŘƻƴŜ ŀ ƭƻǘ ƻŦ ǎǘǳŘȅƛƴƎ ŀƴŘ ǿŀǎ ŀŎǘƛǾŜƭȅ ƛƴǾƻƭǾŜŘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊƪ 
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of the Thulists ς as was Hella ς but both women had come to terms with the realization 

that they would never be what they always had hoped for ς true mediums ς and had 

settled for the next best thing, adapting to various occupations for the good of the cause.  

Maria was almost immediately regarded ς and indeed, sometimes regarded herself ς as 

the unofficial leader of the group. On most occasions they were merely a gathering of 

friends, interested in the same issues, discussing these among themselves. There was 

never any talk of organizing themselves into a society of their own and going through all 

the necessary hustle and bustle that came with it ς putting down a constitution, voting for 

or against topics and schedules,  and so on. Only once did they laughingly jest on the 

possibility of raising money by taxing themselves: to impose a membership tax as well as a 

special penalty fee for not attending a meeting.  

Months passed, but there was no news from General Haushofer, who was evidently 

engaged in business elsewhere. Maria met with Lothar every now and then ς ǘƘŜȅΩŘ ƘŀǾŜ 

dinner or take a walk; a tension between them which had replaced the initial thrill of the 

first meeting had begun to fade away, and that made their association easier. Maria had 

two or three bookings per week; most of the clients came to her apartment and left 

moderately satisfied or sometimes overwhelmed; occasionally she was invited to the 

houses of the wealthier citizens who were eager to contact their lost sons and were 

grateful for each grain of consolation. These visits paid well and Maria was able to treat 

herself and Sigrun (who remained her best friend) to an evening at the moving pictures 

and a beer garden every now and then. 

When Maria had met Sigrun at the beer pavilion and told her about the visit of Hess 

and Hitler the previous day she had felt a tingling sensation: it was she who had been 

chosen to deliver the message to Sigrun, not the other way around.  

ά{ƻΣ ǿŜǊŜ ǘƘŜȅ ƘŀƴŘǎƻƳŜΚέ Sigrun had continued to press. 

άaƻŘŜǊŀǘŜƭȅΣέ aŀǊƛŀ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘΦ ά¸ŜǎΣέ ǎƘŜ ǘƘŜƴ ƎƛƎƎƭŜŘΦ ά9ǎǇŜŎƛŀƭƭȅ ǘƘŜ ŘŀǊƪ ƻƴŜΦ 5ŜŜǇ 

set, fiery eyes; tall and lean. The other one, Hitler ς your typical next door chap. Though 

ƴƻǘ ǿƛǘƘƻǳǘ ŀ ŎŜǊǘŀƛƴ ŀǇǇŜŀƭΦ !ǳǎǘǊƛŀƴΣ ȅƻǳ ƪƴƻǿΦέ 

ά²ŀǎ ƘŜΚέ 

άIŜ ǿŀǎΣ ŜǾŜƴ ǘƘƻǳƎƘ ƘŜ ǘǊƛŜŘ ǘƻ ŎƻƴŎŜŀƭ ƛǘΦ L ǿƻǳƭŘ ǎŀȅΣ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ {ŀƭȊōǳǊƎ ŀǊŜŀΦ .ǳǘ 

ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ƳƛǎǎƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ǇƻƛƴǘΦ !ŦǘŜǊ L ƘŀŘ passed the test, I learnt of their real reason ς and 

ƘŜǊŜ ƛǘ ƛǎΗέ 
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Maria handed Sigrun the note from General Haushofer, which read:  

ά5ŜŀǊ aŀǊƛŀΣ ƛǘΩǎ ōŜŜƴ ƻǾŜǊ ŀ ȅŜŀǊ ǎƛƴŎŜ ƻǳǊ ƭŀǎǘ ƳŜŜǘƛƴƎ ƛƴ ±ƛŜƴƴŀΦ L ǿƻǳƭŘ ǾŜǊȅ ƳǳŎƘ 

like to have the honour of a further one on 4th of February. There will be a gathering in a 

hunting lodge in Berchtesgaden ς you already know most of those who will be attending. 

We would like to discuss our work and achievements of the past year and consider some 

possible improvements which could advance our cause. Please extend this invitation to the 

ƻǘƘŜǊ ƭŀŘƛŜǎ ƛƴ ȅƻǳǊ ŎƛǊŎƭŜΦ ¢ǊŀƴǎǇƻǊǘŀǘƛƻƴ ǿƛƭƭ ōŜ ƻǊƎŀƴƛȊŜŘΦέ 

άCǳƴƴȅΣέ aŀǊƛŀ ǎŀƛŘΣ ŎƻƴǘŜƳǇƭŀǘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ŦǊƻǎǘ ŦƭƻǿŜǊǎ ǘǿƛƴƛƴƎ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǿƛƴŘƻǿ ǇŀƴŜ ƻŦ 

ǘƘŜ ōŜŜǊ ǇŀǾƛƭƛƻƴΦ ά²Ŝ ƘŀǾŜ ŎƻƳŜ ŀ ƭƻƴƎ ǿŀȅΣ ȅƻǳ ŀƴŘ LΦέ 

άCǊƻƳ ǿƘŜǊŜΚέ {ƛƎǊǳƴ ŀǎƪŜŘΣ ǎǘƛƭƭ ƛƳƳŜǊǎŜŘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƭŜǘǘŜǊΣ ǿƘƛŎƘ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎ ǊŜŀŘƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ 

third or fourth time. 

άCǊƻƳ ƻǳǊ ŦƛǊǎǘ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ǎŞŀƴŎŜǎΦ CǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ŎŀǊŘǎΣ ƎƭŀǎǎŜǎΣ ŎǊȅǎǘŀƭ ōŀƭƭΣ ǘŜŀ ƭŜŀǾŜǎΣ hǳƛƧŀ 

boards, summoning the plate spirits. Everything was such fun, such a thrill. Now it feels so 

ƳǳŎƘ ƛǎ ŜȄǇŜŎǘŜŘ ƻŦ ǳǎΦ !ƴŘ ǘƘŜ Ŧǳƴ ǎŜŜƳǎ ǘƻ ōŜ ƭƻǎǘΦέ 

Sigrun folded the letter and embraced Maria.  

άLǎƴΩǘ ƛǘ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘŀǘΚ LǘΩǎ ǇǊŜǘǘȅ ƳǳŎƘ ǿƘŀǘ CǊƛŜŘŀ ǘƻƭŘ ƳŜ ƻƴƭȅ ƭŀǎǘ ƴƛƎƘǘΦέ 

Maria knew Frieda to be a ƎƛǊƭ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ŎƻǊǇǎ ŘŜ ōŀƭƭŜǘΣ {ƛƎǊǳƴΩǎ ŎǳǊǊŜƴǘ ǊƻƻƳ-mate. 

ά²Ƙŀǘ ŘƛŘ ǎƘŜ ǎŀȅΚέ 

ά{ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ς every little girl dreams of being a ballerina. And every little girl who 

eventually gets to stand on the stage in her tutu and pointe shoes has been stripped of 

her dream. Not the dream of dancing ς her dream about ŘŀƴŎƛƴƎΦέ   

Maria felt a shiver. The pavilion was cold; it was designed for good times: to be a well-

heated, well-lit island of pleasure. Instead, it struggled on as a poorly-lit, poorly-heated 

establishment for those who shunned the thriving places where groups of politically active 

Ŧƻƭƪ ǿŜƴǘΦ Lǘ ƘŀŘ ŦŀǊŜŘ ŜǾŜƴ ǿƻǊǎŜ ǘƘŀƴ ǘƘŜ /ŀŦŞ {ŎƘƻǇŜƴƘŀǳŜǊΦ  
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Chapter VI: Berchtesgaden, 1919, part I 

 

 

A car pulled in next to the lamp post.  

If he hoots to get our attŜƴǘƛƻƴΣ ƘŜΩǎ ƴƻ ƎŜƴǘƭŜƳŀƴΣ aŀǊƛŀ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ǘƻ ƘŜǊǎŜƭŦΦ LƴǎǘŜŀŘΣ 

she saw the driver exit, in spite of the blizzard, and head towards the house.  

ά¢ƘŜȅΩǾŜ ŀǊǊƛǾŜŘΣέ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƻ {ƛƎǊǳƴΦ 

It was Lothar. He had been warned against driving, but refused to take heed, being 

eager to get back in action even though his body was against it. Sometimes Maria thought 

ǘƘŀǘ [ƻǘƘŀǊ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ƎǊŀǎǇŜŘ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǿŀǊ ƘŀŘ ōŜŜƴ ƭƻǎǘΦ 

ά[ŀŘƛŜǎΣέ ƘŜ ƎǊŜŜǘŜŘ ǘƘŜƳ ŦƻǊƳŀƭƭȅΦ 

Lǘ ǿŀǎ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘǿƻ ƘƻǳǊǎΩ ŘǊƛǾŜΦ ¢ƘŜȅ ǎŜǘ ƻŦŦ ƛƴ ŘŀǊƪƴŜǎǎ ŀƴŘ ƛt grew even darker as they 

kept on driving.  

ά¢ƘŜ ǾƛŜǿ ǿƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ǎƛƳǇƭȅ ƳŀƎƴƛŦƛŎŜƴǘΣέ [ƻǘƘŀǊ ǎŀƛŘΦ άhŦ ŎƻǳǊǎŜΣ ƛǘΩǎ ǘƻƻ ŘŀǊƪ ǘƻ ǎŜŜ ƛǘ 

ƴƻǿΦ Lƴ ǘƘŜ ƳƻǊƴƛƴƎΣ ŀǎ ǿŜ ƘŜŀŘ ōŀŎƪΦέ 

ά²Ƙȅ ƛǎ ƛǘ ƴŜŎŜǎǎŀǊȅ ǘƻ ǘŀƪŜ ǎǳŎƘ ŀ ƭƻƴƎ ǘǊƛǇΚέ {ƛƎǊǳƴ ŀǎƪŜŘΣ ǇǊŜǎǎƛƴƎ ƘŜǊǎŜƭŦ ŀƎŀƛnst 

Maria for warmth. 

ά¢ƘŜ ƭƻŘƎŜ ƛǎ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ Ŧƻƻǘ ƻŦ ¦ƴǘŜǊǎōŜǊƎΣέ [ƻǘƘŀǊ ǎŀƛŘΦ άLǘΩǎ ŀ ƳŀƎƛŎ Ƴƻǳƴǘŀƛƴ ǿƛǘƘ ƎǊŜŀǘ 

ǎŜŎǊŜǘǎΦ LǘΩǎ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ōŜŜƴ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƘŀǘ ƛǘΩǎ ǘƘŜ ǊŜǎǘƛƴƎ ǇƭŀŎŜ ƻŦ /ƘŀǊƭŜƳŀƎƴŜΣ ŦǊƻƳ ǿƘŜǊŜ ƘŜ 

ǎƘŀƭƭ ǊƛǎŜ ƻƴŜ ŘŀȅΦέ 

In the rear view mirror, Maria could see him taking a surreptitious glance at the ladies, 

to see if he had managed to scare or excite them.  

ά²ƻǳƭŘ ǘƘŀǘ Řŀȅ ōŜ ǘƻŘŀȅΚέ aŀǊƛŀ ŀǎƪŜŘ ƳƻŎƪƛƴƎƭȅΦ 

άLΩƳ ǎǳǊŜ ǘƘŜ ƎŜƴŜǊŀƭ ƻǊ .ŀǊƻƴ Ǿƻƴ {ŜōƻǘǘŜƴŘƻǊŦ ǿƛƭƭ ŜȄǇƭŀƛƴ ƛǘ ƳƻǊŜ ǇǊŜŎƛǎŜƭȅΦέ 

After two hours, the ladies had eaten all their biscuits and sandwiches but their 

destination was still wrapped in darkness.  

ά.Ŝ ǘƘŜǊŜ ƛƴ ƴƻ ǘƛƳŜΣέ [ƻǘƘŀǊ ŀǎǎǳǊŜŘ ǘƘŜƳΦ ¢ƘŜ ƭŀŘƛŜǎ ƘŀŘ ƘŜŀǊŘ ǘƘƛǎ ōŜŦƻǊŜΦ  

After having dozed off, they were awakened by the car slowing down and taking a turn 

towards a secluded building, decorated with a couple of torches on either side of the 

entrance.  
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άIŜǊŜ ǿŜ ŀǊŜΣ ƭŀŘƛŜǎΦέ 

It was a rather large hunting lodge, built in the Gothic revival style. Just behind it, the 

majestic silhouette of the Untersberg Mountain was towering above the landscape. There 

was a strange, barely visible glow over the crest. Maria glanced at her wrist watch: it was 

barely eight in the evening. Here it felt as if a perpetual midnight was ruling over these 

lands.  

The door opened and General Haushofer and Baron von Sebottendorf came to receive 

the guests. The lodge had apparently become disused in recent years. There were 

countless dust-covered stuffed deer heads and antlers mounted on oak plates, each one 

meticulously labelled with the exact date of the kill. Everything was at least ten years old; 

most of the creatures had been roaming the woods in the previous century. The ladies 

were offered some refreshments and hot punch. Maria exchanged warm greetings with 

Prelate Gernot, who had grown significantly older since their last meeting. More Thulists 

had gathered: Maria met an elderly gentleman called Eckart and a nice young man of her 

own age, Alfred Rosenberg. There was a gentleman who was introduced to her, as 

representing the Lords of the Black Stone ς another occult organization that stood close to 

the Thule Society. Two gentlemen, called Jensen and Delitzsch, were, as Prelate Gernot 

explained, the Panbabylonists - experts in the ancient Babylonian culture, which in its turn 

was the driving force behind the Aryan race and culture.  

Hella was already there. 

ά¸ƻǳΩǾŜ ƳŜǘ /ƻǳƴǘŜǎǎ Ǿƻƴ ²ŜǎǘŀǊǇΣέ ǘƘŜ DŜƴŜǊŀƭ ǎŀƛŘΦ ά{ƘŜΩǎ ƛƳƳŜƴǎŜƭȅ ŜŦŦƛŎƛŜƴǘΗ 

²Ƙŀǘ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƻǳǊ {ƻŎƛŜǘȅ Řƻ ǿƛǘƘƻǳǘ ƘŜǊΚέ 

Hella smiled modestly and curtsied. Prelate Gernot approached with another young 

man. 

ά[ŀŘƛŜǎΣ Ƴŀȅ LΥ Ƙƛǎ {ŜǊŜƴŜ IƛƎƘƴŜǎǎΣ tǊƛƴŎŜ DǳǎǘŀǾ Ǿƻƴ ¢ƘǳǊƴ ǳƴŘ ¢ŀȄƛǎΦέ 

This was the first prince Maria had ever met. She was disappointed to notice the lack of 

anything remotely dashing in the man, who was short sighted, extremely shy and rather 

ǎƪƛƴƴȅΦ IŜ ǊŀƛǎŜŘ aŀǊƛŀΩǎ ƘŀƴŘ ǘƻ Ƙƛǎ ƭƛǇǎΣ ǿƘƛŎƘ ǊŜǎŜƳōƭŜŘ ŀƴŘ ǿŜǊŜ ŀǎ ŎƻƭŘ ŀǎ ǘƘƻǎŜ ƻŦ ŀ 

fish.  

Another lady, patrician in stature and heavily jewelled, descended the stairs. General 

Haushofer took a few swift steps to welcome her. 

ά¸ƻǳǊ {ŜǊŜƴŜ IƛƎƘƴŜǎǎΗ aŀȅ L ǇƭŜŀǎŜ ƛƴǘǊƻŘǳŎŜΧέ 
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άaŀǊƛŀ hǊǎƛŎΣ ǘƘŜ ǊŜƴƻǿƴŜŘ ǎǇƛǊƛǘǳŀƭƛǎǘ ŦǊƻƳ ±ƛŜƴƴŀΣέ ǘƘŜ ƭŀŘȅ ƛƴǘŜǊǊǳǇǘŜŘ him in a 

ǾƻƛŎŜ ǘƘŀǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǇŜǊƳƛǘ ŘƛǎŀƎǊŜŜƳŜƴǘΦ {ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ŜǾŜǊȅǘƘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ǇǊƛƴŎŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘΥ ǊŜƎŀƭ ŀƴŘ 

majestic, pale and exquisite like an ivory carving. She was perhaps some ten years older 

than Maria, and her whole appearance oozed an aura of omnipotent sophistication. With 

a gesture of supreme grace and yet simplicity that was the trademark of nobility of the 

highest rank, she reached out her hands and embraced Maria. 

ά/ŀƭƭ ƳŜ CǊŀƴȊƛǎƪŀΣέ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ  

General Haushofer was instantly at her side, taking care of the formal part that was not 

to be skipped. 

άIŜǊ {ŜǊŜƴŜ IƛƎƘƴŜǎǎΣ CǊŀƴȊƛǎƪŀ wƻƳŀƴŀΣ tǊƛƴŎŜǎǎ zu Oettingen-Oettingen and 

Oettingen-{ǇƛŜƭōŜǊƎΦέ 

ά!ƴŘ ŀ ƎǊŜŀǘ ŀŘƳƛǊŜǊ ƻŦ ȅƻǳǊǎΣέ ǘƘŜ ǇǊƛƴŎŜǎǎ ŀŘŘŜŘΦ  

Before Maria could even ask how this grand lady knew about her work, the general 

hastened to explain: 

άIŜǊ ƘƛƎƘƴŜǎǎ ƛǎ ŀ Ƴƻǎǘ ƎŜƴŜǊƻǳǎ ǎǳǇǇƻǊǘŜǊ ƻŦ ƻǳǊ ŎŀǳǎŜΦ {ƘŜ ƛǎ ŘŜŜǇƭȅ ƛƴǘŜǊŜǎǘŜŘ ƛƴ 

ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊƪ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ tŀƴōŀōȅƭƻƴƛǎǘ {ƻŎƛŜǘȅ ŀƴŘ {ǳƳŜǊƛŀƴ ŎǳƭǘǳǊŜΦέ 

άLƴŘŜŜŘΣέ ǘƘŜ ǇǊƛƴŎŜǎǎ ŎƻƴŎǳǊǊŜŘΦ άL ƘŀǾŜ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ǇǊŜŘƛŎǘŜŘ ǘƘŀǘ ƻƴŜ Řŀȅ ǘƘŜ ǎǇƛǊƛǘǳŀƭ 

link between the Sumerians of the old and our modern times will be established. You have 

ǇǊƻǾŜŘ ƳŜ ǊƛƎƘǘΗέ {he embraced Maria again. Her heavily nostalgic perfume of forget-me-

nots reminded Maria of the fragrances she had been missing in Vienna since the collapse 

of the empire.  

Maria curtsied. The princess took her arm and led her towards the dining room.  

ά²Ŝ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ Ƴǳǎǘ ƎŜǘ ǘƻƎŜǘƘŜǊ ǿƘŜƴ LΩƳ ƛƴ aǳƴƛŎƘΣέ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ ά¸ƻǳΩǊŜ Ƴȅ ƭƛƴƪ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ Ǉŀǎǘ 

L ƘŀǾŜ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ƭƻƴƎŜŘ ŦƻǊΦ L ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ǎŜŜ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ȅƻǳǊ ŜȅŜǎΦ tŜǊƘŀǇǎΣ ƛŦ ǿŜΩǊŜ ǘƻƎŜǘƘŜǊΣ L 

ŎƻǳƭŘ ǇŀǊǘŀƪŜ ƛƴ ŀ Ǿƛǎƛǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŀƴŎƛŜƴǘ ǎǇƛǊƛǘ ǘƘŀǘ Ƙŀǎ ōŜŜƴ ǘŀƭƪƛƴƎ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ȅƻǳΦέ 

άLǘ ǿƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ŀƴ ƘƻƴƻǳǊΣ ¸ƻǳǊ IƛƎƘƴŜǎǎΣέ aŀǊƛŀ ǎŀƛŘΦ 

άCǊŀƴȊƛǎƪŀΗέ ǘƘŜ ǇǊƛƴŎŜǎǎ ŎƻǊǊŜŎǘŜŘ ƘŜǊΦ 

After a few servings of hot punch from a steaming bowl, the newcomers felt quite at 

ŜŀǎŜΦ aŀǊƛŀ ƘŀŘ ǘƘŜ ǎŜƴǎŀǘƛƻƴ ƻŦ ŀǘǘŜƴŘƛƴƎ ŀ bŜǿ ¸ŜŀǊΩǎ 9ǾŜ ǇŀǊǘȅΣ ǉǳƛǘŜ ŀǎ ǘƘŜy were 

before the war, when she had been young and innocent. 

ά¸ƻǳ ǇǊƻōŀōƭȅ ǿƻƴŘŜǊΣ ǿƘȅ ǿŜ ŎƘƻǎŜ ǘƘƛǎ ǊŜƳƻǘŜ ƭƻŎŀǘƛƻƴ ŀƴŘ ǘƘƛǎ ǊŀǘƘŜǊ ŘŜǎŜǊǘŜŘ 

ƘƻǳǎŜ ŦƻǊ ƻǳǊ ƳŜŜǘƛƴƎΣέ ǘƘŜ ǇǊŜƭŀǘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ ŀŦǘŜǊ ƘŀǾƛƴƎ ƛƴǾƛǘŜŘ ŜǾŜǊȅƻƴŜ ǘƻ ŀ ǊƻƻƳ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ 
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bulky fireplace and two large suits of armour shielding non-ŜȄƛǎǘŜƴǘ ƪƴƛƎƘǘǎΦ ά.ǳǘ ǿƘŜƴ 

we call a place remote, we think of our own urban perspective. Far from Berlin, far from 

Vienna ς but are the cities really the central places? They are not, because our Earth has 

its own structure: its veins, its arteries, its pain points and its nerve endings. And just as a 

human being has his orifices, so does the Earth. Should one reach down our throat, one 

ǿƻǳƭŘ ŜǾŜƴǘǳŀƭƭȅ ǘƻǳŎƘ ƻǳǊ ƘŜŀǊǘΦ LǘΩǎ ǘƘŜ ǎŀƳŜ ǿƛǘƘ ƻǳǊ ǇƭŀƴŜǘΦ ¢ƘŜǊŜ ŀǊŜ ŜƴǘǊŀƴŎŜǎ 

ǿƘƛŎƘ ƭŜŀŘ ǎǘǊŀƛƎƘǘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƛƴƴŜǊ ǊŜŀƭƳǎ ƻŦ 9ŀǊǘƘΦ hƴŜ ƻŦ ǘƘƻǎŜ ƛǎ ƘŜǊŜΦέ  

He walked to the window, looking out into the darkness which hid the mountain from 

sight.   

ά¢Ƙƛǎ ƛǎ ŀ ǎƛƎƴƛŦƛŎŀƴǘ ǇƭŀŎŜ; perhaps the most significant, not only in Germany, but in 

the whole of Europe. Even the Tibetans knew about it. When I had the privilege of 

conversing with the great spiritual leader of the Tibetans, Dalai Lama, he called Germany 

ΨǘƘŜ [ŀƴŘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ aƛŘƴƛƎƘǘ aƻǳƴǘŀƛƴΩΦ !ŎŎƻǊŘƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƘƛƳΣ ǘƘƛǎ ƛǎ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŎƘŀƪǊŀǎΣ ǘƘŜ 

energy knots of the Earth, a place which is a cosmic axis of the planet. 

ά¦ƴǘŜǊǎōŜǊƎ ƛǎ ŀƭǎƻ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŦŜǿ ŜƴǘǊŀƴŎŜǎ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƛƴƴŜǊ ǿƻǊƭŘ ǘƘŀǘ .ǳƭǿŜǊ-Lytton 

described in his book. There are caves in this majestic mountain, from which nobody has 

ever returned, but from which very strange people or animals have occasionally emerged. 

I knew an explorer who went into these caves and, after a couple of days desperately 

searching for an exit, found himself walking out into the Andes! Meanwhile, as he soon 

learnt, six months had passed without him realizing what had happened to him. Had it not 

been for the help of the local missionaries and the German consulate, we would perhaps 

never have heard his story.  

άhƭŘ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ǎǘƛƭƭ ǘŜƭƭ ŀ ǘŀƭŜ ƻŦ ŀ ǎǘǊŀƴƎŜ ŘŀǊƪ ǎƘŜǇƘŜǊŘ Ƴaiden and her bizarre looking 

goat who emerged from one of the caves about half a century ago. The poor creature was 

unable to understand what had happened to her; nobody understood her language and 

she, naturally, had no knowledge of any European languages. She soon died of the shock 

of her experience; the goat is stuffed in a local Natural History Museum and we now know 

it to be an Indian Chigu goat. This has led the locals to believe that the caves of Untersberg 

are mysterious shortcuts to other places and probably other times. An age-old legend says 

that Charlemagne himself is resting inside this mountain, in an underworld palace, and 

will one day arise to lead the World. If this place acts as a time portal, perhaps indeed 
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Charlemagne is just resting with his knights and when they awaken, a thousand years will 

ƘŀǾŜ ǇŀǎǎŜŘΦέ 

ά¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ƴƻǘ ǎǳƎƎŜǎǘƛƴƎ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŜ ŀƭƭ Ǝƻ Ƴƻǳƴǘŀƛƴ ŎƭƛƳōƛƴƎΣ ŘŜŀǊ ǇǊŜƭŀǘŜΚέ IŜƭƭŀ ƧƻƪŜŘ ŀƴŘ 

gave a nervous giggle in which the other ladies joined.  

ά²Ŝ ƘŀǾŜ ƳƻǊŜ ƛƳǇƻǊǘŀƴǘ ƳŀǘǘŜǊǎ ŀǘ ƘŀƴŘΣ ŘŜŀǊ /ƻǳƴǘŜǎǎΣέ ǘƘŜ ǇǊŜƭŀǘŜ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘΦ άCƻǊ 

there are moments, when Untersberg looks towards the constellation of Taurus, with no 

other celestial bodies blocking the view or interfering. On these nights, there is what we 

might call a cosmic tide. When our Moon causes tides and ebbs on the physical level, 

some events seem to cause similar effects on the spiritual level. Have you ever heard an 

interesting word ς ΨǎȅȊȅƎȅΩΚέ 

Since the gentlemen in the company looked expectantly at the ladies, it seemed to be 

clear that they were familiar with it. The ladies were not. 

ά¢ƘŜ ǿƻǊŘ ŎƻƳŜǎ ŦǊƻƳ !ƴŎƛŜƴǘ DǊŜŜŎŜΣέ ǘƘŜ tǊŜƭŀǘŜ ŎƻƴǘƛƴǳŜŘΦ άLǘ Ŏŀƴ ōŜ ǊƻǳƎƘƭȅ 

ǘǊŀƴǎƭŀǘŜŘ ŀǎ ΨȅƻƪŜŘ ǘƻƎŜǘƘŜǊΩΦ Lƴ ŀǎǘǊƻƴƻƳȅΣ ƛǘ ǎƛƎƴƛŦƛŜǎ Ƴŀƴȅ ŘƛŦŦŜǊŜƴǘ ŜǾŜƴǘǎ ς 

conjunctions or oppositions of the planets and stars. Today, a very interesting 

configuration takes place: all the other planets of our system are on the opposite side of 

the Sun, leaving the Earth with almost no cosmic interaction. The exact moment when 

they are the farthest from us, with the moon being on the opposite side of the Earth, a 

cosmic impulse hits our planet ς Ƙƛǘǎ ǘƘŜ aƛŘƴƛƎƘǘ aƻǳƴǘŀƛƴΦέ 

ά!ƴŘ ǘƘƛǎ ƛǎ ǘƘŜ ƴƛƎƘǘΚέ aŀǊƛŀ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ 

άLǘ ƛǎΣέ ǘƘŜ ǇǊŜƭŀǘŜ ŎƻƴŦƛǊƳŜŘΦ άLǘ ǿƛƭƭ ƻŎŎǳǊ ƛƴ ǘǿŜƴǘȅ ƳƛƴǳǘŜǎΦέ 

ά{ƻΧ ǿƘŀǘ ǿƛƭƭ ƘŀǇǇŜƴΚέ {ƛƎǊǳƴ ǿƘƛǎǇŜred. 

The prelate spread his hands apologetically.  

άIƻǿ Ŏŀƴ ǿŜ ǇǊŜŘƛŎǘ ǘƘŀǘΚ tŜǊƘŀǇǎ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ ǘǊŀǾŜƭƭŜǊ ǿƛƭƭ ŜȄƛǘ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ŎŀǾŜǎΚ tŜǊƘŀǇǎ 

/ƘŀǊƭŜƳŀƎƴŜ ǿƛƭƭ ŀǿŀƪŜƴΚέ 

He returned to the table, where the guests had taken their seats.  

ά¢Ƙƛǎ ƘƻǳǎŜ ǿŀǎ ōǳƛƭǘ ōȅ ƻǳǊ ƎƻƻŘ ŦǊƛŜƴŘΣ ǘƘŜ ƎǊŜŀǘ ǿǊƛǘŜǊ ŀƴŘ ƳȅǎǘƛŎΣ DǳƛŘƻ Ǿƻƴ [ƛǎǘΣέ 

ƘŜ ŎƻƴǘƛƴǳŜŘΦ άLǘ ƛǎ ŀ ƎǊŜŀǘ Ǉƛǘȅ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŜ ƛǎ ŎǳǊǊŜƴǘƭȅ ƛƴ ǾŜǊȅ ǇƻƻǊ ƘŜŀƭǘƘΣ ōŜƛƴƎ ǎŜǾŜƴǘȅ 

years of age. He is passionate about the spiritual powers of the mountains and especially 

Untersberg Mountain. In his younger years, he had several mystic experiences here during 

the rare occurrences of syzygy. About twenty years ago, List experienced almost a year of 

temporary blindness. He had himself brought here, where he patiently awaited the right 
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cosmic moment. When it arrived, he experienced what he referred to as the opening of 

his Inner Eye. In a cosmic vision, the Secret of the Runes came to him. The eighteen 

Armanen runes are encoded in a structure of a hexagonal crystal. When light is being 

shone through a crystal under different angles, all these runes are being projected. Von 

List was certain that the runic alphabet was revealed to him by the sleeping subconscious 

of Charlemagne, amplified by the cosmic impulse from the direction of Taurus, where we 

find Aldebaran ς ǎƻ ǇǊƻƳƛƴŜƴǘƭȅ ƳŀǊƪŜŘ ƛƴ ȅƻǳǊ ǎǳōŎƻƴǎŎƛƻǳǎ ŘǊŀǿƛƴƎΦέ 

The prelate fell silent and even though the information had been shared with the 

whole company, Maria felt the eyes of everyone now turning towards her. As if to 

underline the expectation, the Prince von Thurn und Taxis pushed some sheets of paper 

and a pen towards her, without saying a word. 

Maria stared at the paper. 

ά{ƘƻǳƭŘ LΧ Lǎ ǘƘŜǊŜ ŀ Ǌƛǘǳŀƭ L ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ǇŜǊŦƻǊƳΧΚέ 

άaȅ ŘŜŀǊΣ ƭŜǘ ǘƘŜ Ǌƛǘǳŀƭǎ ōŜ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ǇƭŜŀǎǳǊŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ paying customersΣέ Ǿƻƴ {ŜōƻǘǘŜƴŘƻǊŦ 

ƴƻǿ ǎŀƛŘΦ ά²Ŝ ŜŀŎƘ ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ǳƴƛǉǳŜ ŀƴŘ ǇǊƛǾŀǘŜ ǿŀȅ ǘƻ ƻǇŜƴ ƻǳǊ ƳƛƴŘǎ ŀƴŘ ǎǇƛǊƛǘǎ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ 

¦ƴƛǾŜǊǎŜΦ [ŜǘΩǎ Ƨǳǎǘ ōŜƎƛƴ ǿƛǘƘ ŎƭŜŀǊƛƴƎ ƻǳǊ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘǎ ƻŦ ŀƭƭ ǘƘƛƴƎǎ ƳǳƴŘŀƴŜΦέ 

He closed his eyes and placed his hands on the table, palms turned upwards. 

Instinctively, many members of the company assumed the same position. It became very 

quiet. The fire in the fireplace was dying, but no-one moved to add logs to the flames. The 

bleak winter wind was clawing at the window panes, meowing like a lost cat. Maria closed 

her eyes and it felt as if a great shadow had descended over her. She was uncertain what 

she should concentrate on ς or if she should concentrate on nothingness. Were there 

spirits of the mighty ancestors who might wish to speak through her? Or was the message 

to come from those who inhabited the inner Earth?   

Maria took the pencil in her hand, placed the tip on the paper and breathed out. She 

needed an inner vacuum to distance herself from her body, to make it open and available 

to a visitor from other worlds. She addressed the universe with words that came to her 

from nowhere:  

Cosmic ray ς pierce my heart as an arrow. Cosmic wave ς wash over me and purify my 

senses. Cosmic fire ς make me glow in the darkness so I may see what has lain hidden. 

Cosmic voice ς speak to my spirit in unknown words. Take me there, where nothing is 



 
 

51 

everything, where seconds become millennia, where time flows in every direction and 

matter ceases to exist.  

When Maria breathed in, she felt no air in her lungs. It was light she was breathing; not 

a light that could be visible to the eye, but the light that reveals everything that ever was 

ŀƴŘ ǿƛƭƭ ōŜ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǎƻǳƭΦ {ƘŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŀŦǊŀƛŘΣ ǎƘŜ ƘŀŘ ƴŜƛǘƘŜǊ ǘƘŜ ǿƛǎƘ ǘƻ ǊŜǘǳǊƴ ƴƻǊ ǘƻ ǎǘŀȅΣ 

neither to be nor to stop being. She was an aftermath of a pulsation that had once been, a 

memory of a vibration that was yet to come.  

The great shadow was lifted and she again perceived light in the visible spectrum on 

her closed eyelids. There remained a sound, a cosmic resonance, but she realized it was a 

low humming that she herself was producing. She stopped and opened her eyes; for a 

second it felt as if she was being born. 

ά²ŜƭŎƻƳŜΣ Ƴȅ ŎƘƛƭŘΣέ ŀ ǎƻŦǘ ǾƻƛŎŜ ƻŦ tǊŜƭŀǘŜ DŜǊƴƻǘ ǎŀƛŘΦ ά²Ŝ ǿŜǊŜ ŜȄǇŜŎǘƛƴƎ ȅƻǳ 

ōŀŎƪΦέ 

άIƻǿ ƭƻƴƎ Ƙŀǎ ƛǘ ōŜŜƴΚέ aŀǊia said, while the Prince handed her a glass of water, his 

round eye-glasses misty with agitation. 

άtŜǊƘŀǇǎ ǘŜƴ ƳƛƴǳǘŜǎΣ ƘŀǊŘƭȅ ƳƻǊŜΣέ DŜƴŜǊŀƭ IŀǳǎƘƻŦŜǊ ǎŀƛŘΦ  

άLΩƳ ǎƻǊǊȅΣέ aŀǊƛŀ ǎŀƛŘΣ ŀŦǘŜǊ ǘŀƪƛƴƎ ŀ ǎƛǇΦ άLΩƳ ǎƻǊǊȅ L ŘƛǎŀǇǇƻƛƴǘŜŘ ȅƻǳΦέ 

ά.ǳǘ ȅƻǳ ŘƛŘƴΩǘΣ Ƴȅ ŘŜŀǊΗέ .ŀǊƻƴ Ǿƻƴ {ŜōƻǘǘŜƴŘƻǊŦ ǇǊƻŎƭŀƛƳŜŘΦ Lƴ Ƙƛǎ ƘŀƴŘ ƘŜ ƘŀŘ ŀ 

sheet of paper with markings and strange spiral drawings on it.  

ά¢ƘŜ ǊǳƴŜǎΗέ ƘŜ ŀƭƳƻǎǘ ǎƘƻǳǘŜŘΦ ά[ƻǘǎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜƳΗ ²ƛǘƘ Ƴŀƴȅ ƳƻǊŜ ǾŀǊƛŀǘƛƻƴǎ L ƘŀǾŜ ǎŜŜƴ 

before. Von List must be contacted immediaǘŜƭȅΤ ƘŜΩǎ ǘƘŜ ƻƴƭȅ ƻƴŜ ǿƘƻ Ŏŀƴ ƎƛǾŜ ǳǎ ǘƘŜ 

exact translation of this message! But even the few words I can read, only confirm my 

ŜȄǇŜŎǘŀǘƛƻƴǎΣ ǘƘŜ ŜȄǇŜŎǘŀǘƛƻƴǎ ƻŦ ǳǎ ŀƭƭΗέ 

ά[ƻƻƪ ŀǘ ǘƘŜǎŜ ōŜŀǳǘƛŦǳƭ ǎȅƳōƻƭǎΣέ ǘƘŜ Ƴŀƴ ƛƴǘǊƻŘǳŎŜŘ ǘƻ aŀǊƛŀ ŀǎ 9ŎƪŀǊǘ ǎŀƛŘΣ ǎǘŀƴding 

next to von Sebottendorf, seemingly fascinated by one which resembled a tormented 

spider. 

ά5ƛŘ ς ŘƛŘ L ǿǊƛǘŜ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŀǘΚέ aŀǊƛŀ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ 

ά¸ƻǳ ŘƛŘ ς ŀƴŘ ƳǳŎƘ ƳƻǊŜΗ ¸ƻǳ ǎŀƴƎ ǘƻ ǳǎΗέ Ǿƻƴ {ŜōƻǘǘŜƴŘƻǊŦ ǎŜŜƳŜŘ ǘƻ ōŜ ŜŎǎǘŀǘƛŎΦ 

ά¢ƘŜ ƳŀƴǘǊŀ L ƘŜŀǊŘ ǘƘŜ ¢ƛōŜǘŀƴ Ƴƻƴks of the Yellow Hats hum as they were preparing 

ǘƘŜƳǎŜƭǾŜǎ ŦƻǊ ŀ ŎƻƴǘŀŎǘ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ƎǊŜŀǘ ǎǇƛǊƛǘΦέ 

άLΩǾŜ ƘŜŀǊŘ ƛǘ ǘƻƻΣέ DŜƴŜǊŀƭ IŀǳǎƘƻŦŜǊ ŎƻƴŦƛǊƳŜŘΦ ά¢Ƙƛǎ ƳŀƴǘǊŀ ƛǎ ƴŜǾŜǊ ǿǊƛǘǘŜƴ ŘƻǿƴΣ 

taught or studied. It cannot be learnt or repeated, even though once heard it is instantly 
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recognisable. It is one of the most sacred ones, which will be sent to a person once he or 

ǎƘŜ ƛǎ ǊŜŀŘȅ ǘƻ ŎƘŀƴƴŜƭ ƎǊŜŀǘ ƪƴƻǿƭŜŘƎŜΦ ¢ƘŜ ǎƛƴƎŜǊ ƴŜǾŜǊ ƪƴƻǿǎ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŜ Ƙŀǎ ǎǳƴƎ ƛǘΦ LΩǾŜ 

heard only one monk, who had reached a high level of enlightenment, hum it ς it was 

ǎƻƳŜ ǘƛƳŜ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ǘƘŜ ŎƻǎƳƛŎ ǾƻƛŎŜ ǎǇƻƪŜ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ƘƛƳΦ Lǘ ƛǎ ŀ ǎƛƎƴ ƻŦ ōŜƛƴƎ ŀ ŎƘƻǎŜƴ ƻƴŜΗέ 

ά.ǳǘ ǿƘȅ ŎƘƻƻǎŜ ƳŜΚέ aŀǊƛŀ ŀǎƪŜŘ ŀŦǘŜǊ ŀ ƳƻƳŜƴǘΩǎ ƘŜǎƛǘŀǘƛƻƴΦ ά²Ƙŀǘ ƛǎ ǘƘŜǊŜ ƻŦ ǎǳŎƘ 

importance that a great sprit would choose me as its inǎǘǊǳƳŜƴǘΚέ 

άL ǘƘƛƴƪ L Ŏŀƴ ŀƴǎǿŜǊ ǘƘŀǘΣέ tǊŜƭŀǘŜ DŜǊƴƻǘ ǎŀƛŘΦ IŜ ƎŜǎǘǳǊŜŘ ǘƻ [ƻǘƘŀǊ ǘƻ ƭƛƎƘǘ ǎƻƳŜ 

candles and the space with blurred boundaries transformed back to an old fashioned 

dining room.   

The prelate resumed his seat and invited everyone to do the same.  

ά²Ƙŀǘ L believe will throw a great deal of light on the matter is a letter I have received 

ŦǊƻƳ !ƳŜǊƛŎŀΦέ 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter VII: Berchtesgaden, 1919, part II 

 

 

Prelate Gernot produced an envelope from his pocket and placed it on the table. It had 

an array of multi-coloured stamps on it, all depicting the profile of a wigged man. The 

handwriting was bold and somewhat untidy. 

ά²ƘŜƴ L ǿŀǎ ŀ ǾŜǊȅ ȅƻǳƴƎ Ƴŀƴ ŀƴŘ ǎǘǳŘƛŜŘ ŀǘ DǊŀȊ ¦ƴƛǾŜǊǎƛǘȅΣέ ǘƘŜ ǇǊŜƭŀǘŜ ǇǊƻŎŜŜŘŜŘΣ 

άL ŦƻǊƳŜŘ ŀ ŦǊƛŜƴŘǎƘƛǇ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ǎƭƛƎƘǘƭȅ ƻƭŘŜǊ ŦŜƭƭƻw student. I was very different back then ς 

and by God, was he different from what he is now! He was a dashing dandy, towering 

ŀōƻǾŜ ŀƭƭ ƻǘƘŜǊ ǎǘǳŘŜƴǘǎ ŀǘ ŀƭƳƻǎǘ ǎŜǾŜƴ ŦŜŜǘΣ ŀ ŘǊƛƴƪŜǊ ŀƴŘ ŀ ƎŀƳōƭŜǊΦ ¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ǿƘŀǘ Ŧƛƴŀƭƭȅ 

got him expelled. I never thought I would hear of him again, but I soon did. As did 

ŜǾŜǊȅƻƴŜΦ LΩƳ ǎǳǊŜ ŜǾŜƴ ȅƻǳΣ Ƴȅ ŘŜŀǊςέ ǘƘƛǎ ǿŀǎ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƻ aŀǊƛŀ άςknow him, even though I 

ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǇǊŜǎǳƳŜ ŀ ōŜŀǳǘƛŦǳƭ ȅƻǳƴƎ ƎƛǊƭ ŀǎ ȅƻǳǊǎŜƭŦ Ƙŀǎ ŀƴȅ ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ ƪƴƻǿ ƳŜƴ ƻŦ ǎŎƛŜƴŎŜΦ 

But as it happens, you both come from the same region. For is your father not from 

½ŀƎǊŜōΚέ  
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άIŜ ǿŀǎΣέ aŀǊƛŀ ŎƻƴŦƛǊƳŜŘΦ 

ά²Ƙŀǘ ŀ ŦŜǊǘƛƭŜ ǊŜƎƛƻƴΣέ ǘƘŜ ǇǊŜƭŀǘŜ ǎƳƛƭŜŘΣ άǘƻ ƘŀǾŜ ǇǊƻŘǳŎŜŘ ǎǳŎƘ ōŜŀǳǘƛŦǳƭ ŀƴŘ 

ingenious people as you, my dear ς ŀƴŘ ŀǎ Ƴȅ ƎƻƻŘ ŦǊƛŜƴŘ bƛŎƻƭŀ ¢ŜǎƭŀΦ LΩƳ ǎǳǊŜ ŜǾŜƴ ȅou 

ƭŀŘƛŜǎ ƪƴƻǿ ƻŦ Ƙƛǎ ǊŜƳŀǊƪŀōƭŜ ǿƻǊƪΚέ 

Maria had heard about Tesla and his connection with the other worlds from Director de 

.ŀƭƭΤ {ƛƎǊǳƴ ƴƻŘŘŜŘΣ ōǳǘ ƛǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ Ŧƻƻƭ ŀƴȅƻƴŜΦ 

ά[ŀǘŜǊ ƻƴ ǿŜ ƳŜǘ ƛƴ .ǳŘŀǇŜǎǘ ǿƘŜƴ L ǿŀǎ ǎǘŀǘƛƻƴŜŘ ǘƘŜǊŜ ŀƴŘ ƘŜ ƘŀŘ ŦƻǳƴŘ ǎƻƳŜ 

employment beneath his potential. Then he moved to Paris to work for Edison and that 

job took him eventually to America. He only returned to Austria once, when his mother 

died. That was the first time he had a sort of revelation. Of course, I remember him as a 

rather religious man, the son of a priest. But I had never heard him talk much of God ςlet 

alone the afterlife or other dimensions. He was much too rational a man for that ς or, at 

least, he left that impression for a long time. And when things changed, no-one was more 

ǎǳǊǇǊƛǎŜŘ ǘƘŀƴ ƘŜ ƘƛƳǎŜƭŦΦέ   

ά¸ƻǳ ŀǊŜ ǊŜŦŜǊǊƛƴƎ ǘƻ Ƙƛǎ ƳƻǘƘŜǊΩǎ ŘŜŀǘƘΣ ŀǊŜƴΩǘ ȅƻǳΚέ DŜƴŜǊŀƭ IŀǳǎƘƻŦŜǊ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ 

άL ŀƳ ƛƴŘŜŜŘΦ bƛŎƻƭŀ ōŜŎŀƳŜ ǾŜǊȅ ƛƭƭ ŀǎ ŀ ŎƻƴǎŜǉǳŜƴŎŜΦ IŜ ǘƻƭŘ ƳŜΣ ǘƘŀǘ ƛǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŀǎ 

much grief as it was fear. A new reality had oǇŜƴŜŘ ǳǇ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ƘƛƳ ŀƴŘ ƘŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǇǊŜǇŀǊŜŘ 

to cope with it in a rational way. You see ςέ ǘƘŜ ǇǊŜƭŀǘŜ ƭŜŀƴŜŘ ŦƻǊǿŀǊŘ ŀƴŘ ƎŜǎǘǳǊŜŘ 

ŜǾŜǊȅƻƴŜ ǘƻ Řƻ ǘƘŜ ǎŀƳŜΣ ŀǎ ƛŦ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǿŜǊŜ ǎǘǊŀƴƎŜ ŜŀǊǎ ǇƛŎƪƛƴƎ ǳǇ ǘƘŜƛǊ ŎƻƴǾŜǊǎŀǘƛƻƴΣ άς 

he had a visitation. He was in Paris, purely on business, when one night he saw the sky 

open and angels floating down to him. He later said ǘƘŀǘ ΨŀƴƎŜƭǎΩ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊŘ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ 

keen to use, but at the same time he was unable to find a better one. Only much later, in 

his letters, he told me that these visitations became regular and that he believed them to 

have been contact with an inhabitant of another world.  

άOne of the ethereal beings, on the first encounter, had assumed the appearance of his 

mother, summoning him to her. Nicola told me he knew that very instant that his mother 

was indeed dying, and on her death bed wished to contact her son a thousand miles away. 

The entity operated on a sort of go-ōŜǘǿŜŜƴ ƭŜǾŜƭ ŀƴŘ ǘǊŀƴǎƳƛǘǘŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ƳƻǘƘŜǊΩǎ ŜƳƻǘƛƻƴǎ 

and thoughts to him on a wavelength that Tesla was able to receive.  

ά¢ƘŜ ƴŜȄǘ ƳƻǊƴƛƴƎ ŀ ŎŀōƭŜƎǊŀƳ ŀǊǊƛǾŜŘΣ ǎǳƳƳƻƴƛƴƎ bƛŎƻƭŀ ǘƻ Ƙƛǎ ƘƻƳŜ ǘƻǿƴΦ ¢ƘǳǎΣ 

Nicola became convinced of two things: firstly, a transmission of thoughts is possible but 

can only be successful on a subconscious level and between people with an especially 
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strong bond, such as a mother and her son. Therefore it could be presumed that if it 

should be possible to amplify these waves of consciousness, the entire world could be 

united through empathy and wisdom. Secondly, Tesla realized that even if he tried to 

dismiss the vision as hallucination, he had taken the first steps along the road to 

acceptance. He acknowledged the possibility that an independent entity had contacted 

him, and he began to ask himself what immensely advanced information could be 

received from this entity once the contact was made and the receiving person had found 

the ability to tune in to the perfect frequency.    

άIŜ ŘŜǾŜƭƻǇŜŘ ŀ ŘŜŜǇŜǊ ƛƴǘŜǊŜǎǘ ƛƴ 9ŀǎǘŜǊƴ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ŀƴŘ ǎǇƛǊƛǘǳŀƭƛǎƳΤ {ǿŀƳƛ 

Vivekananda introduced him to the ancient secrets and trained him to tune his brain 

waves to the eternal vibrations of time and space. As he developed his skills of 

meditation, the messages became clearer to him. These visions opened up new frontiers 

of knowledge and perception. He writes that he gradually became able to gather 

information from the visions in a semi-conscious state of awareness.  

ά¸ƻǳ know how every medium has a different technique for obtaining information: it 

always has a trance-like state as a prerequisite, but the actual transmission of information 

ǾŀǊƛŜǎ ŀ ƎǊŜŀǘ ŘŜŀƭΦ CƻǊ ¢ŜǎƭŀΣ ƛǘΩǎ ƭƛƪŜ ŦŀƭƭƛƴƎ ŘŜŜǇŜǊ ŀƴŘ ŘŜŜǇŜǊ ƛƴǘƻ ŀ ŘǊŜŀƳ ǘƘŀǘ ƛǎ ǊƛǇŜ 

with knowledge. We all know how difficult it is to capture some aspects of a dream, and 

to recall them with clarity once one has awoken. Nicola has learnt to master that 

ǘŜŎƘƴƛǉǳŜΦ CƻǊ ȅƻǳΣ aŀǊƛŀΣ ƛǘΩǎ Ƴƻǎǘƭȅ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ǘƘŜ ƳŜŀƴǎ ƻŦ ǇǎȅŎƘƻƎǊŀǇƘȅΣ ŀǳǘƻƳŀǘƛŎ 

ǿǊƛǘƛƴƎΦ .ǳǘ ǿŜ ƘŀǾŜ ǿƛǘƴŜǎǎŜŘ ǘƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ ƳƛƎƘǘ ŀƭǎƻ ōŜ ŀōƭŜ ǘƻ ŎƘŀƴƴŜƭΦέ 

ά²Ƙŀǘ ŜȄŀŎǘƭȅ ŘƻŜǎ ǘƘŀǘ ƳŜŀƴΚέ [ƻǘƘŀǊ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ 

άLǘ ƳŜŀƴǎΣ aŀǊƛŀ ƛǎ ŀōƭŜ ǘƻ ΨƭŜƴŘΩ ƘŜǊ ōƻŘȅ ǘƻ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ ŜƴǘƛǘȅΣ ŜƛǘƘŜǊ ŀ ǎǇƛǊƛǘ ƻǊ ŀ ōŜƛƴƎ 

from future dimensions, or to an alien intelligence who is actively seeking contact with 

ƻƴŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƘǳƳŀƴǎ ƻƴ ǘƘƛǎ ǇƭŀƴŜǘΣέ Ǿƻƴ {ŜōƻǘǘŜƴŘƻǊŦ ǎŀƛŘΦ 

ά.ǳǘ ǿƘȅΚέ [ƻǘƘŀǊ ǇŜǊǎƛǎǘŜŘΦ ά²Ƙȅ ǿƻǳƭŘ ŀ ƘƛƎƘŜǊ ōŜƛƴƎ ŦǊƻƳ ƭƛƎƘǘ ȅŜŀǊǎ ŀǿŀȅ ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ 

ŎƻƴǘŀŎǘ ŀƴȅ ƻŦ ǳǎΚ !ƴŘ ƛŦ ƛǘ ǿƻǳƭŘΣ ǿƘȅ ŎŀƴΩǘ ƛǘ Ƨǳǎǘ ƎŜǘ ƛƴǘƻ ƻǳǊ ƳƛƴŘǎ ŀƴŘ ŎƻƴǾŜȅ ǘƘŜ 

ƳŜǎǎŀƎŜ ǘƻ ŀƭƭ ƻŦ ǳǎ ǎƛƳǳƭǘŀƴŜƻǳǎƭȅΚέ 

ά²ƻǳƭŘ ȅƻǳ ōŜ ŀōƭŜ ǘƻ ŎƻǇŜ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ƘƛƎƘŜǊ ƛƴǘŜƭƭƛƎŜƴŎŜ ǎŜǘǘƭƛƴƎ ƛƴ ȅƻǳǊ ŎƻƴǎŎƛƻǳǎƴŜǎǎΚέ 

Ǿƻƴ {ŜōƻǘǘŜƴŘƻǊŦ ŎƘŀƭƭŜƴƎŜŘ ƭƻǳŘƭȅΦ άbƻǘ ǿŀƴǘƛƴƎ ǘƻ ōŜƭƛǘǘƭŜ ȅƻǳ ς but would you even 

ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ŘŀǊŜ ǘƻ ƛƴǾƛǘŜ ǎǳŎƘ ŀ ōŜƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƭƛǾŜ ƛƴ ȅƻǳǊ ƳƛƴŘΚ ¢ƻ ǎƘŀǊŜ ȅƻǳǊ ƭƛŦŜΚέ  

Lothar lowered his eyes, as if he felt he was supposed to be ashamed. 
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άbƻƴŜ ƻŦ ǳǎ ǿƻǳƭŘΗέ Ǿƻƴ {ŜōƻǘǘŜƴŘƻǊŦ ǎǘŀǘŜŘΦ ά9ǾŜƴ ǘƘƻǳƎƘ Ƴƻǎǘ ƻŦ ǳǎ ȅŜŀǊƴ ŦƻǊ ŀ 

contact with a higher being, to discover and explore the consciousness that originates 

from the far end of our Galaxy! But we humans ς we are closed to such cosmic vibrations. 

Perhaps in thousands, millions of years we shall have developed such refined minds that 

the Universe can speak to us and we will be able to hear its whispers! But now ς only a 

handful of us are in touch with the other side, and scarcer still are those who can reach 

beyond our own little planet, beyond the spirits and entities that are or were 

ŜŀǊǘƘōƻǳƴŘΦέ  

ά!ƴŘ ǿƘŀǘ ƛǎ ǘƘƛǎ ŎƻǎƳƛŎ ƳŜǎǎŀƎŜΚέ [ƻǘƘŀǊ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ 

άtŜǊƘŀǇǎ L ŀƳ ǘƘŜ ƻƴŜ able ǘƻ ǊŜǇƭȅ ǘƻ ǘƘŀǘ ǉǳŜǎǘƛƻƴΣέ tǊŜƭŀǘŜ DŜǊƴƻǘ ǎŀƛŘ ǎƻŦǘƭȅΦ hƴŎŜ 

again he lifted the envelope, opened it, and let his eyes glide across the sea of letters.  

ά¢ƘŜǊŜ Ƙŀǎ ōŜŜƴ ŀ ƭƻƴƎ ōǊŜŀƪ ƛƴ ƻǳǊ ŎƻǊǊŜǎǇƻƴŘŜƴŎŜΣέ he ŎƻƴǘƛƴǳŜŘΦ άTesla wrote to 

me once or twice just before the war, but a lot has changed since. In this letter of his, 

which reached me a couple of months ago, Nicola claims to have discovered the objective 

of these cosmic visitations. He believes that the immense sufferings of the recent war, 

coupled with the terrible disease that has begun to ravage the whole world since then, 

has instigated the intervention of other worlds. They are able to perceive our anguish, but 

also our threat: people have stepped onto the road that leads to total destruction of the 

human race. Perhaps even the destruction of our planet ς or another cosmic cataclysm 

that influences not only us but upsets the balance of the whole Universe. He believes that 

this self-destruction through wars and technology has happened previously in our history, 

maybe several times throughout the millennia which have gone before. He believes that a 

pact is being offered to us in the form of universal knowledge ς in exchange for major 

changes in our political, economic and religious systems. He writes it is his mission to 

bring free energy to the World and share it with the nations. He has thus approached the 

President of the United States, offering him what he has learnt from the higher being: how 

to create free energy and how to share it universally through the vibrations in our 

ŀǘƳƻǎǇƘŜǊŜΦέ 

άIŜΩǎ ǘŀƭƪƛƴƎ ŀōƻǳǘ ±ǊƛƭΣ ƛǎƴΩǘ ƘŜΚέ {ƛgrun, who had listened to the gentlemen as if deep 

in her own thoughts, now asked.  

άIŜ ƛǎ ƛƴŘŜŜŘΣέ ǘƘŜ ǇǊŜƭŀǘŜ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘΦ  

ά²Ƙŀǘ ŘƛŘ ǘƘŜ ƘƛƎƘŜǊ ōŜƛƴƎ ŀǎƪ ƛƴ ǊŜǘǳǊƴΚέ tǊƛƴŎŜǎǎ CǊŀƴȊƛǎƪŀ ŘŜƳŀƴŘŜŘΦ  
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άbƻǘƘƛƴƎΥ ƛǘ ƻƴƭȅ ŀǎƪŜŘ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜ ƪƴƻǿƭŜŘƎŜ Ƴǳǎǘ ōŜ ǎƘŀǊŜŘ ŀƴŘ used universally, that it 

should replace all the current destructive forms of energy, which are all based on 

ŜȄǇƭƻǎƛƻƴ ŀƴŘ ŎƻƳōǳǎǘƛƻƴΦέ 

ά!ƴŘ ǘƘŜ tǊŜǎƛŘŜƴǘΚέ 

ά¢ƘŜ tǊŜǎƛŘŜƴǘ ŎƻǳƭŘ ǎŎŀǊŎŜƭȅ ƘŀǾŜ ǘŀƪŜƴ ƘƛƳ ǎŜǊƛƻǳǎƭȅΣ ŜǎǇŜŎƛŀƭƭȅ ŀǎ ¢Ŝǎƭŀ ȅŜǘ ƴŜŜŘǎ ǘƻ 

demonstraǘŜ ƛƴ ŀŎǘƛƻƴ ǘƘƛǎ ƴŜǿ ŜƴŜǊƎȅ ƘŜ Ƙŀǎ ƘŀǊƴŜǎǎŜŘΣέ ǘƘŜ ǇǊŜƭŀǘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ ά.ǳǘ Ŏŀƴ ȅƻǳ 

imagine America turning its back on its own superiority, which is based on oil, on 

combustive technology? And sharing this knowledge with other nations, some of whom 

were very recently the enemies? The President refused to see him, probably dismissing 

ƘƛƳ ŀǎ ŀƴ ŜŎŎŜƴǘǊƛŎ ƳŀŘƳŀƴ ǿƘƻ Ƙŀǎ ƭƻǎǘ ǘƻǳŎƘ ǿƛǘƘ ǊŜŀƭƛǘȅΦέ 

άtŜǊƘŀǇǎ ǿŜ ŀƭƭ ƘŀǾŜ ƭƻǎǘ ƛǘΣ ŀƴŘ ǇŜǊƘŀǇǎ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ǿƘŀǘ Ŏŀƴ ǎŀǾŜ ǳǎΣέ Ǿƻƴ {ŜōƻǘǘŜƴŘƻǊŦ 

sighed.  

άbŜǾŜǊǘƘŜƭŜǎǎΣέ ǘƘŜ ǇǊŜƭŀǘŜ ŎƻƴǘƛƴǳŜŘΣ ά¢Ŝǎƭŀ ƛǎ ǎǳǊŜ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜǎŜ ŎƻƴǘŀŎǘǎ ōŜǘǿŜŜƴ ŀ 

human and a higher life-form are being established around the world, and that the cosmic 

mind tries to seek for those persons who are close to the leaders of their countries. He is 

sure that this is currently taking place in Russia, in Germany, in China ς everywhere. And 

ƘŜ ǎŜŜƳǎ ǘƻ ōŜ ǊƛƎƘǘΦέ 

ά{ƛƳƛƭŀǊ ƴŜǿǎ ǿŀǎ ǊŜǇƻǊǘŜŘ ǘƻ ƳŜ ōȅ Ƴȅ ŦǊƛŜƴŘ ŀƴŘ ƳŜƴǘƻǊΣ DŜƻǊƎŜ DǳǊŘƧƛŜŦŦΣ Ƨǳǎǘ 

ōŜŦƻǊŜ ǘƘŜ ǿŀǊ ōǊƻƪŜ ƻǳǘΣέ DŜƴŜǊŀƭ IŀǳǎƘƻŦŜǊ ǎŀƛŘΦ άIŜ ǊŜǘǳǊƴŜŘ ǘƻ wǳǎǎƛŀ ŦǊƻƳ Tibet, 

where he had reached a very high level of consciousness. He did his best to contact the 

Czar. His was the message of peace: there are tens of thousands of political prisoners of 

dozens of nations in Siberian penitentiaries. The Russian peasant is no more than a serf; 

millions are living on the verge of starvation. In exchange for universal freedom, Gurdjieff 

was to offer a source of power that can produce nourishment in unlimited quantities. He 

ōŀǊŜƭȅ ƳŀƴŀƎŜŘ ǘƻ ŜǎŎŀǇŜ ŘŜǇƻǊǘŀǘƛƻƴ ƘƛƳǎŜƭŦΦέ 

The Prelate now produced another letter from his coat pocket. This looked different ς it 

ǿŀǎ ƳǳŎƘ ǎƳŀƭƭŜǊ ŀƴŘΣ ǘƻ aŀǊƛŀΩǎ ǎŜƴǎŜǎΣ ƘŀŘ ŀƴ ŀǳǊŀ ƻŦ ƘƻƭƛƴŜǎǎ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ƛǘΦ 

άL ǿŀǎ ǊŜŎŜƴǘƭȅ ƛƴŦƻǊƳŜŘ ƻŦ ǎƻƳŜ ŘŜǾŜƭƻǇƳŜƴǘǎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ±ŀǘƛŎŀƴΣ ōȅ ŀ Ƴŀƴ ǿƘƻ ƛǎ 

standing very close tƻ ǘƘŜ Iƻƭȅ {ŜŜΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ ƭƻǿŜǊƛƴƎ Ƙƛǎ ǾƻƛŎŜΦ ά! ǇƻǿŜǊŦǳƭ ƳŀƴΣ ŀ 

ŎŀǊŘƛƴŀƭΣ ǿƘƻ ƛǎ ƻƴŜ ŀƳƻƴƎǎǘ ǳǎΦέ 

Maria knew, he was speaking of The Inheritors of the Knights Templar and she 

unwittingly pictured in her mind the members of this ancient society having access to 
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everything and everyone in the World, being able to whisper advice or even directives in 

the ears of the mightiest rulers.  

ά¢Ƙƛǎ ŎŀǊŘƛƴŀƭ ǎǘŀȅǎ ƛƴ ŎƻƴǘŀŎǘ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ƳŜŘƛǳƳΣ ŀ ŎŜǊǘŀƛƴ aŀŘŀƳŜ {ƻǊŘƛΣ ǿƘƻ Ƙŀǎ ōŜŜƴ 

receiving similar instructions from a spirƛǘ ōŜƛƴƎΦέ 

ά.ǳǘ Ƙƻǿ Ŏŀƴ ŀ ǿƻƳŀƴ ōŜ ŎƻƳǇŀǊŜŘ ǘƻ ŀ ƎǊŜŀǘ ǎŎƛŜƴǘƛǎǘ ƭƛƪŜ ¢ŜǎƭŀΚέ [ƻǘƘŀǊ ǎǇǊŜŀŘ Ƙƛǎ 

ƘŀƴŘǎ ƛƴ ŘƛǎōŜƭƛŜŦΦ άIƻǿ ǿƻǳƭŘ ǎƘŜ ōŜ ŀōƭŜ ǘƻ ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘŀƴŘΣ ƭŜǘ ŀƭƻƴŜ ŜȄǇƭŀƛƴ ƻǊ ŎƻƴǎǘǊǳŎǘΣ 

ǎǳŎƘ ƘƛƎƘƭȅ ŎƻƳǇƭƛŎŀǘŜŘ ŘŜǾƛŎŜǎΚέ 

Prelate Gernot lifted his hand in a calming gesture. 

ά¢Ƙƛǎ ǿƻƳŀƴ ǿŀǎ ŀǇǇǊƻŀŎƘŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ ƳŜǎǎŀƎŜ ς a message of universal 

ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘŀƴŘƛƴƎΣ ƭƻǾŜ ŀƴŘ ŜƳǇŀǘƘȅΦέ 

ά!ƴŘ ς let me just speculate ς ǘƘƛǎ ƴŜǿ ǳƴƛǾŜǊǎŀƭ ǳƴƛǘȅΧ ƛǎ ǎǳǇǇƻǎŜŘ ǘƻ ǊŜǇƭŀŎŜ ƻǳǊ 

ŎǳǊǊŜƴǘ ǊŜƭƛƎƛƻǳǎ ǎȅǎǘŜƳǎΚέ tǊƛƴŎŜǎǎ CǊŀƴȊƛǎƪŀ ŀsked. 

ά¸ŜǎΦ !ƴŘ ƛǘ ƛǎ ǘƻ ōŜ ŎƻƳƳǳƴƛŎŀǘŜŘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊƭŘ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ŀ ƴŜǿΣ ƳȅǎǘƛŎŀƭ 

ŜƴŜǊƎȅΣ ǿƘƛŎƘ ƘŜŀƭǎ ŀƴŘ ǳƴƛǘŜǎ ǘƘŜ ƘǳƳŀƴ ǊŀŎŜΦέ  

ά{ƻΣέ ǘƘŜ DŜƴŜǊŀƭ ǎŀƛŘ ǇŜƴǎƛǾŜƭȅΣ άǘƘŜ Ƴƻǎǘ ǊŜŎŜǇǘƛǾŜ ƛƴŘƛǾƛŘǳŀƭǎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊƭŘΣ ŜǎǇŜŎƛŀƭƭȅ 

those who stand close enough to the world leaders, have been approached by a higher 

awareness and instructed in the secrets of the Vril and its multitude of values. Need I ask 

ǿƘŀǘ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜ ǊŜŀŎǘƛƻƴ ƻŦ Iƛǎ IƻƭƛƴŜǎǎΚέ 

ά¢ƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎ ƴƻ ǊŜŀŎǘƛƻƴΣέ tǊŜƭŀǘŜ DŜǊƴƻǘ ǎŀƛŘΦ άaŀŘŀƳŜ {ƻǊŘƛ ǿŀǎ never to meet the 

ƭŜŀŘŜǊ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ /ƘǊƛǎǘƛŀƴ ǿƻǊƭŘΦ ¢ƘŜ tƻǇŜ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ƴŜƎƻǘƛŀǘŜ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ŦƻǊǘǳƴŜ-teller. The 

aŀŘŀƳŜ ƛǎƴΩǘ ŀ ƘƛƎƘƭȅ ǘǊǳǎǘŜŘ ƛƴŘƛǾƛŘǳŀƭΦ /ƭŜŀǊƭȅ ǿƛǘƘ ƳƻǊŜ ŜƴǘƘǳǎƛŀǎƳ ǘƘŀƴ ǊŜŀƭ ŀōƛƭƛǘƛŜǎΣ 

ǎƘŜ Ƙŀǎ ōŜŜƴ ƪƴƻǿƴ ǘƻ ƳŀƴƛǇǳƭŀǘŜ ƘŜǊ ǎŞŀƴŎŜǎ ǘƻǿŀǊŘǎ ƳƻǊŜ ŎǊŜdibility. And yet, 

perhaps unbeknown to herself, she was a suitable vessel to actually receive the most 

ƛƳǇƻǊǘŀƴǘ ƳŜǎǎŀƎŜ ƻŦ ƻǳǊ ƘǳƳŀƴ ƘƛǎǘƻǊȅΦέ 

ά! ǘǊǳŜ ƳŜǎǎŀƎŜ ƻŦ ǳƴƛǾŜǊǎŀƭ ƭƻǾŜ ŀƴŘ ǳƴƛǘȅ ƛǎ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ǘƘŀǘ ƛǎƴΩǘ Ŝŀǎƛƭȅ ŎƻƴǾŜȅŜŘΣέ 

Ǿƻƴ {ŜōƻǘǘŜƴŘƻǊŦ ǎŀƛŘΦ ά{adly, I have to say that the cosmic mind gives us more credit 

ǘƘŀƴ ǿŜ ŀǊŜ ǿƻǊǘƘΦέ 

ά¢ƘŜ ƳŜǎǎŀƎŜ ƻŦ ƭƻǾŜ ŦǊƛƎƘǘŜƴǎ ǳǎΣέ ǘƘŜ tǊŜƭŀǘŜ ŀƎǊŜŜŘΦ άhǳǊ ōŜǘǘŜǊǎ ƘŀǾŜ ōŜŜƴ 

ŎƻƴŘŜƳƴŜŘ ŀƴŘ ŎǊǳŎƛŦƛŜŘ ŦƻǊ ōǊƛƴƎƛƴƎ ƛǘΦέ 

ά.ǳǘ ǿƘŜǊŜ ŘƻŜǎ ǘƘŀǘ ƭŜŀǾŜ ƳŜΚέ ŀ ŦŜŜōƭŜ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ǾƻƛŎŜ said. 

Everyone turned to face Maria.  

ά²Ƙŀǘ Řƻ ȅƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ ƛƴ ƳƛƴŘΣ Ƴȅ ŎƘƛƭŘΚέ ǘƘŜ ǇǊŜƭŀǘŜ ŀǎƪŜŘ ƘŜǊ ƎŜƴǘƭȅΦ 
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ά²ŜƭƭΧ ȅƻǳ ǿŜǊŜ Ƨǳǎǘ describing how the higher beings are contacting those of us who 

stand close to the rulers. This means I am not one of the select few. How could I influence 

ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ ƻǊ ŎƻƴǾŜȅ Ƴȅ ƳŜǎǎŀƎŜǎ ǘƻ ǘƘƻǎŜ ǿƘƻ ƭŜŀŘ ƻǳǊ ŎƻǳƴǘǊȅΚέ 

ά.ǳǘ ŎŀƴΩǘ ȅƻǳ ǎŜŜΚέ ǘƘŜ ǇǊŜƭŀǘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ ά¸ƻǳ ŀǊŜ ƴƻǘ ƻƴƭȅ ƻǳǊ ƎǊŜŀǘŜǎǘ ƘƻǇŜΣ ōǳǘ ƻǳǊ 

greatest promise! We are about to greet the advent of a new age. The Age of Pisces ς the 

dark era of violence and struggle for power will end and the Age of Aquarius will begin! It 

will be the age of enlightenment and spirituality, the age of a new man who will be closer 

to God than we have ever been before! And you ς ŘƻƴΩǘ ŦƻǊ ŀ ǎŜŎƻƴd regret that you 

ǿŜǊŜƴΩǘ ōƻǊƴ ǘƻ ŀ ƪƛƴƎΩǎ ǇŀƭŀŎŜΗ ¢ƘŜ ŎǊƻǿƴŜŘ ƘŜŀŘǎ ǿƛƭƭ Ŧŀƭƭ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ƴŜǿ ǘǊǳŜ ƭŜŀŘŜǊ ς he 

will rise from the ranks of those ǿƘƻ ŀǊŜ ǿƛƭƭƛƴƎ ǘƻ ŜƳōǊŀŎŜ ǘƘŜ ƴŜǿ ǘǊǳǘƘΗέ 

ά²ƘŜƴ ǎƘŀƭƭ ǿŜ ǿƛǘƴŜǎǎ ǘƘƛǎ ŎƘŀƴƎŜΚέ tǊƛƴŎŜǎǎ CǊŀƴȊƛǎƪŀ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ  

ά¢Ƙƛǎ ǿƛƭƭ ōŜ ǘƘŜ ŜƴŘ ƻŦ ŀ ŎƻǎƳƛŎ ȅŜŀǊΣέ Ǿƻƴ {ŜōƻǘǘŜƴŘƻǊŦ ǎŀƛŘΣ ǊŀƛǎƛƴƎ Ƙƛǎ Ǝƭŀǎǎ ŀǎ ƛŦ 

mentally welcoming something the arrival of which could be marked with the pops of 

ŎƘŀƳǇŀƎƴŜ ŎƻǊƪǎ ŀƴŘ ŦƛǊŜŎǊŀŎƪŜǊǎΦ ά5ƻ ȅƻǳ ƪƴƻǿ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŎƻǎƳƛŎ ȅŜŀǊΚ [ƛƪŜ ŜǾŜǊȅ ƳƻƴǘƘ 

here on Earth, each month of the cosmic year brings about great change. This year lasts 

until our Sun, our solar system, has made a complete revolution around the central Black 

Sun. This cosmic year is 25,860 years long, with each month being 2,155 years. The 

coming great change is not just the beginning of another cosmic month ς we have arrived 

ŀǘ ŀ Ŧǳƭƭ ŎƛǊŎƭŜΦ LǘΩǎ ƴŜǿ ȅŜŀǊΩǎ ŜǾŜ ŦƻǊ ǳǎ ŀƭƭΣ ŜǾŜƴ ǘƘƻǳƎƘ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǿƛƭƭ ōŜ Ƴŀƴȅ ȅŜŀǊǎ ǘƻ ǿŀƛǘΦέ 

άWǳǎǘ ǘƘƛƴƪ ƻŦ ƛǘΣέ ǘƘŜ ǇǊŜƭŀǘŜ ǘƻƻƪ ƻǾŜǊΦ ά²ƘŜƴ WŜǎǳǎ ǿŀƭƪŜŘ ǘƘŜ ŜŀǊǘƘΣ ƛǘ was already 

December. He came to warn us of the new era, for which we should start preparing 

ƻǳǊǎŜƭǾŜǎΦ CƻǊ Ƙƻǿ ŘƛŘ WŜǎǳǎ ŀŘŘǊŜǎǎ ǘƘŜ WŜǿǎΚ IŜ ǎŀƛŘΥ ά¢ƘŜǊŜŦƻǊŜ L ǘŜƭƭ ȅƻǳ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜ 

kingdom of God will be taken away from you and given to people who will produce its 

ŦǊǳƛǘΦέ !ƴŘ ǿƘƻƳ ŘƛŘ ƘŜ ƳŜŀƴΣ ǿƘŜƴ ƘŜ ǎǇƻƪŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜǎŜ ǇŜƻǇƭŜΚ ¢ƘŜ ƻǊƛƎƛƴŀƭ ǘŜȄǘǎ ƘŀǾŜ 

been modified and re-written throughout centuries, but when studying the earliest 

versions, we learn: he addressed the Roman Teutonic legion. These were our forefathers, 

ǿƘƻƳ ǘƘŜ {ƻƴ ƻŦ DƻŘ ǊŜŎƻƎƴƛǎŜŘ ŀǎ ǘƘŜ ōŜŀǊŜǊǎ ƻŦ Ƙƛǎ ƭƛƎƘǘΣ ǘƘŜ ǳǎƘŜǊǎ ƻŦ ŀ ƴŜǿ ŜǊŀΗέ 

General Haushofer took his glass and stood up solemnly.  

ά¢ƘƛǎΣ aŀǊƛŀΣ ƛǎ ƻǳǊ ŘǳǘȅΥ ǘƻ ŦƛƴŘ ǘƘŜ ƻƴŜ ƳŀƴΣ ǿƘƻ ƛǎ ōƻǊƴ ǘƻ ōŜ ƻǳǊ ƭŜŀŘŜǊΦ ²Ƙƻ ǿƛƭƭ 

step forward in this time of darkness with an illuminated soul, leading us and the world 

ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŀƎŜ ƻŦ ǊŜŀǎƻƴ ŀƴŘ ŜƴƭƛƎƘǘŜƴƳŜƴǘΗέ 
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Von Sebottendorf joined him eagerly, jumping to his feet and raising his glass, even 

though it had been emptied a long time ago. 

ά¢ƘŜ ¢ƘǳƭŜ {ƻciety has prepared itself for the coming of the Leader. So where else 

should he emerge than from our own ranks? With us supporting him; with him guiding 

ǳǎΚέ  

ά!ƴŘ ƴƻǿΣ ǿƛǘƘ ȅƻǳ - our Vril Ladies - to shine the light on our search, there can be no 

doubt we ƘŀǾŜ ŦƻǳƴŘ ƻǳǊ ƭŜŀŘŜǊΣέ tǊŜƭŀǘŜ DŜǊƴƻǘ ŘŜŎƭŀǊŜŘΦ  

Even though the gentlemen seemed to be triumphant, Maria was utterly uncertain 

about who was being discussed. General Haushofer perceived her predicament. 

ά[Ŝǘ ǳǎ ŘǊƛƴƪΣέ ƘŜ ŜȄŎƭŀƛƳŜŘΣ ά¢ƻ ǘƘŜ man who is as noble as he is pure, as wise as he is 

humble. A true leader, by blood ς by spirit ς and by our choice! To his Serene Highness, 

tǊƛƴŎŜ DǳǎǘŀǾ Ǿƻƴ ¢ƘǳǊƴ ǳƴŘ ¢ŀȄƛǎΗέ 

The gentlemen jumped up as one. 

ά¢ƻ Ƙƛǎ {ŜǊŜƴŜ IƛƎƘƴŜǎǎΣ tǊƛƴŎŜ DǳǎǘŀǾ Ǿƻƴ ¢ƘǳǊƴ ǳƴŘ ¢ŀȄƛǎΗέ  

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter VIII: Munich, 1919 

 

 

After some jubilation that was essentially military in style, the gentlemen resumed 

ǘƘŜƛǊ ǎŜŀǘǎ ƴŜȄǘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜƛǊ ƴŜǿƭȅ ŀǇǇƻƛƴǘŜŘ ƭŜŀŘŜǊΦ aŀǊƛŀΩǎ ǊǳƴƛŎ ǿǊƛǘƛƴƎ ǿŀǎ ǎǇŜŎǳƭŀǘŜŘ 

upon. Some of what she had put down looked like physics equations with more unknowns 

than knowns. The diagrams seemed to hold a hypnotic fascination for everyone present. 

In the strange, bent spirals, either a planetary movement or some cosmic pattern was 

seen.  

ά5ƻƴΩǘ ȅƻǳ ǘƘƛƴƪ ǘƘŜȅ ƭƻƻƪ ƭƛƪŜ ǘŜŎƘƴƛŎŀƭ ŘǊŀǿƛƴƎǎΚέ [ƻǘƘŀǊ Ǉǳǘ ƛƴΦ άLŦ ǘƘƛǎ ƘŜǊŜ ƛǎ ǘƘŜ 

ŦǊƻƴǘ ǾƛŜǿΣ ǘƘŜƴ ǘƘƛǎ ŎƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ǘƘŜ ǎŀƳŜ ƛƴ ǎƛŘŜ ǾƛŜǿΦέ 

ά.ǳǘ ŀ ŘǊŀǿƛƴƎ ƻŦ ǿƘŀǘΚέ DŜƴŜǊŀƭ IŀǳǎƘƻŦŜǊ challenged. 
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[ƻǘƘŀǊ ƘŜǎƛǘŀǘŜŘΦ ά²Ƙȅ ƴƻǘ ŀƴ ŜƴƎƛƴŜ ƻŦ ǎƻƳŜ ǎƻǊǘΚέ ƘŜ ǎǇŜŎǳƭŀǘŜŘΦ ά¸ƻǳ ǿƻǳƭŘ ŘǊŀǿ 

one from two perǎǇŜŎǘƛǾŜǎΦέ 

Baron von Sebottendorf stole the moment when he gave a loud cry of recognition and 

jumped to his feet. He hardly had his dramatic outbursts planned in advance, yet they 

occurred at the most appropriately tense moments like scenes in a well-directed play.  

άL ǘŜƭƭ ȅƻǳΣ ȅƻǳ ŀǊŜ ǊƛƎƘǘΗέ ƘŜ ǎƘƻǳǘŜŘΦ άL ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘŀǘ ǘƘŜǎŜ ŘǊŀǿƛƴƎǎ ŀǊŜΗέ 

ά¢Ŝƭƭ ǳǎΣ ǇƭŜŀǎŜΣέ aŀǊƛŀ ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊŜŘΦ 

The Baron, in no apparent hurry, made the most of his moment in the spotlight. He 

remained standing, filled his glass with heavily dignified movements and drained it, while 

the company observed his every action in respectful silence.  

ά²ƘŜƴ L ǿŀǎ ƛƴ LƴŘƛŀ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘŜƴ ȅŜŀǊǎ ŀƎƻΣέ ǘƘŜ ōŀǊƻƴ ōŜƎŀƴ ǿƘŀǘ ǇǊƻƳƛǎŜŘ ǘƻ ōŜ ŀ 

ǘƘƻǊƻǳƎƘ ŀŎŎƻǳƴǘ ƻŦ Ƙƛǎ ŀŘǾŜƴǘǳǊŜǎΣ άL ǾƛǎƛǘŜŘ ŀ ǘŜƳǇƭŜ ǿƘŜǊŜ ŀ ƎǊŜŀǘ Řƛǎcovery had been 

made some thirty years ago. An ancient text had been found, more than two thousand 

years old, called the Vaimanika Shastra. But it retold an even older story in great detail.  

ά¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ǿƘŜƴ L ŦƛǊǎǘ ƭŜŀǊƴǘ ŀōƻǳǘ ǿƘŀǘ ǘƘŜ ŀƴŎƛŜƴǘǎ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ ǘƘŜ ±imanas. In many age-old 

Indian texts, the writers have taken great trouble to meticulously describe ς in rather 

different words than we would use today, of course ς the flying machines and fortresses of 

those whom they are in habit of describing either as gods or great rulers. These Vimanas 

seemed to operate uninfluenced by gravitational forces, powered by an unknown and 

inexhaustible source of energy.  

ά¢ƘŜ Ƴƻƴƪǎ ƘŀŘ ƴƻ Řƻǳōǘ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜǎŜ ŀŎŎƻǳƴǘǎ ŀǊŜ ǇǳǊŜ ƘƛǎǘƻǊƛŎŀƭ ŦŀŎǘ ŀƴŘ ƴƻǘ ŀ 

figment of literary fantasȅΦ LǘΩǎ ǘƘŜƛǊ ŦƛǊƳ ōŜƭƛŜŦ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘƻǳǎŀƴŘǎ ƻŦ ȅŜŀǊǎ ŀƎƻΣ ǘƘŜǊŜ ƭƛǾŜŘ ŀ 

mighty civilization that destroyed itself through its own technological supremacy. The 

original text was no longer in the temple, but they had copied the manuscript with great 

care. It inŎƭǳŘŜŘ Ƴŀƴȅ ŘƛŀƎǊŀƳǎ ŀƴŘ ŘǊŀǿƛƴƎǎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ±ƛƳŀƴŀǎΦέ 

Von Sebottendorf poked the sheet with his finger. 

ά¢ƘŜǎŜ ǎǇƛǊŀƭǎ ς they were featured in the drawings as the engines that power these 

ƳƛƎƘǘȅ ŦƭȅƛƴƎ ŦƻǊǘǊŜǎǎŜǎΣ ǎƻƳŜ ŀǎ ƭŀǊƎŜ ŀǎ ŀ ŎƛǘȅΦέ 

Lothar was greatly enlivened by the fact that this gathering had produced such a 

tangible result which he could claim under his jurisdiction.  

ά{ƻΣ ŀǊŜ ǿŜ ǊŜǉǳƛǊŜŘ ǘƻ ōǳƛƭŘ ŀ ŦƭȅƛƴƎ ŦƻǊǘǊŜǎǎΧΚέ ƘŜ ǎǳƎƎŜǎǘŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ōŀǘŜŘ ōǊŜŀǘƘΣ ǘƘŜƴ 

grabbed the sheet and studied it eagerly.  
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ά.ǳǘ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǎŜŜƳǎ ǘƻ ōŜ ƴƻǘƘƛƴƎ ƘŜǊŜ ǘƘŀǘ ǊŜǎŜƳōƭŜǎ ŀƴ ŀƛǊŎǊŀŦǘΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ǎƭƛƎƘǘ 

ŘƛǎŀǇǇƻƛƴǘƳŜƴǘΦ ά!ƴ ŀƛǊŎǊŀŦǘ ƴŜŜŘǎ ǿƛƴƎǎ ς ƻǘƘŜǊǿƛǎŜ ƛǘ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ŦƭƻŀǘΦ Lǘ ŀƭǎƻ ƴŜŜŘǎ ŀ 

propeller or some other kind of propulsion to lift it from the ground, as everything we 

ōǳƛƭŘ ƛǎ ƘŜŀǾƛŜǊ ǘƘŀƴ ŀƛǊΗέ 

άLƴŘŜŜŘΣέ Ǿƻƴ {ŜōƻǘǘŜƴŘƻǊŦ ŎƻƳƳŜƴǘŜŘΣ άōǳǘ ŀŎŎƻǊŘƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ±ŜŘŀǎ ŀƴŘ ƻǘƘŜǊ ŀƴŎƛŜƴǘ 

texts, these flying fortresses were as different from our modern aircraft as smoke rings for 

delivering messages are from modern radio signals! They were roughly the shape of our 

church bells ς the shape of Indian temples is said to imitate the Vimanas, an attempt to 

beckon them to return and land. And about their engines or fuel ς we might never find 

ƻǳǘ ǘƘŜƛǊ ǎŜŎǊŜǘΗέ 

Now the gentleman representing the Brotherhood of the Black Stone, whose name 

Maria had gathered to be von Seydlitz, took the paper.  

άLǘ ŎŀƳŜ ŀǎ ƴƻ ǎǳǊǇǊƛǎŜ ǘƻ ǳǎ ǘƘŀǘ ȅƻǳǊ ƳŜǎǎŀƎŜǎ ƻǊƛƎƛƴŀǘŜŘ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ !ƭŘŜōŀǊŀƴ 

ǎȅǎǘŜƳΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ άhǳǊ ŀǊŎƘƛǾŜǎ ǎƘƻǿ ǘƘŀǘ ƛƴ ƳŜŘƛŀŜǾŀƭ times the members of our 

brotherhood were deeply interested in that orange star and were striving, with some 

ǎǳŎŎŜǎǎΣ ǘƻ ŎƻƴǘŀŎǘ ǘƘŜ ƛƴƘŀōƛǘŀƴǘǎ ƻŦ ǘƘŀǘ ǎȅǎǘŜƳ ǘŜƭŜǇŀǘƘƛŎŀƭƭȅΦέ 

His eyes were on the sheet of paper. 

ά¢Ƙƛǎ ŘƻŎǳƳŜƴǘ ƴŜŜŘǎ ǘƻ ōŜ ŎƻǇƛŜŘ ŀƴŘ ǎǘǳŘƛŜŘ ōȅ Řƛfferent specialistsΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ 

ά.ŀǊƻƴΣ ȅƻǳ ǎŀƛŘ ȅƻǳΩŘ ŎƻƴǘŀŎǘ IŜǊǊ Ǿƻƴ [ƛǎǘ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ǊǳƴŜǎΚ ±ŜǊȅ ǿŜƭƭΣ L ŀƭǎƻ ǎǳƎƎŜǎǘ ǘƘŀǘ 

some physicists and engineers be contacted. This information might be instructions that 

we are meant to follow. Whether these are initial instructions for a flying device or some 

ƪƛƴŘ ƻŦ ƴŜǿ ǘŜŎƘƴƻƭƻƎȅ ǘƻ ƘŀǊƴŜǎǎ ƻǊ ǳǘƛƭƛȊŜ ǘƘŜ ǇƻǿŜǊ ƻŦ ±ǊƛƭΣ ƛǘΩǎ ƘŀǊŘƭȅ ǎŜƴǘ ǘƻ ǳǎ 

ǿƛǘƘƻǳǘ ŀ ǎƛƎƴƛŦƛŎŀƴǘ ǇǳǊǇƻǎŜΗέ 

Maria, Sigrun and Hella spent the night in a shared room with Maria and Sigrun 

bunking in and the countess occupying a private bed. Maria felt tired but the others were 

ŜȄŎƛǘŜŘ ŀƴŘ ƎƛƎƎƭŜŘ ŀǎ ƛŦ ƛƴ ŀ ƎƛǊƭΩǎ ŘƻǊƳƛǘƻǊȅΦ 

άIŜ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ƭƻƻƪ ƭƛƪŜ ŀ ǇǊƛƴŎŜ ŀǘ ŀƭƭΗέ {ƛƎǊǳƴ ŘŜŎƭŀǊŜŘΦ άbƻǘ ŀǘ ŀƭƭΗέ 

άIƻǿ Ƴŀƴȅ ǇǊƛƴŎŜǎ ƘŀǾŜ ȅƻǳ ƳŜǘΚέ aŀǊƛŀ ŀǎƪŜŘ ǎŀǊŎŀǎǘƛŎŀƭƭy. 

άbƻƴŜ ς ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ǿƘȅ LΩƳ ǎƻ ŘƛǎŀǇǇƻƛƴǘŜŘΗ L ŘŜƳŀƴŘ Ƴȅ ŦƛǊǎǘ ǇǊƛƴŎŜ ǘƻ ōŜ ŘŀǎƘƛƴƎ ŀƴŘ 

ǇŀǎǎƛƻƴŀǘŜΗέ 

άDǳǎǘŀǾ ƛǎ ǇŀǎǎƛƻƴŀǘŜ ŜƴƻǳƎƘ ς ǇŀǎǎƛƻƴŀǘŜ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ŦŀǘŜ ƻŦ DŜǊƳŀƴȅΣέ IŜƭƭŀ ǎŀƛŘΦ  

άL ŎŀƴΩǘ ǎŜŜ ƘƛƳ ŀǎ ŀ ƭŜŀŘŜǊΗ /ŀƴ ȅƻǳΣ aŀǊƛŀΚέ  
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aŀǊƛŀ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ŎŀǊŜΣ but as Sigrun kept poking her, she said:  

άtŜǊƘŀǇǎ ŀ ƴŜǿ ŜǊŀ ƴŜŜŘǎ ŀ ƴŜǿ ǘȅǇŜ ƻŦ ƭŜŀŘŜǊΥ ƴƻǘ ƻƴŜΣ ǿƘƻ ǿƻǳƭŘ ǎǘŀƴŘ ƻǳǘ ŦƻǊ Ƙƛǎ 

ƎƻƻŘ ƭƻƻƪǎ ŀƴŘ ǎǘŀǘǳǊŜΣ ōǳǘ ŦƻǊ Ƙƛǎ ƛƴƴŜǊ ƎǊŜŀǘƴŜǎǎΦέ 

Hella, who knew the prince well, agreed heartily. Sigrun was still dissatisfied. Yet none 

of them dreamt about the prince ς or any other prince ς that night. 

Back in Munich, Maria began to feel the pressure to produce more information, since it 

was soon clear her message was something revolutionary. The young gentleman from the 

meeting, Alfred Rosenberg, had contacted a distinguished physicist while one copy was 

sent to the venerable Guido von List and was swiftly returned with gloating commentaries 

that were stressed by exclamation marks. When the forces were combined, it became 

clear that Maria had indeed received instructions for some kind of remarkable device ς so 

remarkable, that the physicist, himself a member of the Lords of the Black Stone, insisted 

on meeting Maria personally.  

At his request, the meeting was held in the University where he had a great multitude 

of resources at hand to demonstrate his ideas. Maria was accompanied by Rosenberg, 

General Haushofer and Traute, who was expressing an unexpected interest in everything 

technological. The man, Doctor Schumann, was surprisingly young for a scientist and 

visibly excited.  

άL ǿƛǎƘŜŘ ǘƻ ǎŜŜ ǘƘŜ ǿƻƳŀƴ ǿƘƻ ƎŀǾŜ ǳǎ ǘƘƛǎ ƪƴƻǿƭŜŘƎŜΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƻ aŀǊƛŀΦ 

ά{ƻ ȅƻǳ ǿŜǊŜ ŀōƭŜ ǘƻ ŘƛǎŎƻǾŜǊ ǿƘŀǘ ǘƘŜ ƛƴŦƻǊƳŀǘƛƻƴ ǿŀǎ ŀōƻǳǘΚέ aŀǊƛŀ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ 

The man smiled. 

άLǘ ǎŜŜƳǎ ǿŜƛǊŘΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ ά²ƘŜƴ ǘŀƭƪƛƴƎ ǘƻ ȅƻǳΣ L ƘŀǾŜ ǘƘŜ ŦŜŜƭƛƴƎ LΩƳ ǘŀƭƪƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ 

the most illuminated scientific innovators of our era. And yet you yourself have absolutely 

ƴƻ ƛŘŜŀ ǿƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ ƎƛǾŜƴ ǘƻ ǳǎΗέ 

Maria had to agree. Doctor Schumann produced a paper which evidently was the 

translation of the runes.  

άIŜǊǊ Ǿƻƴ [ƛǎǘ ŜȄǇǊŜǎǎŜǎ Ƙƛǎ ŀǎǘƻƴƛǎƘƳŜƴǘ ŀǘ ȅƻǳǊ ƳŀǎǘŜǊȅ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǊǳƴŜǎΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ άŜǾŜƴ 

though you and I both know that mastery is a wrong term. He is convinced that this is a 

transitional stage of the runes evolving into a Templar script. He reports that it was 

initially difficult for him to understand everything, but after meditating on the subject he 

saw the pattern and everything became clear to him. The first part of the message seems 

to be evident ς ƛǘΩǎ ŀ ŦǊƛŜƴŘƭȅ ƎǊŜŜǘing and a sort of peace offering. When it becomes more 
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technical, it also gets more confusing. None of us seems to quite agree on what this 

ŘŜǾƛŎŜ ƛǎ ƳŜŀƴǘ ǘƻ ōŜΦέ 

ά¢ƘŜ ǘǊŀƴǎƭŀǘƛƻƴ ǎŜŜƳǎ ǘƻ ƳŜƴǘƛƻƴ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜ ŜŀǊǘƘƭȅ ǘƛŜǎ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ōƻŘȅ Ŏŀƴ ōŜ ǎŜǾŜǊŜŘ ƛƴ 

order ǘƻ ǊŜŀŎƘ ƘƻƳŜΣέ ¢ǊŀǳǘŜΣ ǿƘƻ ƘŀŘ ǘŀƪŜƴ ǘƘŜ ǎƘŜŜǘ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ Ŧǳƭƭ ǘǊŀƴǎƭŀǘƛƻƴ ŀƴŘ 

studied it for a minute, said. 

ά¸ŜǎΣ ōǳǘ ǿŜ ŀǊŜƴΩǘ ǎǳǊŜ ǿƘŀǘ ǘƘŀǘ ƳŜŀƴǎΣέ !ƭŦǊŜŘ wƻǎŜƴōŜǊƎ ǎŀƛŘΦ άLǘΩǎ Ƴƻǎǘ ǇǊƻōŀōƭȅ 

ǎȅƳōƻƭƛŎΦέ  

άtŀǊŘƻƴ ƳŜΣ ƛŦ LΩƳ ǿǊƻƴƎΣέ ¢ǊŀǳǘŜ ŎƻƴǘƛƴǳŜŘΣ άōǳǘ ƛǎƴΩǘ ƛǘ ǇƻǎǎƛōƭŜ ǘƘŀǘ ƛǘΩǎ ǊŜŦŜǊǎ ǘƻ 

ǎƻƳŜ ƪƛƴŘ ƻŦ ŀ ŘŜǾƛŎŜ ƻǊ ǘŜŎƘƴƻƭƻƎȅ ǘƘŀǘ ǿƻǳƭŘ ŦǊŜŜ ǳǎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ 9ŀǊǘƘΩǎ ƎǊŀǾƛǘȅ ŀƴŘ ǘƘǳǎ 

ŜƴŀōƭŜ ǳǎ ǘƻ ǊŜŀŎƘ ǘƘŜ ǇƭŀƴŜǘŀǊȅ ǎȅǎǘŜƳ ƻǊōƛǘƛƴƎ !ƭŘŜōŀǊŀƴΚέ  

This speculation astonished everyone. While Rosenberg scrutinized the girl with some 

distrust, Doctor Schumann seemed to take it very seriously.  

άL ǿƻǳƭŘ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƻ ŎƻƴŦƛǊƳ ȅƻǳǊ ƛŘŜŀΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ ά¢ƘŜ ǘŜȄǘ ƳŜƴǘƛƻƴǎ Ψƛƴǎǘŀƴǘ ŀǊǊƛǾŀƭΩ ς I 

wonder if this device could be the key that in some inexplicable way connects our two 

worldǎ ƴƻǘ ƻƴƭȅ ƻƴ ŀ ƳŜƴǘŀƭΣ ōǳǘ ŀƭǎƻ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǇƘȅǎƛŎŀƭ ƭŜǾŜƭΦέ 

ά.ǳǘ ǿƘŀǘ ŎƻǳƭŘ ǇƻǿŜǊ ǎǳŎƘ ŀ ŘŜǾƛŎŜΚέ DŜƴŜǊŀƭ IŀǳǎƘƻŦŜǊ ǎŀƛŘΦ ά¦ƴƭŜǎǎ ǿŜ ŀǊŜ ŀōƭŜ ǘƻ 

harness Vril, no amount of earthly fuel would take us to another galaxy, let alone 

ƛƴǎǘŀƴǘƭȅΗέ 

Doctor Schumann shook his head. 

άLǘ ƴŜǾŜǊ ǿƻǳƭŘΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ άŜǾŜƴ ƛŦ ƛǘ ǿŜǊŜ ǇƘȅǎƛŎŀƭƭȅ ǇƻǎǎƛōƭŜ ǘƻ ŎƻƭƭŜŎǘ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜ ŦǳŜƭ ƻƴ 

9ŀǊǘƘΦ .ŜŎŀǳǎŜ LΩǾŜ ŎƻƳŜ ǘƻ ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘŀƴŘ ǘƘŀǘ ŜǾŜǊȅ ƳŜŎƘŀƴƛŎŀƭ ƳŜǘƘƻŘ ƻŦ ǘǊŀƴǎǇƻǊǘŀǘƛƻƴ 

is wrong in fundamental principle. In our modern development, we have chosen one way 

ς and one way only. Everything in our technology is based on combustion or explosion ς 

ǘƘǳǎ ƛǘΩǎ ŘŜǎǘǊǳŎǘƛǾŜ ƛƴ ƛǘǎ ōŀǎƛŎǎΦ .ǳǘ ŀǎ ǿŜ ǊŜŎƻƎƴƛȊŜ ǘǿƻ ƻǇǇƻǎƛǘŜ ǇǊƛƴŎƛǇƭŜǎ ƛƴ 

everything, there must be a creative source of power that we havenΩǘ ŘƛǎŎƻǾŜǊŜŘ ȅŜǘΦ 

According to this philosophy the opposite would mean implosion instead of explosion, 

ΨƛƳōǳǎǘƛƻƴΩ - being formation or regeneration - instead of combustion. I believe this new, 

creative technology could free us from the effects of gravitation. And perhaps, if gravity 

could be negated to nil, we could indeed move from one location to another in an instant. 

Perhaps even from one dimension to another ς ƻǊ ŦǊƻƳ ƻƴŜ Ǉƻƛƴǘ ƛƴ ǘƛƳŜ ǘƻ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊΗέ  
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ά¢Ƙƛǎ ƛǎ ǘƘŜ ǘǊǳŜ ǘŜŎƘƴƻƭƻƎȅ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƴŜǿ ŀƎŜΣέ DŜƴŜǊal Haushofer said sombrely, crossing 

Ƙƛǎ ŦƛƴƎŜǊǎ ŀǎ ƛŦ ƛƴ ŀ ǇǊŀȅŜǊΦ ά¢ƘŜ ƴŜǿ Divine technology is being ushered in and we shall be 

ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊŜŘ ŀǎ ƛǘǎ ǇƛƻƴŜŜǊǎΗέ  

The gentlemen discussed the potential of this new and astonishing technology for a 

while and Maria was surprised to see Traute, the modest girl from the provinces, join in 

eagerly and offer her opinions in a straightforward way. Yet Maria felt troubled. Almost a 

ƳƻƴǘƘ ƘŀŘ ǇŀǎǎŜŘ ǎƛƴŎŜ ǘƘŜ ƳŜŜǘƛƴƎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƘǳƴǘƛƴƎ ƭƻŘƎŜ ŀƴŘ ǎƘŜ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ōŜŜƴ ŀōƭŜ ǘƻ 

manifest anything. The ladies, now officially a society in their own right, held meetings 

regularly, but these produced nothing that could indicate the awaited visit from the 

interstellar messenger. With each passing day, Maria became more anxious that she might 

have lost the connection; that she had served her purpose only as an initial intermediary 

and had, since her last contact, been replaced by another, more powerful, wiser medium.  

She was reassured by the gentlemen of the Thule society, who were positive she would be 

approached when the time was ripe for another message ς and they partially convinced 

her that perhaps they were right: perhaps the messenger was waiting, to see if the 

humans were intelligent enough to construct the device they had been shown.  

Meanwhile, she got to know the prince quite well. Gustav, as he insisted he should be 

called, was seeking spiritual instruction and was more than glad to receive it from four 

beautiful ladies. Their meetings consisted of conversations on all things occult, centring 

mostly on the ancient glory of the Aryan race, whose Tibetan origins were enthusiastically 

propagated by von Sebottendorf. The Baron himself dedicated less time to the spiritual 

and more to the political aspects of life, having in January, together with other Thulists, 

founded a new party, which, quite uncharacteristically for him, was called very simply the 

DŜǊƳŀƴ ²ƻǊƪŜǊǎΩ tŀǊǘȅΦ ¢ƘŜ ƭŀŘƛŜǎ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǇǊƛƴŎŜ ƘŀŘ ǘŀƪŜƴ ŀ ƳƛǎŎƘƛŜǾƻǳǎ ǇƭŜŀǎǳǊŜ ƛƴ 

teasing the baron about this on a few occasions and even provoked a game of renaming 

the party. 

άL ǘƘƛƴƪ Ψ¢ƘŜ !Ǌȅŀƴ /ǊŀŦǘǎƳŜƴΩǎ CƻǊŎŜΩ ǿƻǳƭŘ ǎƻǳƴŘ ƳǳŎƘ ƳƻǊŜ ǇƻŜǘƛŎΣέ {ƛƎǊǳƴ 

ǇǊƻǇƻǎŜŘΦ ά²Ƙƻ ǿŀƴǘǎ ǘƻ ōŜ ǊŜŦŜǊǊŜŘ ǘƻ ŀǎ ŀ ǎƛƳǇƭŜ DŜǊƳŀƴ ǿƻǊƪŜǊΚέ  

¢ƘŜ ōŀǊƻƴ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŀƎǊŜŜ ƴƻǊ ǎŜŜ ǘƘŜ Ŧǳƴƴȅ ǎƛŘŜ ƻŦ ƛǘΦ 

ά¢ƘŜ /ƻƳƳǳƴƛǎǘǎ are tempting the populace with their apparent mission to better the 

ƭƛŦŜ ƻŦ ŀƴ ŀǾŜǊŀƎŜ DŜǊƳŀƴΣέ ƘŜ ǎƴƻǊǘŜŘΦ ά²Ŝ Ƴǳǎǘ ōŜŀǘ ǘƘŜƳ ŀǘ ǘƘŜƛǊ ƻǿƴ ƎŀƳŜ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜƛǊ 

ƻǿƴ ǿŜŀǇƻƴǎΦέ 
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ά.ǳǘ ǿƘŀǘ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ DŜǊƳŀƴǎ ǿƘƻ ŀǊŜ ȅŜŀǊƴƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ŘƛŦŦŜǊŜƴǘ ς yearning for 

rƻƳŀƴŎŜΚέ {ƛƎǊǳƴ ƪŜǇǘ ƻƴ ǘŜŀǎƛƴƎΦ ά¢ƘŜȅ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƳǳŎƘ ǊŀǘƘŜǊ Ƨƻƛƴ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ 

Ψ! ¦ƴƛƻƴ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ¢ŜǳǘƻƴƛŎ aƛƎƘǘΩΗέ  

άhǊΣ Ψ! /ƻƴŦŜŘŜǊŀŎȅ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ DŜǊƳŀƴƛŎ /ƘŀƳǇƛƻƴǎΗέ ¢ǊŀǳǘŜ ǎǳƎƎŜǎǘŜŘΦ 

¢ƘŜ ǇǊƛƴŎŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǎǳƎƎŜǎǘ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎΣ ōǳǘ ƎƛƎƎƭŜŘΦ IŜƭƭŀ ƎƛƎƎƭŜŘ ǘƻƻΣ ōut as she still was 

ǘƘŜ ǎŜŎǊŜǘŀǊȅ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ¢ƘǳƭŜ {ƻŎƛŜǘȅΣ ǎƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŦƛƴŘ ƛǘ ŀǇǇǊƻǇǊƛŀǘŜ ǘƻ ƳŀƪŜ Ŧǳƴ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ Ƴŀƴ 

who was officially her chief.  

ά/ƻƳŜ ƻƴΣ ōŀǊƻƴΣ ǘƘŜǊŜ Ƴǳǎǘ ōŜ ǎƻƳŜ ŦƻǊŜƛƎƴ ǿƻǊŘǎ ǘƻ ƳŀƪŜ ƛǘ ƳƻǊŜ ŀǇǇŜŀƭƛƴƎΗέ 

¢ǊŀǳǘŜ ƭŀǳƎƘŜŘΦ ά9ǾŜƴ ΨŎƻƳƳǳƴƛǎǘΩ ƻǊ ΨǎƻŎƛŀƭƛǎǘΩ ǎƻǳƴŘǎ ƳƻǊŜ ŦŀǎŎƛƴŀǘƛƴƎ ǘƘŀƴ ΨǿƻǊƪŜǊΩΗέ 

ά{ƻǊǊȅΣ ǘƘŜǎŜ ǿƻǊŘǎ ŀǊŜ ǘŀƪŜƴΣέ ǘƘŜ ōŀǊƻƴ ǊŜǘƻǊǘŜŘΦ ά¢ƘŜ ƴŀǘƛƻƴ ƴŜŜŘǎ ǎƛƳǇƭƛŎƛǘȅ ǘƻ 

ǳƴƛǘŜ ǳǎΦέ 

ά¢ƘŜƴ ǿƘȅ ƴƻǘ ǳǎŜ ǘƘŜ ǾŜǊȅ ǿƻǊŘΣέ aŀǊƛŀ ǎǳƎƎŜǎǘŜŘΦ 

ά¢ƘŜ ǿƘƛŎƘ ǿƻǊŘΚέ 

άbŀǘƛƻƴΦ ²Ƙȅ ƴƻǘ ŀŘŘ ΨbŀǘƛƻƴŀƭΩ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƴŀƳŜΦέ 

The baron seemed puzzled. 

ά²ƘŀǘΣ ǘƘŜ bŀǘƛƻƴŀƭ DŜǊƳŀƴ ²ƻǊƪŜǊǎΩ tŀǊǘȅΚ Lǘ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ƳŀƪŜ ŀƴȅ ǎŜƴǎŜΧέ 

ά¢ƘŜƴ ŀǘǘŀŎƘ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ ŀŘƧŜŎǘƛǾŜ ǘƻ ƛǘΦ [ƛƪŜ Ψbŀǘƛƻƴŀƭ hŎŎǳƭǘƛǎǘΩΣ ƻǊ Ψbŀǘƛƻƴŀƭ {ǇƛǊƛǘǳŀƭƛǎǘΩΦ 

!ƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ ǘƘŀǘ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƳŀƪŜ ƛǘ ǎǇŜŎƛŦƛŎŀƭƭȅ ƻǳǊǎΦέ {ƘŜ ǇŀǳǎŜŘ ŦƻǊ ŀ ƳƻƳŜƴǘΦ άLΩƳ ǎǳǊŜ ȅƻǳ 

could even disarm the Communists ς by saying that you now lead the National Communist 

DŜǊƳŀƴ ²ƻǊƪŜǊǎΩ tŀǊǘȅΦ Lǘ ǿƻǳƭŘ ŘƛǎǘƛƴƎǳƛǎƘ ΨǳǎΩ ŦǊƻƳ ΨǘƘŜƳΩΦέ  

άhƴŜ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ Ƨǳǎǘ ŎƘŀƴƎŜ ǘƘŜ ƴŀƳŜ ƻŦ ŀ ǇŀǊǘȅ ƻƴ ŀ ǿƘƛƳΗέ Ǿƻƴ {ŜōƻǘǘŜƴŘƻǊf grunted, 

even though the thought seemed to hold some fascination for him. 

This was to be the very last time they were to be having a laugh together. Things took a 

grim turn in April.  

A meeting was scheduled for the evening of the 26th, but both Hella and the prince 

failed to show up. Maria, who by then had a telephone installed in her apartment, tried to 

ring both of them but there was no reply. Sigrun suggested that the two had eloped and 

ǿƻǳƭŘ ǊŜǘǳǊƴ ƛƴ ŀ Řŀȅ ƻǊ ǘǿƻΣ ƘŀǇǇƛƭȅ ƳŀǊǊƛŜŘΦ aŀǊƛŀ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǎŀȅ ŀ word: only on the 

previous evening, the prince had confessed that if Maria would indicate some interest in 

him, he would be willing to propose marriage. Maria had asked for a couple of days to 

think about that possibility, whereas in reality she was only concerned how to turn the 

near-sighted young man down as gently as possible.  
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By the end of the evening it was evident that something was wrong. It was around 

ǘƘǊŜŜ ƻΩŎƭƻŎƪ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ morning when aŀǊƛŀΩǎ ǘŜƭŜǇƘƻƴŜ ǊŀƴƎΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎ DŜƴŜǊŀƭ IŀǳǎƘƻŦŜǊΣ 

sounding old and feeble. Both Hella and the prince had been arrested by the Communist 

militia in what appeared to be a raid on the members of the Thule Society. The society 

had been accused by the Reds of attempting to infiltrate the socialist government and 

stage a coup; Maria found out that a couple of months earlier von Sebottendorf had 

planned to orchestrate a kidnapping of the Bavarian Socialist Prime Minister, Kurt Eisner, 

but had failed. The General urged Maria to gather her ladies and leave Munich 

immediately.  

Maria dressed in darkness, too afraid to light the fire, shaking like a leaf. Sigrun, who 

ŎǳǊǊŜƴǘƭȅ ǎƘŀǊŜŘ ǊƻƻƳǎ ǿƛǘƘ ¢ǊŀǳǘŜΣ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ǘŜƭŜǇƘƻƴŜ ǎƻ aŀǊƛŀ ƘŀŘ ƴƻ ƻǇǘƛƻƴ but 

to try and get to their quarters on foot. The streets were vibrant with violence and 

anarchy. Maria avoided the main ones where the flicker of the torches was painting a 

bloody backdrop to muted screams, shouts and occasional rifle shots. Death seemed to be 

lurking behind every corner, in every shadow. Taking one hasty turn in the dark streets, 

she almost bumped into some armed men but they were the men of the beaten Imperial 

Army, smoking nervously and quietly, standing in front of a building to fight back a 

possible attack of the Bavarian Red Army.  

It was a terrifying excursion through the dark city, and Maria thanked God when she 

reached the house where Sigrun and Traute were lodging. A mortally terrified landlady 

opened the door, checking her identity from the window twice before coming to unlock 

the door. Clutching a rosary, she told Maria that shots had been heard in the vicinity about 

an hour earlier. Maria ran up the stairs and knocked on the door. Sigrun and Traute were 

awake; clearly Traute had been crying. The shots had awakened them and from the third 

floor window, the red glare of the revolution inspired fear and dismay.  

Hastily, Maria told the girls about the danger which seemed so much more tangible 

now that they had become part of the Thule. The girls dressed hurriedly. It was decided 

they would try to make it to the coǳƴǘǊȅ ƘƻǳǎŜ ƻŦ {ƛƎǊǳƴΩǎ ƳƻǘƘŜǊΦ {ƛƎǊǳƴ ƪƴŜǿ ƻŦ ŀ ǘǊŀƛƴ 

that left Munich at 3:50 and would stop at a village where the house was located. It was 

only ten minutes to the scheduled departure of the train and Sigrun knew it would 

normally take twelve minutes to walk to the train station, so they needed to hurry.  
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Lǘ ǿŀǎ ƎŜǘǘƛƴƎ ƭƛƎƘǘŜǊΣ ōǳǘ ƻƴ ǘƘƛǎ ƻŎŎŀǎƛƻƴ ƛǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ƎƻƻŘ ƴŜǿǎΥ ƛǘ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƳŀƪŜ ƛǘ ŘƛŦŦƛŎǳƭǘ 

to hide, and three women running towards the train station were sure to create unwanted 

attention.  

The girls left the house and began walking towards their destination hurriedly, 

reluctant to lift their eyes from the pavement. The empty streets seemed hostile and bare; 

ǘƘŜ ǿƘƻƭŜ Ŏƛǘȅ ǿŀǎ ƭƛƪŜ ŀ Ǝƛŀƴǘ ŀǊŎƘŜǊȅ ǘŀǊƎŜǘ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜƳ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƛƴƴŜǊ ŎƛǊŎƭŜΦ ¢ƘŜȅ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ 

dare to try and make up time by running.  

The station became visible from behind some trees. The train was still at the platform, 

even though it should have left two minutes ago.  

ά²ŜΩǾŜ ƳŀŘŜ ƛǘΣέ ¢ǊŀǳǘŜ ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊŜŘ ƛƴ ǊŜƭƛŜŦΣ ǇŀƴǘƛƴƎ ƘŜŀǾƛƭȅΦ  

But then the explanation for ǘƘŜ ǘǊŀƛƴΩǎ ŘŜƭŀȅ ōŜŎŀƳŜ ŜǾƛŘŜƴǘΥ ǎŜǾŜǊŀƭ ŀǊƳŜŘ ƳŜƴ ǿŜǊŜ 

standing on the platform, while others presumably conducted a search through the 

carriages.  

ά¢ƘŜ wŜŘǎΣέ {ƛƎǊǳƴ ƎŀǎǇŜŘΣ ōŀŎƪƛƴƎ ƛƴǎǘƛƴŎǘƛǾŜƭȅΦ ¢ƘŜ ƻǘƘŜǊǎ ŦƻƭƭƻǿŜŘ ƘŜǊ ŜȄŀƳǇƭŜΦ 

ά²Ŝ ƳǳǎǘƴΩǘ ǊǳƴΗέ aŀǊƛŀ ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊŜŘΦ ά²ŀƭƪ ŀǎ ŎŀƭƳƭȅ ŀǎ ȅƻǳ ŎŀƴΗέ 

ά¢Ƙŀǘ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƘŜƭǇΣέ ¢ǊŀǳǘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ ǎƻōōƛƴƎΦ ά¢ƘǊŜŜ ƎƛǊƭǎ ƻǳǘ ŀǘ ǘƘƛǎ ƘƻǳǊΚ ¢ƘŜȅΩƭƭ ǎƘƻƻǘ 

ǳǎ ŀƴŘ ŀǎƪ ǉǳŜǎǘƛƻƴǎ ƭŀǘŜǊΗέ 

As if to underline her words, a shot was heard apparently coming from one of the 

railway carriages. 

Suppressing an urge to bolt from this place screaming at the top of her lungs, Maria 

took the hands of Traute and Sigrun and turned back where they came from. 

An old man was climbing onto a horse cart in front of the bakery.  

ά.ƭƻƻŘȅ wŜŘ ƳǳǊŘŜǊŜǊǎΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ƘŀƭŦ ǘƻ ƘƛƳǎŜƭŦΣ ƘŀƭŦ ǘƻ ǎƘƻǿ Ƙƛǎ ǎƻƭƛŘŀǊƛǘȅ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ 

ŦǊƛƎƘǘŜƴŜŘ ƎƛǊƭǎΦ ά.ŀȅƻƴŜǘŜŘ Ƴȅ ŦƭƻǳǊ ǎŀŎƪǎ ŀǎ L Ǝƻǘ ƘŜǊŜΦ LŘƛƻǘǎΦέ 

The girls stopped. Every ally was a welcome one. 

άaƛǎǎŜŘ ȅƻǳǊ ǘǊŀƛƴΣ ƘŀǾŜ ȅƻǳΚέ ǘƘŜ ƳƛƭƭŜǊ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ ά¸ƻǳ ōŜǘǘŜǊ Ŏƻǳƴǘ your blessings; you 

ƘŜŀǊŘ ǘƘŜȅ Ƨǳǎǘ ǎƘƻǘ ǎƻƳŜƻƴŜΣ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ȅƻǳΚέ 

ά{ƛǊΣέ {ƛƎǊǳƴ ŀǇǇǊƻŀŎƘŜŘ ǘƘŜ ƳŀƴΣ ƻōǾƛƻǳǎƭȅ ƘŀǾƛƴƎ ŎƻƳŜ ǳǇ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ǇƭŀƴΦ {ƘŜ 

ǎŎǊǳǘƛƴƛȊŜŘ ǘƘŜ ŜƳǇǘȅ ŎŀǊǘΣ ǎǘƛƭƭ ŎƻǾŜǊŜŘ ƛƴ ŦƭƻǳǊΦ ά¸ƻǳ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ōŜ ƭŜŀǾƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ǘƻǿƴΣ ƴƻǿ 

that you have done your deƭƛǾŜǊƛŜǎΚέ 

άL ŀƳ ƛƴŘŜŜŘΤ ƴƻǘƘƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƘƻƭŘ ƳŜ ƘŜǊŜΦέ 

ά²ƻǳƭŘ ȅƻǳ ōȅ ŀƴȅ ŎƘŀƴŎŜ ōŜ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻǿŀǊŘǎ DǊŀŦƛƴƎΚέ 
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άbƻΣ aƛǎǎΣ ǘƻǿŀǊŘǎ 5ƻǊƴŀŎƘΦέ 

Sigrun seemed to be calculating. 

ά²ƻǳƭŘ ȅƻǳ ǘŀƪŜ ǳǎ ŀǎ ŦŀǊ ŀǎ ±ŀǘŜǊǎǘŜǘǘŜƴΚέ 

The eyes of the man widened in surprise. 

ά.ǳǘ ƛǘΩǎ ƴƻǘ ƻƴ Ƴȅ ǿŀȅΗ LǘΩǎ ŀǘ ƭŜŀǎǘ ŀ ǘŜƴ-ƪƛƭƻƳŜǘǊŜ ǘǊƛǇΗέ 

άL ƘŀǾŜΧέ {ƛƎǊǳƴ ǿŀǎ ǎŜŀǊŎƘƛƴƎ ƛƴ ƘŜǊ ǇǳǊǎŜΦ άIŜǊŜΣ ǘǿŜƴǘȅ aŀǊƪǎΦ DƛǊƭǎΣ Ƙƻǿ ƳǳŎƘ 

ƘŀǾŜ ȅƻǳ ƎƻǘΚέ 

Traute had ten more, whereas Maria had forgotten to take her purse in her anxiety. 

The man scratched his beard. 

άtƭŜŀǎŜΣ Ƨǳǎǘ ǘŀƪŜ ǳǎ ǘƻ ±ŀǘŜǊǎǘŜǘǘŜƴΦ ¢ƘŜǊŜ ǿƻƴΩǘ ōŜ ŀƴȅ wŜŘǎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǎǳōǳǊōǎΦ ²ŜΩƭƭ ǿŀƛǘ 

ŦƻǊ ƻǳǊ ǘǊŀƛƴ ǘƘŜǊŜΦέ 

The man took the money, leaving them just enough for the train fare.  

άLǘΩǎ ƴƻǘ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ƳƻƴŜȅΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ IŜ ǘƘŜƴ ǊŜŀŎƘŜŘ ƻǳǘ ŀƴŘ ƘŜƭǇŜŘ the girls to climb into 

the back of the cart, warning them not to get flour all over them ς in vain.  

ά¸ƻǳ ƳƛƎƘǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ƘƛŘŜ ǳƴŘŜǊ ǘƘŜ ŎƻǾŜǊΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ ŀǎ ǘƘŜ ƘƻǊǎŜ ǎŜǘ ƻŦŦΦ 

After some twenty minutes under the stuffy cloth, with their eyes and nostrils clogged 

by flour dust, the girls finally heard the man call out to them. Here, in the quieter suburbs 

people were sleeping peacefully; the agony that was being played out on the main streets 

ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǊŜŀŎƘ ƘŜǊŜΦ ¢ƘŜ ŎǊƛǎǇ ǎǇǊƛƴƎ ǎǳƴ ǿŀǎ ŎǊŜŜǇƛƴƎ ǳǇǿŀǊŘǎΤ ƛǘ Ǉromised to be a 

beautiful day.  

The man dropped the girls off at the outskirts of Neukeferloh and wished them a good 

ŘŀȅΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎ ŀōƻǳǘ ŦƛǾŜ ƳƛƴǳǘŜǎΩ ǿŀƭƪ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ±ŀǘŜǊǎǘŜǘǘŜƴ ǘǊŀƛƴ ǎǘŀǘƛƻƴΦ ¢ƘŜ ƎƛǊƭǎ ƳŜǘ ǿƛǘƘ 

suspicious glances as they walked down the village street with their clothing, hair and 

faces covered in flour dust, but they were too tired to care.  

The next train arrived about two hours later. There were no armed men on it, but from 

the frightened whispers of the passengers the girls found out that the 6:25 train had been 

searched by the Reds before leaving Munich as well. By seven they were in Grafing, at the 

ǎǳƳƳŜǊ ƘƻǳǎŜ ƻŦ {ƛƎǊǳƴΩǎ ǇŀǊŜƴǘǎΣ ǿƘŜǊŜ aŀǊƛŀ ŀƴŘ {ƛƎǊǳƴ ƘŀŘ ǎǇŜƴǘ ǘƘŜ ŎŀǊŜŦǊŜŜ 

summers of their childhood. Nothing much had changed here. They locked themselves in 

the house and slept until evening.  

There followed a week of uncertainty and anxiety. It was difficult to get reliable news, 

as only a couple of Munich newspapers reached Grafing in the following days. Maria 
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wanted to call Lothar or the general, but she forced herself to live in ignorance, as a phone 

Ŏŀƭƭ ǿƻǳƭŘΩǾŜ ōŜǘǊŀȅŜŘ ǘƘŜƛǊ ƭƻŎŀǘƛƻƴΦ Lƴ ŀƴȅ ŎŀǎŜΣ ƛŦ [ƻǘƘŀǊ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ƎŜƴŜǊŀƭ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ōŜŜƴ 

arrested, they were sure either to hide or fight, not linger in their apartments.   

Everything reached a solution on the 3rd of May, when the aǸƴŎƘƴŜǊ bŜǳŜǎǘŜƴ 

Nachrichten reached Grafing, signalling that order had been restored. But the news was 

devastating. The Reds had taken many prominent hostages and gathered them in the 

basement of the Luitpoldgymnasium. The names of General Haushofer, Lothar nor Baron 

Ǿƻƴ {ŜōƻǘǘŜƴŘƻǊŦ ǿŜǊŜƴΩǘ ŀƳƻƴƎ ǘƘŜ ƭƛǎǘŜŘ ƻƴŜǎΣ ōǳǘ tǊƛƴŎŜ DǳǎǘŀǾ Ǿƻƴ ¢ƘǳǊƴ ǳƴŘ ¢ŀȄƛǎΣ 

Countess Hella von Westarp and Baron Friedrich von Seydlitz were, along with four other 

members of the Thule Society. As news that the Counterrevolutionary Commission had 

ǎŜƴǘŜƴŎŜŘ ŜƭŜǾŜƴ wŜŘ ŎƻƳƳƛǎǎŀǊǎ ǘƻ ōŜ ŜȄŜŎǳǘŜŘ ƛƴ DǊǸƴǿŀƭŘ ǊŜŀŎƘŜŘ ǘƘŜ ōŜƭŜŀƎǳŜǊŜŘ 

communists in the Luitpoldgymnasium, they decided to execute the hostages. Prince 

Gustav, Countess Hella and Baron von Seydlitz had been shot. Only hours later did the 

ŎƻǳƴǘŜǊǊŜǾƻƭǳǘƛƻƴŀǊȅ ǘǊƻƻǇǎ ōǊŜŀƪ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŎƛǘȅΣ ƭŜŘ ōȅ ƴƻƴŜ ƻǘƘŜǊ ǘƘŀƴ ǘƘŜ ŎƻǳƴǘŜǎǎΩǎ 

uncle, General Ernst von Oven. In retaliation, he ordered a massacre of nearly a thousand 

communists and their collaborators.  

The proposed leader of the new era was gone; the Thule Society had lost several high-

ǊŀƴƪƛƴƎ ƳŜƳōŜǊǎΦ !ǎ ƛŦ ǘƘƛǎ ǘǊŀƎŜŘȅ ǿŜǊŜƴΩǘ ŜƴƻǳƎƘΣ ǘƘŜ ǎǳǊǾƛǾƻǊǎ ƳŀŘŜ ƛǘ ŜǾŜƴ ƳƻǊŜ 

painful by looking for a traitor from within their own ranks. Fingers pointed at none other 

than Baron von Sebottendorf, who had played an active role in the attack against the 

government of the Bavarian Soviet Republic, accusing him of negligence that had allowed 

the names of the Thule members to fall into the hands of the enemy agents. A few weeks 

later von Sebottendorf resigned from the Thule Society he himself had established a mere 

year ago, and fled from Germany.  

This latest era of bloodshed and anarchy was over, but it had taken the years of trust 

and innocence with it.  
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Chapter IX: Munich, 1924 

  

 

 After so long, the Christmas season at last had the feeling of a Christmas season again. 

The revolutionary activities had died down, the hyperinflation was over, and for the first 

time in a decade things appeared almost normal. On the previous day, Maria had received 

a phone call from Rudolf Hess. Their paths had crossed on many occasions since Hess had 

enrolled in the University of Munich to study geopolitics under General Haushofer and 

thus became a fellow student of Traute. She had also enrolled to study physics and 

technological design under Doctor Schumann, who became a professor at the age of 

thirty-ǘǿƻ ŀƴŘ ǎǳōǎŜǉǳŜƴǘƭȅ ¢ǊŀǳǘŜΩǎ ŦƛŀƴŎŞΣ ŜǾŜƴ ǘƘƻǳƎƘ ƘŜ ƘŀŘ ǘƻ ŘƛǾƛŘŜ Ƙƛǎ ǘƛƳŜ 

between teaching in Munich and in Stuttgart. Schumann had become the muscle behind 

the brain: studying the electromagnetic resonance of the earth, he was developing a 

series of magnetic levitators which would create an independent gravitational field around 

a flying machine that itself would use implosion technology. It looked very plausible on 

paper ς yet the two years of experimenting on the device, perhaps prematurely referred 

to as the Otherworldly Flying Machine or OFM, had resulted in less than mediocre results. 

It was quite clear that whatever power source was needed to activate the device, they 

ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ƛǘΦ  

Since that evening in BerchtesgadenΣ aŀǊƛŀΩǎ Ǿƛǎƛƻƴǎ ƘŀŘ ƎǊŀŘǳŀƭƭȅ ŦŀŘŜŘΣ ŀǎ ƛŦ ǘƘŜ 

channel between her and the cosmic messenger had become jammed. Either the beacon 

had stopped signalling, or the receiver had become mistuned. Her drawings from that 

night had been studied excessively, yet it was obvious that some of what she had sketched 

was either too advanced for current understanding or required a completely different 

pattern of thinking. She was afraid to admit to herself that she had arrived at a dead end, 

especially since the gentlemen of the Thule had such trust in her.  

¢ƘŜ Ŏŀƭƭ ŦǊƻƳ IŜǎǎ ǿŀǎ ǉǳƛǘŜ ŀ ǿŜƭŎƻƳŜ ǎǳǊǇǊƛǎŜΣ ŜǎǇŜŎƛŀƭƭȅ ŀǎ aŀǊƛŀ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ŜȄǇŜŎǘŜŘ 

to see him for at least another four years. Hess, Hitler and several other members of the 

DŜǊƳŀƴ ²ƻǊƪŜǊǎΩ tŀǊǘȅΣ ǿƘƛŎƘ ŀǘ ƻƴŜ Ǉƻƛƴǘ ƘŀŘ ōŜŜƴ ŎƘǊƛǎǘŜƴŜŘ ǘƘŜ bŀǘƛƻƴŀƭ {ƻŎƛŀƭƛǎǘ 



 
 

71 

DŜǊƳŀƴ ²ƻǊƪŜǊǎΩ tŀǊǘȅΣ ǉǳƛǘŜ ŀǎ aŀǊƛŀ ƘŀŘ ǎǳƎƎŜǎǘŜŘΣ ƘŀŘ ōŜŜƴ ŀǊǊŜǎǘŜŘ ŀ ȅŜŀǊ ōŜŦƻǊŜΦ 

Their attempt to overthrow the Bavarian Government was initially hailed by the Thulists, 

who had placed Hitler in the spotlight as a potential new leader since the murder of Prince 

von Thurn und Taxis. Regretfully, things had gone out of control rapidly; the army and the 

state police turned against them and several members of the Party lost their lives. Hitler 

and Hess, along with other party officials, were tried for high treason and given sentences 

of five years in prison. Apparently, this decision had been revoked and the pardon, issued 

by the Bavarian Supreme Court, released the men just before Christmas. The National 

{ƻŎƛŀƭƛǎǘ DŜǊƳŀƴ ²ƻǊƪŜǊǎΩ tŀǊǘȅΣ ƘƻǿŜǾŜǊΣ ƘŀŘ ōŜŜƴ ōŀƴƴŜŘ ŀǎ ŀ ǊŜǎǳƭǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ 

unsuccessful coup, even though Maria knew that Alfred Rosenberg had taken over the 

leadership to keep the organization from falling apart.  

As requested, Maria visited Hess at his apartment a couple of days later. Hitler was 

there as she had expected, accompanied by a nervous little fellow, Heinrich Himmler, who 

introduced himself to Maria as her great admirer. This young man, with an agricultural 

diploma, had joined the party just in time to taste some action during the coup, but had 

evaded imprisonment since the charges against him were insufficient. He had 

nevertheless lost his job as aƴ ƻŦŦƛŎŜ ŎƭŜǊƪ ŀƴŘ ƘŀŘ ōŜŜƴ ŦƻǊŎŜŘ ǘƻ ƳƻǾŜ ǘƻ Ƙƛǎ ǇŀǊŜƴǘǎΩ 

apartment. Finding new inspiration in the Thule Society, he had become well-informed on 

developments in ǘƘŜ hǘƘŜǊǿƻǊƭŘƭȅ CƭȅƛƴƎ aŀŎƘƛƴŜ ǇǊƻƧŜŎǘ ŀƴŘ aŀǊƛŀΩǎ ŎƻƴƴŜŎǘƛƻƴ ǘƻ ǿƘŀǘ 

ƘŜ ǊŜŦŜǊǊŜŘ ŀǎ ΨǘƘŜ ŀƴŎƛŜƴǘ !Ǌȅŀƴ ǎǇƛǊƛǘΩΦ  

IƛǘƭŜǊ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǎŜŜƳ ǘƻ ǎƘŀǊŜ ǘƘŜ ŜƴǘƘǳǎƛŀǎƳ ƻŦ IƛƳƳƭŜǊ ƻǊ IŜǎǎΦ IŜ ƘŀŘ ŎƘŀƴƎŜŘ ŀ ƭƻǘ 

since Maria last saw him in her apartment almost six years earlier. If ever he had 

harboured a fascination with the Thule, he now appeared indifferent or even hostile 

towards it. 

άDŜǊƳŀƴȅ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ƴŜŜŘ ƛƴǘŜǊƎŀƭŀŎǘƛŎ ƳŜǎǎŀƎŜǎΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ άhǳǊ ǿƘƻƭŜ ǊŜǎŜŀǊŎƘ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ 

be concentrated on our own past, tracking the steps of our forefathers and getting to 

learn as much as possible about their religion and traditiƻƴǎ ǎƻ ǿŜ Ŏŀƴ ŀŘƻǇǘ ǘƘŜƳΦέ 

ά¢Ƙƛǎ ƛǎ ŜȄŀŎǘƭȅ ǿƘŀǘ CǊŀǳƭŜƛƴ hǊǎƛŎ ƛǎ ŘƻƛƴƎΣέ IƛƳƳƭŜǊ ǎŀƛŘΦ άtǊƻǾƛƴƎ ǘƘŀǘ ƻǳǊ ƻǊƛƎƛƴǎ 

and culture stem from the East, from the earliest civilization that is known to man and 

which probably dates back much further than we have dŀǊŜŘ ǘƻ ōŜƭƛŜǾŜΦέ 

ά¢ƘŜƴ ǿŜ Ƴǳǎǘ ǇǊƻǾŜ ǘƘŀǘ ƻƴ ƻǳǊ ƻǿƴΣέ IƛǘƭŜǊ ǇŜǊǎƛǎǘŜŘΦ ά¢ƘŜ bŀǘƛƻƴŀƭ {ƻŎƛŀƭƛǎǘ 

DŜǊƳŀƴ ²ƻǊƪŜǊǎΩ tŀǊǘȅ Ƴǳǎǘ ƴƻǘ ōŀǎŜ ƛǘǎ ǎǘŀǘǳǘŜǎ ƻƴ ǎǳǇŜǊƴŀǘǳǊŀƭ ƛƴŦƻǊƳŀǘƛƻƴΦ LŦ ǿŜ ŀǊŜ 
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helped by the people of the other worlds ς so be it. We shall accept that help and we shall 

be grateful for it. But it shall not be our policy to be cosmic beggars. Our people and the 

World must see that Germany will not stay on its knees, and when it rises it shall be 

ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ǘƘŜ ǎǘǊŜƴƎǘƘ ŀƴŘ ǿƛǎŘƻƳ ƻŦ ƛǘǎ ǇŜƻǇƭŜΦέ 

άhƴƭȅ ŀ Ŧƻƻƭ ǿƛƭƭ ǘǳǊƴ Ƙƛǎ ōŀŎƪ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǳƴǎŜŜƴΣέ IƛƳƳƭŜǊ ǎŀƛŘΦ IŜ ƘŀŘ ǊŜŎŜƴǘƭȅ ōŜŜƴ 

appointed in charge of the party office in Lower Bavaria and that gave him a certain 

position which he occasionally seemed to remember and exercise.  

Hitler shook his head. 

ά¢ƘŜǊŜ ƛs too much talk about our involvement in occult practices already. This is a 

weapon in the hands of our enemies. The public needs only to know that we are leading 

them into a new era. Occult societies, clairvoyants and diviners were the pastime of 

imperial ōƻǳǊƎŜƻƛǎƛŜ ŀƴŘ ƘŀǾŜ ƴƻ ǇƭŀŎŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊƪŜǊǎΩ DŜǊƳŀƴȅΦέ IŜ ŦǊƻǿƴŜŘ ŀǘ aŀǊƛŀΦ 

άbƻ ƻŦŦŜƴŎŜΣ CǊŀǳƭŜƛƴ aŀǊƛŀΦέ 

άbƻƴŜ ǘŀƪŜƴΦέ 

άL ƘŀǾŜ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ƻŦ ȅƻǳ ŀǎ ŀ ǎŎƛŜƴǘƛǎǘΣ ƴƻǘ ŀǎ ŀ ǎǳǇŜǊƴŀǘǳǊŀƭƛǎǘΣέ IƛǘƭŜǊ ŎƻƴǘƛƴǳŜŘΦ 

ά¸ƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ǎȅǎǘŜƳ ŀƴŘ ƛǘ ǇǊƻŘǳŎŜǎ results, not entertainment or diversion. I was 

ŎƻƴǾƛƴŎŜŘ ƻŦ ƛǘ ǿƘŜƴ ǿŜ ŦƛǊǎǘ ǾƛǎƛǘŜŘ ȅƻǳ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǿƛƴǘŜǊ ƻŦ мфмф ŀƴŘ LΩƳ ŎƻƴǾƛƴŎŜŘ ƻŦ ƛǘ ƴƻǿΦ 

And I would turn to none other than you for any advice that is to come from a world other 

ǘƘŀƴ ǘƘƛǎΦέ  

Hitler gave a sign to Himmler and the latter opened a briefcase which he had been 

clutching protectively. From there he produced a hefty manuscript.  

άL ŘƻƴΩǘ ǊŜƎǊŜǘ ǘƘŜ ȅŜŀǊ L ƘŀŘ ǘƻ ǎǇŜƴŘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ [ŀƴŘǎōŜǊƎ ǇǊƛǎƻƴΣέ IƛǘƭŜǊ ǎŀƛŘΦ άL ǿŀǎ 

surrounded by people who knew that I was not a criminal but a victim of a criminal 

system. I was allowed to work with Rudolf and we did a lot of writing which I am currently 

preparing for publication. I was only depressed once, and that was when the news 

reached me that Dietrich Eckart had died on Boxing Day last year. I know you knew him 

well, Fraulein Orsic, but not as well as I did. He was my mentor, almost a second father. I 

met him some time after I had met you. He, too, was a visionary and a great thinker, who 

believed that many of his foresights came to him through subconscious contact with the 

spirits of our forefathers. Now he has joined the ranks of our forefathers. But he has left 

ǳǎ Ƙƛǎ ƭŜƎŀŎȅΦέ  



 
 

73 

Hitler pointed towards the handwritten manuscript on the table, which was entitled 

Ψ5ƛŀƭƻƎǳŜǎ .ŜǘǿŜŜƴ IƛǘƭŜǊ ŀƴŘ aŜΩΦ  

άIŜΣ ǘƻƻΣ ōŜƭƛŜǾŜŘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŎƻƳƛƴƎ ƻŦ ŀ DŜǊƳŀƴ aŜǎǎƛŀƘΣ ŀƴŘ ǿƘŜƴ ƘŜ ƘŜŀǊŘ ƳŜ ƎƛǾŜ ŀ 

speech ς Ƴȅ ǾŜǊȅ ŦƛǊǎǘ ǎǇŜŜŎƘ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ DŜǊƳŀƴ ²ƻǊƪŜǊǎΩ tŀǊǘȅ ς he told me he had seen me 

in his visions as a new redeemer. It was a thing both frightening and exhilarating to hear. 

He saw in me what I wished every German would see and he taught me how to make my 

vision reach not tens or hundreds, but thousands and millions. Without him as my mentor 

L ǿƻǳƭŘ ǎǘƛƭƭ ōŜ ǎŜŀǊŎƘƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ Ƴȅ ǇŀǘƘΦέ 

άIŜǊǊ 9ŎƪŀǊǘ ǿŀǎ ŀǊǊŜǎǘŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ǳǎΣέ IŜǎǎ ǊŜƳŀǊƪŜŘΣ άōǳǘ ŘǳŜ ǘƻ Ƙƛǎ ǇƻƻǊ ƘŜŀƭǘƘ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ 

ǊŜƭŜŀǎŜŘΦ {ŀŘƭȅΣ ƘŜ ǎǳŎŎǳƳōŜŘ ǘƻ ŀ ƘŜŀǊǘ ŀǘǘŀŎƪ ƻƴƭȅ ŀ ƳƻƴǘƘ ƭŀǘŜǊΦέ 

Hitler was stroking the manuscript with the back of his index finger almost tenderly.  

ά²Ŝ ƘŀŘ ŜƴŘƭŜǎǎ ŎƻƴǾŜǊǎŀǘƛons about the future and the past. Actually it was him 

talking and me learning. He once told me that these conversations widened his own 

perception and expanded his mind exceptionally. He told me that a true inspirational 

conversation, from which new ideas and visions arise, can only be born when you find a 

partner whose mere presence amplifies your own thoughts to the point they take you by 

surprise. Therefore I am grateful to him for the title of this book ς whereas in fact my 

ŎƻƴǘǊƛōǳǘƛƻƴ ƛǎ ǾŜǊȅ ǎƳŀƭƭΦέ 

άLǘ ǿƛƭƭ ōŜ ǇǳōƭƛǎƘŜŘ ŜŀǊƭȅ ƴŜȄǘ ȅŜŀǊΣέ IƛƳƳƭŜǊ ŀŘŘŜŘΦ  

άL ǿŀǎ ǾŜǊȅ ǎŀŘ ǘƻ ƘŜŀǊ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ŘŜŀǘƘ ƻŦ IŜǊǊ 9ŎƪŀǊǘΣέ aŀǊƛŀ ǎŀƛŘΣ ŜǾŜƴ ǘƘƻǳƎƘ ǘƘŜȅ 

ƘŀŘ ƻƴƭȅ ƳŜǘ ŎŀǎǳŀƭƭȅΦ 9ŎƪŀǊǘ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ōŜŜƴ ŀƴ ŀŎǘǳŀƭ ƳŜƳōŜǊ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ¢ƘǳƭŜΣ ƘŀǾƛƴƎ 

concerned himself solely with the mission of finding the German Messiah. It was his 

relentless lobbying that had secured Hitler the support of the Thulists, who initially had 

deemed Hitler a pale replacement for the dead prince. 

άIŜ ƭƛƪŜŘ ȅƻǳΣέ IƛǘƭŜǊ ǎŀƛŘΣ άŀƴŘ 5ƛŜǘǊƛŎƘ ǿŀǎ ƴŜǾŜǊ ǿǊƻƴƎ ŀbout people. He saw them 

for what they were. He was fascinated that a young woman could make the ancient past 

ŎƻƳŜ ŀƭƛǾŜΦ !ƴŘΣ ƻŦ ŎƻǳǊǎŜΣ ȅƻǳ ŀǊŜ ƛƴ ŀ ǿŀȅ ǊŜǎǇƻƴǎƛōƭŜ ŦƻǊ ǘƘƛǎΦέ 

He lifted his finger and tapped lightly on his lapel, where a round metal badge was 

fastened.  

άIŜ ǿŀǎ ǎƻ ŦŀǎŎƛƴŀǘŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŀǘ ǇǊŜƘƛǎǘƻǊƛŎ ǎƛƎƴ ȅƻǳ ŘǊŜǿ ƛƴ ȅƻǳǊ ǘǊŀƴŎŜΣ ǾŜƴŜǊŀǘŜŘ ōȅ 

the predecessors of the Aryan race thousands of years ago that we adopted it as our 

ƻŦŦƛŎƛŀƭ ǎȅƳōƻƭΣ Ƨǳǎǘ ŀǎ ǘƘŜ ¢Ƙǳƭƛǎǘǎ ŘƛŘΦέ 
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Maria leaned towards Hitler.  

άLǎ ƛǘ IŜǊǊ 9ŎƪŀǊǘ ȅƻǳ ǿŀƴǘ ƳŜ ǘƻ ŎƻƴǘŀŎǘΚέ 

It was evident that this was the purpose of the visit; yet Hitler seemed hesitant to 

agree. 

άLƴ ŀōƻǳǘ ƘŀƭŦ ŀƴ ƘƻǳǊΣ ƻƴŜ ȅŜŀǊ ǿƛƭƭ ƘŀǾŜ ǇŀǎǎŜŘ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ƳƻƳŜƴǘ 5ƛŜǘǊƛŎƘΩǎ ǎƻǳƭ ƭŜŦǘ 

Ƙƛǎ ōƻŘȅΣέ IƛǘƭŜǊ ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊŜŘΦ άIŜ ǿŀǎ ǘŀƪŜƴ ǾŜǊȅ ǳƴŜȄǇŜŎǘŜŘƭȅ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǎŎŀǊ Ƙƛǎ ŘŜŀǘƘ ƭŜŦǘ 

ƘŀǎƴΩǘ ƘŜŀƭŜŘΦ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŜǾŜƴ ƎŜǘ ǘƻ ǘŀƪŜ ŦŀǊŜǿŜƭƭ ŦǊƻƳ ƘƛƳΥ ŀǎ ƘŜ ƎǊŜǿ ǿŜŀƪŜǊ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ 

Landsberg prison, he was often taken to the infirmary for medical care. One day he was 

never brought back and we were told that he was to be released due to his failing health. 

We, of course, rejoiced, not knowing we would never see him again. Would never have 

ǘƘŜ ŎƘŀƴŎŜ ǘƻ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ǘƘŀƴƪ ƘƛƳ ŀƴŘ ƘƻƴƻǳǊ ƘƛƳ ŦƻǊ ŜǾŜǊȅǘƘƛƴƎ ƘŜ Ƙŀǎ ŘƻƴŜ ŦƻǊ ǳǎΦέ 

IƛǘƭŜǊΩǎ ŜȅŜǎ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ƳƛǎǘȅΦ aŀǊƛŀ ǘƻǳŎƘŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ƘŀƴŘ ōǊƛŜŦƭȅΣ ǿƘƛŎƘ ǘƘŜ Ƴŀƴ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǎŜŜƳ 

to notice. 

ά²ƘŜǊŜ ƘŜ ƛǎ ƴƻǿΣ ƘŜΩƭƭ ƪƴƻǿ ŜǾŜǊȅǘƘƛƴƎ ǿƛǘƘƻǳǘ ŀƴȅ ƴŜŜŘ ŦƻǊ ǿƻǊŘǎΣέ aŀǊƛŀ ǎŀƛŘΦ άhƴ 

ǘƘŜ ƻǘƘŜǊ ǎƛŘŜΣ ƛǘΩǎ ƻǳǊ ƘŜŀǊǘǎ ǘƘŀǘ ǎǇŜŀƪ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƭƻǾŜŘ ƻƴŜǎΣ ƴƻǘ ƻǳǊ ǾƻƛŎŜǎΦέ 

άLŦ ǘƘŜǊŜ ƛǎ ƻƴŜ person who is able to reach through from the world of the dead to the 

ǿƻǊƭŘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƭƛǾƛƴƎΣ ƛǘ ƛǎ 5ƛŜǘǊƛŎƘΣέ IƛǘƭŜǊ ŀǎǎŜǊǘŜŘΦ άIƛǎ ǎǇƛǊƛǘ ƘŀŘ ŀ ŘƛǾƛƴŜ ǎǘǊŜƴƎǘƘ ǿƘƛŎƘ 

ŎŀƴΩǘ ōŜ ŘƛƳƛƴƛǎƘŜŘ ōȅ ŘŜŀǘƘΦέ 

ά¢ƘŜƴ ƘŜ ǎƘŀƭƭ ǊŜŀŎƘ ȅƻǳ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ƳŜΣέ aŀǊƛŀ ŎƻƴŦƛǊƳŜŘΦ IŜǎǎ walked to the desk and 

provided her with some large sheets of paper and a couple of pencils.  

ά²ƻǳƭŘ ȅƻǳ ǇƭŜŀǎŜ reduce ǘƘŜ ƭƛƎƘǘΣέ aŀǊƛŀ asked of Hess, who promptly switched off 

the electric lights and lit a candle which made the outlines of those present barely 

discernible.  

Maria placed the tip of one pencil onto the paper. Sigrun had been unable to attend so 

she had no assistant and needed to brief the gentlemen in the company. 

άL ǎƘŀƭƭ ǘǊȅ ǘƻ ŀŎƘƛŜǾŜ ǘƘŜ ŎƻƴƴŜŎǘƛƻƴ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ƻǘƘŜǊ ǎƛŘŜΣέ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ άLŦ ȅƻu hear the tip 

of the pencil break, please replace it with another as quickly as possible. If you see one 

sheet filled with writing, pull if from underneath my hand so the writing would be 

ŎƻƴǘƛƴǳƻǳǎΦέ 

She then half-closed her eyes. 

ά[Ŝǘ ǳǎ ŎƻƴŎŜƴǘǊŀǘŜ ƻƴ the person of Herr Eckart; let us call out to him as if he were 

ǎƻƳŜǿƘŜǊŜ ŀƳƻƴƎ ǳǎΣ Ƨǳǎǘ ƘƛŘŘŜƴΣ ƴƻǘ ƎƻƴŜΦ ²ƘŀǘŜǾŜǊ ǘƘŜ ƳŀƴƛŦŜǎǘŀǘƛƻƴǎΣ ȅƻǳ ƳǳǎǘƴΩǘ 
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be startled. Nothing must disturb the flow of love that your hearts emit ς only thus can we 

hope to make a cƻƴǘŀŎǘΦέ  

Maria began to search for silence. It was in there that the entrance to the other side 

was hidden. She began to eliminate all the sounds of the mortal world: she apprehended 

the rhythm of the ticking of the mantle clock and tuned herself to pulsate through the 

pauses; she filtered out the sound of the traffic on the street and the wind behind the 

window. Her own heartbeat was always the last obstacle: in the ensuing silence, the blood 

throbbing in her veins sounded like thunder. To escape the physical world, she needed to 

time her exit to perfection. Emptying her lungs of air, she felt her heart rate slow down. 

Eventually, the pauses between the drumming became very spacious, each pause being a 

miniature death. During one of these, Maria told her spirit to take off and free her 

subconscious mind from the bounds of earth.  

She was free. There were no heartbeats, no necessity for air to be breathed or time to 

be measured. She felt her spirit being probed by countless other spirits that were roaming 

the no-mans-land between the temporal and eternal. Some of these spirits were ancient, 

having stayed near the living by choice; most were recently detached and confused, 

eventually bound to find their way into eternity. Some were hostile and frustrated; some 

clung to her in despair. Maria issued a call: 

Come, to hear what was left unsaid. Come, to say what was left unheard. Come, to 

shield what was left unguarded. Once more, come to the living so you may be free forever.  

A sensation of tranquillity came over her. She had been approached by a strong entity 

ǿƘƻ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǊƻŀƳƛƴƎ ŀƛƳƭŜǎǎƭȅ ōǳǘ ƘŀŘ ŀ ǇǳǊǇƻǎŜ ƛƴ ŘŜŀǘƘ ŀǎ ƛǘ ƘŀŘ ƘŀŘ ƛƴ ƭƛŦŜΦ aŀǊƛŀ 

ǿŜƭŎƻƳŜŘ ƛǘ ŀƴŘ ƎŀǾŜ ƛǘ Ŧǳƭƭ ǳǎŜ ƻŦ ƘŜǊ ōƻŘȅΦ {ƘŜ ƪƴŜǿ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƘŜΩŘ ƘŀǾŜ ƴƻ ǊŜŎƻƭƭŜŎǘƛƻƴ ƻŦ 

anything when she woke up.  

But this time, something was different. Suddenly it felt as if the spirit that had 

contacted her was itself nothing but a vessel. This generated a sensation of pressure, as if 

ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎ ƎŀǎǇƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ ŀƛǊ ƛƴ ŀ ǾŀŎǳǳƳ ƻǊ ǳƴŘŜǊ ǘƘŜ ǿŀǘŜǊΦ {ƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ǘƻƭŘ ƘŜǊ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎƴΩt 

ǎŀŦŜ ŀƴŘ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ ǊŜǘǳǊƴΦ ¸Ŝǘ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŀƴ Ŝŀǎȅ ǘŀǎƪ ς something was blocking her 

way back. There was a current of information, swirling like a vortex, pressing to get 

through. When she tried to oppose it and take its place, it felt like stopping the flow of 

ŜƭŜŎǘǊƛŎƛǘȅ ǿƛǘƘ ōŀǊŜ ƘŀƴŘǎΦ IŜǊ ōƻŘȅ ǿƻǳƭŘ ǎƻƻƴ ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ ōǊŜŀǘƘŜ ŀƴŘ ǎƘŜΩŘ ōŜǘǘŜǊ ōŜ 

there when it awakened. 
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She woke to her own moaning, as she had sometimes done in the middle of the night 

ǿƘŜƴ ǘƻǊƳŜƴǘŜŘ ōȅ ŀ ƴƛƎƘǘƳŀǊŜΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎ ƘŜǊ ōƻŘȅΩǎ ŎǊȅ for help and it summoned her 

consciousness back. Her palms were wet and she was panting heavily.  

ά/ƻǳƭŘ L ƘŀǾŜ ŀ Ǝƭŀǎǎ ƻŦ ǿŀǘŜǊΣ ǇƭŜŀǎŜΚέ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ 

Himmler jumped up to do her bidding, while the other gentlemen were looking at her 

with bewilderment. 

ά!ǊŜ ȅƻǳ ōŀŎƪ ǿƛǘƘ ǳǎΣ aŀǊƛŀΚέ IŜǎǎ ŀǎƪŜŘ ŎŀǳǘƛƻǳǎƭȅΦ 

Maria nodded.  

ά¸ƻǳΩƭƭ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ǘŜƭƭ ƳŜ ǿƘŀǘ ƘŀǇǇŜƴŜŘΣέ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ άL ƘŀǾŜ ƴƻ ǊŜŎƻƭƭŜŎǘƛƻƴ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŎƻƴǘŀŎǘ 

ƻƴŎŜ L ǊŜǘǳǊƴΦέ 

ά¸ƻǳ ǎŀƛŘ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ŀƴŘ ȅƻǳǊ ǾƻƛŎŜ ǿŀǎ ǾŜǊȅ ǎǘǊŀƴƎŜΣ ƴƻǘ ƭƛƪŜ ȅƻǳǊ ƴƻǊƳŀƭ ǾƻƛŎŜ ŀǘ ŀƭƭΣέ 

Himmler said and handed her a glass of water.  

ά/ŀƴ ȅƻǳ ǊŜŎŀƭƭ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊŘǎΚέ aŀǊƛŀ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ 

Hess shook his head, looking for confirmation from Hitler, who remained emotionless. 

άIƻǿ ŎƻǳƭŘ ǿŜ ƘŀǾŜΚέ IŜǎǎ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘΦ άLǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŀ ƭŀƴƎǳŀƎŜ ŀƴȅ ƻŦ ǳǎ ƛǎ ŦŀƳƛƭƛŀǊ ǿƛǘƘΦέ IŜ 

ǿŜƴǘ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƘŜ ǎǘǊŀƴƎŜ ǿƻǊŘǎ ƛƴ Ƙƛǎ ƳƛƴŘΦ ά{ǳƳƛΣέ ƘŜ ǘƘŜƴ ǎŀƛŘΦ 

ά¸ŜǎΣ Ψ{ǳƳƛΩΣέ IƛƳƳƭŜǊ ŀŦŦƛǊƳŜŘΦ  

άL ǎŀƛŘ ǘƘŀǘΚέ 

ά!ƳƻƴƎ ƻǘƘŜǊ ǘƘƛƴƎǎΦ Wǳǎǘ ŀ ŦŜǿ ǿƻǊŘǎΦ .ǳǘ ƛǘ ŜƴŘŜŘ ƛƴ Ψ{ǳƳƛΩΣ ŘŜŦƛƴƛǘŜƭȅΦ !ƴŘ ǘƘŜƴ ȅƻǳ 

ǊŜǇŜŀǘŜŘ ƛǘΦέ 

ά{ƻ ȅƻǳ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿΣέ IƛƳƳƭŜǊ ŀǎƪŜŘΣ άǿƘŀǘ ŀ Ψ{ǳƳƛΩ ƛǎΚέ 

Hitler, who had been quietly pondering the whole episode, now lifted his eyes. 

άLǘ ǎƻǳƴŘŜŘ ŀǎ ŀƴ ƛƴǘǊƻŘǳŎǘƛƻƴΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ άLǘ ǿŀǎΣ ŀǎ ƛŦ ǘƘƛǎ Ψ{ǳƳƛΩ ǿŀǎ ǘǊȅƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƳŀƪŜ 

itself known to us.  

ά/ŀƴ ǿŜ ŜȄŀƳƛƴŜ ǘƘŜ ǇŀǇŜǊǎΚέ IŜǎǎ ǎŀƛŘΦ ¢ƘŜ ǘƻǇ ǎƘŜŜǘ ǳƴŘŜǊ aŀǊƛŀΩǎ ƘŀƴŘ ǿŀǎ ŦƛƭƭŜŘ 

with neat, somewhat old-fashioned writing in German. Hess took the sheet; then he 

opened the manuscript on the table and seemed to compare the handwriting on both 

documents. He handed the sheet to Hitler.  

άLƴŎǊŜŘƛōƭŜΣέ ƘŜ muttered. 

Hitler took a long look at the paper.  

ά¸ŜǎΣ ǘƘƛǎ ƛǎ 5ƛŜǘǊƛŎƘΩǎ ƘŀƴŘΣέ ƘŜ ŎƻƴŦƛǊƳŜŘΦ ά¢Ƙƛǎ ƛǎ quite uncanny. So you actually 

ŎƻƴǘŀŎǘŜŘ 5ƛŜǘǊƛŎƘΚέ ƘŜ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ǘƻ aŀǊƛŀΦ 
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άhƴŎŜ ŀƎŀƛƴΣέ aŀǊƛŀ ǎŀƛŘΦ ά²ƘŀǘŜǾŜǊ ƘŀǇǇŜƴǎ ŘǳǊƛƴƎ ŀ ǘǊŀƴŎŜ ǊŜƳŀƛƴǎ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ other 

side. When I awaken, every sensation, every experience I might have had is automatically 

forgotten. The trance is very much like a dream ς often it is quite impossible to recall the 

details, even when one is sure that the dream was a fascinating one.έ  

A cold shiver ran down her back. There was something she remembered. 

άL ǎŜŜƳ ǘƻ ǊŜŎŀƭƭ ƻƴŜ ǎŜƴǎŀǘƛƻƴ ς ǘƘŀǘ ǿƘƻŜǾŜǊ ƳŀŘŜ ǘƘŜ ŎƻƴǘŀŎǘ ǿƛǘƘ ƳŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ 

ŀƭƻƴŜΦέ 

ά²Ƙŀǘ Řƻ ȅƻǳ ƳŜŀƴΚέ IŜǎǎ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ 

Hitler handed the sheet back to Maria.  

ά5ƻŜǎ ȅƻǳǊ ƘŀƴŘǿǊƛǘƛƴƎ ǊŜǎŜƳōƭŜ ǘƘƛǎΚέ ƘŜ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ 

άbƻΣ ƴƻǘ ŀǘ ŀƭƭΦ ¢Ƙƛǎ ƛǎ ŀ ƘŀƴŘ ƻŦ ŀ ƎŜƴǘƭŜƳŀƴΣ ŀƴ ŜƭŘŜǊƭȅ ƎŜƴǘƭŜƳŀƴΦ 9ǾŜǊȅ ŜȄǇŜǊǘ ƻƴ 

ƎǊŀǇƘƻƭƻƎȅ Ŏŀƴ ŀǎŎŜǊǘŀƛƴ ǘƘŀǘΦέ 

ά²ƻǳƭŘ ȅƻǳ ǇƭŜŀǎŜ ǊŜŀŘ ǳǎΣ ǿƘŀǘ IŜǊǊ 9ŎƪŀǊǘ ǎŀƛŘΚέ IƛƳƳƭŜǊ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ IŜ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜ ƻƴŜ 

who seemed the most exited, probaōƭȅ ŀǘǘŜƴŘƛƴƎ Ƙƛǎ ŦƛǊǎǘ ǎǳŎŎŜǎǎŦǳƭ ǎŞŀƴŎŜ ŜǾŜǊΦ 

άaŀȅ LΚέ aŀǊƛŀ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ǘƻ IƛǘƭŜǊ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜƴ IŜǎǎΦ 

Hitler seemed once again to hesitate, whereas Hess expressed his approval.  

ά¢ƘŜǎŜ ƳŜǎǎŀƎŜǎ ǊŀǊŜƭȅ ƳŀƪŜ ǇŜǊŦŜŎǘ ǎŜƴǎŜΣέ aŀǊƛŀ ŜȄǇƭŀƛƴŜŘ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ŎƻƳƳŜƴŎƛƴƎΦ 

ά¢ƘŜ ƴotes can be compared to the notes of a schoolboy, taken hastily during a lecture of 

a famed philosopher. The thoughts and information keep on coming at a frightening 

speed; you try to make a note of everything but you can only catch bits and pieces. It 

might take an eternity to put them together and restore the message, especially as the 

ŎƻƴŎŜǇǘ ƻŦ ǘƛƳŜ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ŜȄƛǎǘ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ƻǘƘŜǊ ǎƛŘŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǎŀƳŜ ǿŀȅ ǿŜ ǘƘƛƴƪ ƻŦ ƛǘΦ {ƻƳŜ 

information can only be understood in years still ǘƻ ŎƻƳŜΦέ 

Maria asked for the lights to be switched on again and began reading. As she 

proceeded, Himmler approached her and remained behind her back, scrutinizing the 

letter with fascination.  

άLǘ ōŜƎƛƴǎ ŀōǊǳǇǘƭȅ ŀǎ ƛŦ ǘƘŜ ŎƻƴƴŜŎǘƛƻƴ ǿŀǎ ŜǎǘŀōƭƛǎƘŜŘ ƛƴ ƳƛŘ-ǎŜƴǘŜƴŎŜΣέ aŀǊƛŀ ǎŀƛŘΦ 

άLǘ ǊŜŀŘǎΥ Χwould have fought against it in life but in death big picture ς sacrifice to 

redeem my mistakes ς sufferings of many reimbursed to generations ς eliminate she who 

knows the secret ς must now speak for Sumi.έ 

Maria paused in astonishment. There was the name, and next to it a strange sign, 

ǿƘƛŎƘ ǿŀǎ ƪƴƻǿƴ ǘƻ ƘŜǊ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ǾŜǊȅ ŦƛǊǎǘ ǎŞŀƴŎŜ ǘƘŜȅ ƘŀŘ ǿƛǘƘ {ƛƎǊǳƴ ƻƴ ǘƘŀǘ Ŧŀǘŀƭ 
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evening when peace in Europe was to be sacrificed. That sign had appeared on the first 

sheet and also on every consequent transcription of ŀ ǎŞŀƴŎŜΦ ¢ƘŜ tŀƴōŀōȅƭƻƴƛǎǘǎ ŀƴŘ 

experts in Sumerian writing had been unable to decipher it.  

It was a name.  

ά²Ƙȅ ŘƛŘ ȅƻǳ ǎǘƻǇΚέ IƛƳƳƭŜǊ ǎŀƛŘ ōŜƘƛƴŘ ƘŜǊΦ ά¢ƘŜǊŜΩǎ ƳƻǊŜΣ ǊŜŀŘ ƻƴΗέ 

Maria continued. 

άLǘ ǎŀȅǎΥ Find her, the one, bring her to Sumi, bring the one born of leader and of 

negotiator ς where purity is the key to the knowledge ς she will lead you homeΦέ 

In her days as a channelling medium, Maria had had to interpret dozens of complicated 

messages. She knew that once a spirit wishes to contact the living, it is hardly in order to 

please them, to comfort them or to answer their specific questions. The dead saw the 

divine plan where a mortal only saw chaos or misery. Where a mortal saw and longed for 

profit or directly applicable information, the dead saw nothing and remained silent. Yet, 

she needed time to recognise some kind of plausible pattern here.  

The men were staring at her, anticipating some explanation that would make 

everything add upΦ aŀǊƛŀ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ able to offer one. 

ά!ǎ L ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘŀƴŘΣ IŜǊǊ 9ŎƪŀǊǘ ƛǎ ǘƘŜ ŀǳǘƘƻǊ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŦƛǊǎǘ ƘŀƭŦ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƳŜǎǎŀƎŜΣέ aŀǊƛŀ 

slowly began unravelling the puzzle of fragments and hints, that had a certain menacing 

ǳƴŘŜǊǘƻƴŜΦ {ƘŜ ƘŀŘ ŀƴ ǳƴǎŜǘǘƭƛƴƎ ŦŜŜƭƛƴƎ ǘƘŀǘ ƻƴŎŜ ǎƘŜΩŘ ǎƻƭǾŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǊƛŘŘƭŜΣ ŀƴ ǳƴǿŀƴǘŜŘ 

and daunting plan would be revealed to her from which there would be no escape. But 

even now there was no turning back. The message appeared to concern her as well. 

ά.ǳǘ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ƳŜŀƴƛƴƎ ƻŦ Ƙƛǎ ƳŜǎǎŀƎŜ L ŀƳ ǳƴŀōƭŜ ǘƻ ŎƻƳƳŜƴǘΣέ aŀǊƛŀ ǇǊƻŎŜŜŘŜŘΦ ά!ǎ L 

understand it, he describes something that he would have fought against during his 

lifetime; yet in death he professes to see the big scheme of things, which evidently has 

ŎŀǳǎŜŘ ƘƛƳ ǘƻ ǾƛŜǿ ǎƻƳŜ ƻŦ Ƙƛǎ ƻǿƴ ŀŎǘƛƻƴǎ ŀǎ ƳƛǎǘŀƪŜǎΦέ  

ά5ƻŜǎ ƘŜ Ŏŀƭƭ ŦƻǊ ǎŀŎǊƛŦƛŎŜΚέ IƛƳƳƭŜǊ ŀǎƪŜŘ ǎƻƭŜƳƴƭȅΦ  

άL Řƻǳōǘ ƛŦ ǘƘŜ ŘŜŀŘ ŀǊŜ ƘǳƴƎǊȅ ŦƻǊ ōƭƻƻŘΣέ aŀǊƛŀ ǎŀƛŘ ŎŀǊŜŦǳƭƭȅΦ  

ά.ƭƻƻŘ ǎŀŎǊƛŦƛŎŜ ǿŀǎ ƴƻǘ ŀƭƛŜƴ ǘƻ ƻǳǊ ŦƻǊŜŦŀǘƘŜǊǎΣέ IƛƳƳƭŜǊ ǇǊƻǘŜǎǘŜŘΦ  

ά¸Ŝǘ ƛƴ ǘƘƛǎ ǇŀǊǘƛŎǳƭŀǊ ŎŀǎŜ ǿŜ ŎŀƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ƛŦ ƘŜ ƛǎ ǊŜŦŜǊǊƛƴƎ ǘƻ Ƙƛǎ ƻǿƴ ǎŀŎǊƛŦƛŎŜ ƻǊ ŀ 

sacrifice by someone else, a sacrifice that has already taken place or one that is yet to 

ŎƻƳŜΦ .ǳǘ ǘƘƛǎ ǎŀŎǊƛŦƛŎŜ ƛǎ ƻōǾƛƻǳǎƭȅ ƴŜŜŘŜŘ ǘƻ ǊŜŘŜŜƳ ƘƛƳ ŦƻǊ Ƙƛǎ ƳƛǎǘŀƪŜǎΦέ 
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ά²Ƙŀǘ ƳƛǎǘŀƪŜǎΚέ IŜǎǎ ǎŀƛŘΣ ǎǘǳǇŜŦƛŜŘΦ ά9ŎƪŀǊǘ ǿŀǎ ŀ Ƴŀƴ ƻŦ ƘƻƴƻǳǊΣ ǿƘŀǘ ƳƛǎǘŀƪŜǎ 

ǿƻǳƭŘ ƘŜ ƴŜŜŘ ǊŜŘŜƳǇǘƛƻƴ ŦƻǊΚέ 

ά²Ƙŀǘ ŀǊŜ ǘƘŜ ǎǳŦŦŜǊƛƴƎǎ ƘŜ ƛǎ ǊŜŦŜǊǊƛƴƎ ǘƻΚέ IƛƳƳƭŜǊ ǇƻƛƴǘŜŘ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ƴŜȄǘ ƭƛƴŜ 

ƛƳǇŀǘƛŜƴǘƭȅΦ άς Sufferings of many reimbursed to generations ςάΚ 

ά¢Ƙƛǎ ŎƻǳƭŘ ƳŜŀƴ ŀ ǾŀǊƛŜǘȅ ƻŦ ǘƘƛƴƎǎΣέ aŀǊƛŀ ǎŀƛŘΦ  

άbƻΣ ƛǘ ŘƻŜǎ ƴƻǘΗέ IƛƳƳƭŜǊ ŜȄŎƭŀƛƳŜŘΦ άIŜ ƛǎ ǘŀƭƪƛƴƎ ŀōƻǳǘ DŜǊƳŀƴy! The unjust 

sufferings of the War are reimbursed to the generations that will live in the New 

DŜǊƳŀƴȅΗ /ŀƴ ƛǘ ōŜ ŀƴȅ ŎƭŜŀǊŜǊΚέ 

ά²Ƙŀǘ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜǊŜ ŀōƻǳǘ ŀ ǎŜŎǊŜǘΚέ IŜǎǎ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ 

aŀǊƛŀ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘŜ ƴŜȄǘ ƭƛƴŜΦ 

άLǘ ǎŀȅǎ ς eliminate she who knows the secret.έ 

She looked at the gentlemen and smiled apologetically. 

άLǘ ŎŀƴΩǘ Ǉƻǎǎƛōƭȅ ƳŜŀƴ ƳŜ ŀǎ L ƘŀǾŜ ƴƻ ƛŘŜŀ ǿƘŀǘ ǎŜŎǊŜǘ ƛǎ ōŜƛƴƎ ŘƛǎŎǳǎǎŜŘΗέ 

ά.ǳǘ is ǘƘŜǊŜ ŀ ǎŜŎǊŜǘΚέ IƛƳƳƭŜǊ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ ά!ƴŘ ǿƘƻ Ƴǳǎǘ ōŜ ŜƭƛƳƛƴŀǘŜŘ ǘƻ ƎǳŀǊŘ ǘƘŀǘ 

ǎŜŎǊŜǘΚ ! ǿƻƳŀƴΚέ 

ά²ŀǎ ǘƘƛǎ ōŜƛƴƎ ǘƻƭŘ ǘƻ ŀƭƭ ƻŦ ǳǎΣέ IŜǎǎ ŀǎƪŜŘΣ άƻǊ ǿŀǎ ƛǘ ƳŜŀƴǘ ǎƻƭŜƭȅ ŦƻǊ ς for you, 

!ŘƻƭŦΚέ 

9ǾŜǊȅƻƴŜΩǎ ŜȅŜǎ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ǘƻ IƛǘƭŜǊΣ ǿƘƻ ŀǇǇŜŀǊŜŘ ǘŜƴǎŜ ŀƴŘ ǳƴǿƛƭƭƛƴƎ ǘƻ ōŜǘǊŀȅ ŀƴȅ 

emotions. 

άL ƪƴƻǿ ƻŦ ƴƻ ƭƛǾƛƴƎ ǿƻƳŀƴ ǿƘƻǎŜ ƭƛŦŜ ǿƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ŀ ǘƘǊŜŀǘ ǘƻ ŀƴȅ ǎŜŎǊŜǘǎΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ 

choosing the words carefully.  

άLǎ ǘƘƛǎ ǎŜŎǊŜǘ ǿƘŀǘ 9ŎƪŀǊǘ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜ ŦƻǳƎƘǘ ŀƎŀƛƴǎǘ ƛƴ ƭƛŦŜΚέ IƛƳƳƭŜǊ ŀǎƪŜŘ as if 

questioning himself while he walked around the table, deep in thought. ά5ƻŜǎ ǘƘƛǎ ƳŜŀƴ 

that there was a secret that was not revealed to him because he would have opposed it, 

but now, as his spirit sees everything through the prism of universal truth, he is guarding it 

ŀƴŘ ǿŀǊƴƛƴƎ ǳǎ ŀƎŀƛƴǎǘ ǎƻƳŜƻƴŜΣ ŀ ǿƻƳŀƴΣ ǿƘƻ ǎŜŜƳǎ ǘƻ ōŜ ƛƴƛǘƛŀǘŜŘΚέ 

ά²Ŝƭƭ ŘŜōŀǘŜŘΣ Ƴȅ ŘŜŀǊ IŜƛƴǊƛŎƘΣέ IƛǘƭŜǊ ǎŀƛŘ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ǘƻǳŎƘ ƻŦ ǎŀǊŎŀǎƳΦ άhƴƭȅ, there is 

ƴƻ ǎŜŎǊŜǘΣ ǎƻ ŦǳǊǘƘŜǊ ǎǇŜŎǳƭŀǘƛƻƴǎ ŀǊŜ ŦǳǘƛƭŜΦέ 

ά²Ƙŀǘ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ǎŜŎƻƴŘ ǇŀǊǘΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŀǘ {ǳƳƛ ŎƘŀǊŀŎǘŜǊΚέ IŜǎǎ ƳƻǾŜŘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƴŜȄǘ 

agenda. 

ά¢Ƙƛǎ L ōŜƭƛŜǾŜ ǘƻ ōŜ ƳŜŀƴǘ ŦƻǊ ƳŜΣέ aŀǊƛŀ ǎŀƛŘΦ άL ƘŀǾŜ ƴƻǿ ƭŜŀǊƴǘ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘƛǎ ǎȅƳōƻƭ 

ǎǘŀƴŘǎ ŦƻǊ Ψ{ǳƳƛΩΣ ǿƘich seems to be the name of the messenger who has contacted me 
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since my childhood. Her messages - I have always thought of Sumi as female - have always 

been in ancient alphabets unknown to me; yet today it seems that Sumi operated through 

the consciousness of Herr Eckart. That very strange cooperation resulted in perfectly 

ƭŜƎƛōƭŜ ǘŜȄǘ ƛƴ DŜǊƳŀƴΦέ 

ά!ƴŘ ǿƘŀǘ Řƻ ȅƻǳ ƳŀƪŜ ƻŦ ƛǘΚέ IŜǎǎ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ 

Maria seemed to be studying the words for the tenth time. 

άL ǎŜŜ ŀ ŘƛǊŜŎǘƛǾŜ ǘƻ ŦƛƴŘ ǎƻƳŜƻƴŜΣ ǇǊƻōŀōƭȅ ŀ ŎƘƛƭŘ ς a girl, who is pure and whose 

mind is able to channel the information we are all expecting ς information, which enables 

ǳǎ ǘƻ ǇŜǊƘŀǇǎ ǊŜŀŎƘ ǘƘŜ ǇƭŀŎŜ ǿƘŜǊŜ ƻǳǊ ǊŀŎŜ Ƙŀǎ ƻǊƛƎƛƴŀǘŜŘ ŦǊƻƳΣέ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ 

IƛƳƳƭŜǊΩǎ ǎƳŀƭƭ ŜȅŜǎ ōŜƘƛƴŘ ǊƻǳƴŘ ƎƭŀǎǎŜǎ ǿƛŘŜƴŜŘΦ 

ά²ƻǳƭŘ ǘƘŀǘ ōŜ ŀ ǇƭŀƴŜǘ ƻǊōƛǘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ !ƭŘŜōŀǊŀƴΚέ ƘŜ ŀǎƪŜŘΣ Ƙƛǎ ŦƛƴƎŜǊǎ ŎǊƻǎǎŜŘ ŀǎ ƛŦ 

listening to a sermon.  

άhǳǊ ǎƻŎƛŜǘȅ Ƙŀǎ ǊŜŀǎƻƴ ǘƻ ōŜƭƛŜǾŜ ǘƘŀǘΣέ aŀǊƛŀ ŎƻƴŎǳǊǊŜŘΦ άLǘ ƛǎ ōŜƭƛŜǾŜŘΣ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜ 

master race from the Aldebaran system established a colony on Earth and perhaps also on 

aŀǊǎ ƘǳƴŘǊŜŘǎ ƻŦ ǘƘƻǳǎŀƴŘǎ ȅŜŀǊǎ ŀƎƻΣ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ǘƘŜ ŘŜƭǳƎŜ ƻǊ ǎƻƳŜ ƻǘƘŜǊ ƪƛƴŘ ƻŦ ŘƛǎŀǎǘŜǊΦέ 

άhǊ ǿŀǊΣέ IƛǘƭŜǊ ǎŀƛŘΦ  

ά²ƘŀǘŜǾŜǊ ƛǘ ǿŀǎΣέ aŀǊƛŀ ŀƎǊŜŜŘΣ άƛǘ ŘŜǎǘǊƻȅŜŘ Ƴƻǎǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƘƛƎƘƭȅ ŘŜǾŜƭƻǇŜŘ 

civilizations on Earth. Everything had to restart from scratch. The master race left our 

planet, but a connection between us on the non-ǇƘȅǎƛŎŀƭ ƭŜǾŜƭ Ƙŀǎ ōŜŜƴ ǎǳǎǘŀƛƴŜŘΦέ 

ά²Ƙȅ ǿƻǳƭŘ ǿŜ ōŜ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ ōŀŎƪΣ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ ŀǿŀȅ ŦǊƻƳ ƻǳǊ ǇƭŀƴŜǘΚέ IƛƳƳƭŜǊ ǎŀƛŘ ǇŜƴǎƛǾŜƭȅΦ 

άbƻǿ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŜ ŀǊŜ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƻ ŜƴǘŜǊ ŀƴ ŜǊŀ ƻŦ ŜƴƭƛƎƘǘŜƴƳŜƴǘ ŀƴŘ ǇǊƻǎǇŜǊƛǘȅΚέ 

άtŜǊƘŀǇǎ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǿƛƭƭ ōŜ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ ŘŜƭǳƎŜΣέ IŜǎǎ ǿŀǎ ǘǊȅƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƳŀƪŜ ƭƛƎƘǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǎǳōƧŜŎǘΦ 

ά¢ƘŜ ǎǇƛǊƛǘ ƻŦ {ǳƳƛ ƻǊ ƻǘƘŜǊ ƛƴƘŀōƛǘŀƴǘǎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ !ƭŘŜōŀǊŀƴ ǎȅǎǘŜƳ ƘŀǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ŎƻƴǘŀŎǘƛƴƎ 

ǘƘŜ ƭŜŀŘŜǊǎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊƭŘΣέ aŀǊƛŀ ǎŀƛŘΦ ά¢ƘŜȅ ƻŦŦŜǊ ǳǎ ǳƴƛǾŜǊǎŀƭ ƪƴƻwledge in exchange for 

global disarmament, restoration of human rights, a ban on fossil fuels and abandonment 

ƻŦ ŎǳǊǊŜƴǘ ǊŜƭƛƎƛƻǳǎ ǎȅǎǘŜƳǎΦέ 

Hitler straightened himself on his seat as if feeling threatened. 

ά{ƻǳƴŘǎ just ƭƛƪŜ ŀ Ǉƭŀƴ ƻŦ ŀƴ ŜƴŜƳȅΗέ ƘŜ ǎƘƻǳǘŜŘΦ άDƛǾŜ ǘƘŜ ƴŀǘƛǾŜǎ ǎƻƳŜ ŦŀƴǘŀǎǘƛŎ 

promises and let them dismantle their defense systems, their judicial and moral values 

and their societies ς and once they are utterly vulnerable, strike a blow and obliterate 

ǘƘŜƳΗέ 
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Maria remained cautiously silent. Looking at it from another point of view, Hitler was 

undoubtedly right.  

ά{ƻ ǿƘƻ ƛǎ ǘƘƛǎ ŎƘƛƭŘ ǿŜ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ƭƻƻƪƛƴƎ ŦƻǊΚ Lǎ ǎƘŜ ǘƘŜ ƻƴŜ ǿƘƻ ƪƴƻǿǎ ǘƘŜ ǎŜŎǊŜǘ 

ŀƴŘ Ƴǳǎǘ ōŜ ŘŜǎǘǊƻȅŜŘΚέ IƛƳƳƭŜǊ ǿŀǎ ǎǘƛƭƭ ǘǊȅƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǊƛŘŘƭŜΦ 

Quite suddenly Hess burst into laughter. Everyone stared at him in bewilderment.  

ά5ƻŜǎƴΩǘ ƛǘ ǎǘŀǘŜ ƛǘ ŎƭŜŀǊƭȅΚέ IŜǎǎ ǊŜŎƛǘŜŘΦ IŜ ƎǊŀōōŜŘ ǘƘŜ ƳȅǎǘŜǊƛƻǳǎ ƳŜǎǎŀƎŜ ŀƴŘ Ǌŀƴ 

to Hitler, pointing at the bottom line.  

ά! ŎƘƛƭŘ born of leader ς !ŘƻƭŦΣ ǿŜ Ƴǳǎǘ ōŜ ǎŜŀǊŎƘƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ ȅƻǳǊ ŘŀǳƎƘǘŜǊΗέ 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter X: Munich, 1919 

 

 

Maria had managed to stay cool and composed to the very end of the gathering at 

IŜǎǎΩǎ ŀǇŀǊǘƳŜƴǘΣ ōǳǘ ƻƴŎŜ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǎǘǊŜŜǘ something in her broke down. Himmler 

had offered to drive her home ς she had refused. Walking towards her apartment 

building, tears began to stream ŦǊƻƳ ƘŜǊ ŜȅŜǎΦ {ƘŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǎƻōōƛƴƎΣ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ƳŀƪƛƴƎ ŀ 

sound; she was just shedding tears. The very silence of her body and the apparent lack of 

emotion in her heart made her realize the desperation of the moment even more 

intensely. Her tears froze on her cheeks like cascades of candle wax; she had to use her 

nails to tear them loose. What a sorry sight she must have been.  

Back in her apartment, which she was still reluctant to call home, she stood in front of 

a mirror for a long while. She was twenty-nine, but she might have easily passed for 

nineteen, especially when her hair was freed to hang down to the hollows of her knees.  

{ƘŜ ƭŀȅ ŀǿŀƪŜ ŦƻǊ ƘƻǳǊǎΣ ǘƘƛƴƪƛƴƎ ƻŦ ŀ ǎƛƳƛƭŀǊ ǿƛƴǘŜǊΩǎ ƴƛƎƘǘ ƛƴ мфмфΦ IŜǎǎ ŀnd Hitler had 

visited her, testing her abilities, suspicious of her. They did only what they had to. They 

were two military men who were protecting the ones they held in high esteem against the 

enemy ς the enemy of the truth. For there can only exist one truth in a military mind, with 

no variations or licence for interpretation. Had she failed that night, had she not been able 
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ς or willing ς to describe the object in the briefcase? Her whole life would have taken a 

ŘƛŦŦŜǊŜƴǘ ŎƻǳǊǎŜΦ ¢ƘŜǊŜ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ Ŧƻƭƭowed the meeting in Berchtesgaden; she would 

never have come to know Hella, the Prince or Princess Franziska. The National Socialist 

DŜǊƳŀƴ ²ƻǊƪŜǊǎΩ tŀǊǘȅ ǿƻǳƭŘ ǇŜǊƘŀǇǎ ƘŀǾŜ ŎƘƻǎŜƴ ŀ ŘƛŦŦŜǊŜƴǘ ǿƻǊŘ ǘƘŀƴ ΨbŀǘƛƻƴŀƭΩ ǘƻ 

increase its public appeal.   

And everyǘƘƛƴƎ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŀŘ ƘŀǇǇŜƴŜŘ ǘƘŀǘ ƴƛƎƘǘ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ƘŀǇǇŜƴŜŘΦ  

Hess and Hitler would have left, for ever, disappointed but thrilled to have exposed an 

imposter.  

¢ƘŜǊŜ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ŀ ƪƴƻŎƪ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ŘƻƻǊ ŀǘ ƳƛŘƴƛƎƘǘΦ {ƘŜ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ŎƭƛƳōŜŘ 

out of her bed in her nightgown and opened the door, expecting to see her landlady. It 

ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ōŜŜƴ IƛǘƭŜǊΣ ǎŀȅƛƴƎΥ 

άaŀȅ L ǇƭŜŀǎŜ ŎƻƳŜ ƛƴΚέ 

But all of it had happened. She had successfully passed the test, leaving the two men 

awestruck. She had received an invitation, she had heard the knock and opened the door 

to Hitler, who had, indeed, been saying: 

άaŀȅ L ǇƭŜŀǎŜ ŎƻƳŜ ƛƴΚέ 

Was that a dream? And if it was, why was she dreaming about the pale and rather 

unexceptional Hitler, instead of dreaming about the dark and suave Hess? 

ά.ǳǘ ƻŦ ŎƻǳǊǎŜΣ IŜǊǊΧ IƛǘƭŜǊΣ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ƛǘΚέ 

Lǘ ǎŜŜƳŜŘ IƛǘƭŜǊ ƘŀŘ ƘŀŘ ŀ ŘǊƛƴƪ ƻǊ ǘǿƻ ǎƛƴŎŜ ƘŜ ƘŀŘ ƭŜŦǘ aŀǊƛŀΩǎ ŀǇŀǊǘƳŜƴǘ ǎƻƳŜ 

hours earlier. He no longer retained the stiff and pretentious military air about him, which 

he evidently assumed to elevate him to the league of Hess and other decorated and 

admired war heroes. Maria could scarcely see past the obvious disillusionment and 

anxiety. She felt sorry for, as well as resentful towards, men who exerted great effort to 

live a lie; yet she understood that the Great War had forever changed the way men saw 

themselves. They had lost their reflection and they were frantically searching for any 

surface that could cast their image back to them in the shape they still believed they 

possessed. Every so often, this surface was found in a woman. It was through the eyes of a 

woman that these men were enabled to see themselves as they once were.  

άIŀǾŜ ŀ ǎŜŀǘΣ ǇƭŜŀǎŜΣέ aŀǊƛŀ ǎŀƛŘΣ ǎŜŀǊŎƘƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ ƘŜǊ ŘǊŜǎǎƛƴƎ Ǝƻǿƴ ǿƘƛƭŜ ǊǳŦŦƭƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ 

curlers out of her hair. She lit the small kerosene lamp instead of switching on the electric 

lights which would have exposed her and her small drawing room in unflattering disarray. 
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Hitler took a seat at the table ς but chose the chair that Hess had occupied before.  

ά5ƛŘ ȅƻǳ ŦƻǊƎŜǘ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎΚέ aŀǊƛŀ ŀǎƪŜŘΣ ǎŎǊǳǘƛƴƛȊƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ǊƻƻƳ ƻōƭƛƎƛƴƎƭȅΦ άLΩƳ ǎǳǊŜ L 

ƘŀǾŜƴΩǘ ŦƻǳƴŘ ŀƴȅ ƻŦ ȅƻǳǊ ōŜƭƻƴƎƛƴƎǎΦέ 

Hitler seemed to be totally oblivious of her presence. He sat there as if he were sitting 

alone in an empty tavern or on the top of the loneliest mountain with no-one visible for 

miles.  

ά5ƻ ȅƻǳ ōŜƭƛŜǾŜ ƻƴŜ Ƴŀƴ Ŏŀƴ ŎƘŀƴƎŜ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊƭŘΚέ he asked abruptly, after an awkward 

minute of silence.  

ά¢ƘŜǊŜΩǎ ŀ ǿƻǊƭŘ ƛƴ ŀƭƭ ƻŦ ǳǎ ŀƴŘ ƻǳǊ ŜǾŜǊȅ ŀŎǘƛƻƴ ƻǊ ƻƳƛǎǎƛƻƴ ŎƘŀƴƎŜǎ ōƻǘƘ ƻǳǊ ǿƻǊƭŘ 

ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊƭŘ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ǳǎΣέ aŀǊia said. It was obvious the man had returned for a dose of 

reassurance and dignity, like an addict would return against his will for the next dose of 

cocaine. Undoubtedly ƘŜ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ǎŜŜƴ ǿƻƳŜƴ ƻǘƘŜǊ ǘƘŀƴ ǘƘƻǎŜ ƛƴ ŎƘŜŀǇ ōǊƻǘƘŜƭǎ ƛƴ ŀ ƭƻƴƎ 

while. In Maria, he deemed to have found an equal. Clearly it was an issue of inferiority 

complex that had evolved into a global contempt of everything that was beneath him and 

a jealous admiration of everything and everyone who was out of his reach. Maria found 

the situation tiresome, yet it had become unavoidable. She prepared to pretend to listen 

and to offer some simple and seasoned words of wisdom. 

ά¸ƻǳ ŀǊŜ ƴƻǘ ƭƛǎǘŜƴƛƴƎΣέ IƛǘƭŜǊ ǎǳŘŘŜƴƭȅ ōŀǊƪŜŘΣ ǇƻǳƴŘƛƴƎ Ƙƛǎ Ŧƛǎǘ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǘŀōƭŜΦ CƻǊ ŀ 

short and rather commonplace man, his sudden bouts of aggressiveness carried an eerie 

charge of threat. This was a man who would stop at nothing to be taken seriously.  

ά¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ƴƻǘ ƭƛǎǘŜƴƛƴƎΦ L ŀƳ ǘŀƭƪƛƴƎ ŀōƻǳǘ this world, and about changing it, turning it 

upside down like a hayǎǘŀŎƪΦέ 

This is going to be a long night, Maria thought to herself. She rose and switched on the 

lights ς maybe a harsh encounter with reality would sober the man who needed shadows 

for his sets in the tragedy he had cast himself in the lead of.  

άtƭŜŀǎŜ ŘƻƴΩǘ ǎǿƛǘŎƘ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ƭƛƎƘǘΣέ IƛǘƭŜǊ ǎŀƛŘ ǉǳƛŜǘƭȅΦ άLǘΩǎ ǘƘŜ ŘŀǊƪƴŜǎǎ ǘƘŀǘ ƻǇŜƴǎ 

ƻƴŜΩǎ ƳƛƴŘΦέ 

Maria hesitated; then she switched the ceiling lights off and the room sank back to soft 

darkness, illuminated as before only by the small lamp on the writing desk. 

ά/ƻǳƭŘ L ƻŦŦŜǊ you something ς ǘŜŀ ǇŜǊƘŀǇǎΚέ ǎƘŜ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ 

άbƻΦέ 
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ά¢ƘŜƴ ǇŜǊƘŀǇǎ ǎƻƳŜ ǿƛƴŜΚέ ! ŘŜŎŀƴǘŜǊ ǿŀǎ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ƪŜǇǘ ŦǳƭƭΣ ǘƻ ǎƻƻǘƘŜ ǘƘŜ ŜƳƻǘƛƻƴǎ 

ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŎƭƛŜƴǘǎ ǿƘƻ ǿŜǊŜ ƭŜŦǘ ǎƘŀƪŜƴ ōȅ ŀ ǎŞŀƴŎŜΦ  

ά²Ƙȅ ƴƻǘΚέ Hitler said. 

Maria poured out two glasses and offered one to Hitler, who emptied it mechanically, 

without saying a word. Maria took a seat facing him, reflecting that he was either 

gathering courage to tell her something or simply too drunk to care about anything. 

ά²Ƙȅ ŀǊŜƴΩǘ ȅƻǳ ŀǘ ƘƻƳŜΚέ aŀǊƛŀ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ άLǘΩǎ ƭŀǘŜΦέ 

Hitler lifted the wineglass to his lips again but, noticing that it was empty, lowered it.  

άL ƴŜŜŘ ǎƻƳŜ ŀƴǎǿŜǊǎΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ  

ά¢ƻ ŀǎƪ ƛŦ ƻƴŜ Ƴŀƴ Ŏŀƴ ŎƘŀƴƎŜ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊƭŘ ς ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ƴƻǘ Ƨǳǎǘ ŀƴȅ ǉǳŜǎǘƛƻƴ ǘƘŀǘ ŎƻǳƭŘ ōŜ 

ŀƴǎǿŜǊŜŘ ōȅ ŀ ǊŀƴŘƻƳ ǿƻǊŘ ƻŦ ǿƛǎŘƻƳΣέ aŀǊƛŀ ǎŀƛŘΦ ά²Ƙŀǘ L ǘƘƛƴƪ ȅƻǳ ƴŜŜŘΣ ƛǎ ǎƻƳŜƻƴŜ 

ȅƻǳ ŎƻǳƭŘ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ǊŜƭȅ ǳǇƻƴ ŀƴŘ ƭƻƻƪ ǳǇ ǘƻΦέ 

ά[ƛƪŜ ǿƘƻΚέ 

ά/ŜǊǘŀƛƴƭȅ ƴƻǘ ƳŜ ς you need a philosopher, a man with great wisdom and experience! 

[ƛƪŜ DŜƴŜǊŀƭ IŀǳǎƘƻŦŜǊΦέ 

Hitler snorted. 

άIŀǳǎƘƻŦŜǊ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ƭƛƪŜ ƳŜΦ IŜ Ƙŀǎ IŜǎǎ ŦƻǊ Ƙƛǎ ǇŜǘΦ IŜ Ŏŀƭƭǎ ƳŜ ΨǘƘŜ ŘǊŀǿŜǊΩΣ ƳŀƪƛƴƎ ƛǘ 

ǎƻǳƴŘ ŎƘŜŀǇ ŀƴŘ ŦŜƳƛƴƛƴŜΦέ 

άhƘΣ ȅƻǳ ŘǊŀǿΚέ  

άL ŀƳ ŀƴ ŀǊǘƛǎǘΣέ IƛǘƭŜǊ ǎŀƛŘΣ ƭƻƻƪƛƴƎ aŀǊƛŀ ƛƴ ƘŜǊ ŜȅŜǎ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ŦƛǊǎǘ ǘƛƳŜ ŀƴŘ ŀǎǎǳƳƛƴƎ ŀ 

dignified posture. The man seemed to have two different characters: in the moments 

when he addressed subjects that mattered to him, his whole countenance changed as if 

ŀƴ ΨƻƴΩ ōǳǘǘƻƴ ƻŦ ǎƻƳŜ ƳŜŎƘŀƴƛŎŀƭ ŘŜǾƛŎŜ ƘŀŘ ōŜŜƴ ǇǳǎƘŜŘΦ aŀǊƛŀ ǉǳŜǎǘƛƻƴŜŘ ƘŜǊǎŜƭŦ 

whether this was a pre-rehearsed act, but the spontaneity of the man seemed to be 

unfeigned. In a brief moment, he was lit up by the red glow of sincerity and ardour, 

subdued by an air of noble suffering that wrapped him in smoky luminescence.  

άL ōŜƭƛŜǾŜΣέ ƘŜ ŎƻƴǘƛƴǳŜŘΣ άƛƴ ŀ ǿƻǊƭŘ ǘƘŀǘ Ŏŀƴ ōŜ ŎƘŀƴƎŜŘ ōȅ ōŜŀǳǘȅ ŀƴŘ ǇǳǊƛǘȅΦ ¢ƘŜ 

war ǎƘŀǘǘŜǊŜŘ ǘƘƛǎ ōŜƭƛŜŦΣ ōǳǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƪƛƭƭ ƛǘΦ Lǘ ŀƭǎƻ ǇǊƻǾŜŘ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŀǊǎ Ŏŀƴ ƴŜǾŜǊ ǎŜǊǾŜ ǘƘŜ 

purpose of changing the world for the better. For what is there that we have now, 

compared to that what we lost? Some say that war is progress. Is there anything at all that 

was gained by this war? Did we gain some new wisdom? Hardly. Did we acquire dignity? 

None! Has all the suffering had an uplifting or purifying effect on art? On the contrary: 
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everything that was good and harmonious, everything that served to lift man towards the 

universe, has been trampled into mud. Composers no longer strive to capture the 

harmonies of the spheres ς they rely on cacophony and alien tonalities for shock value. 

Artists choose to paint deformed faces and deconstructed bodies. Sculptors show not the 

smoothness of the human body, but its decay. I went to the Winter Salon and I might as 

well have visited a morgue or an insane asylum. I saw enough death on the battlefield; 

now I need to be purified. But I feel like a pig in a pen; locked up and waiting to be 

ǎƭŀǳƎƘǘŜǊŜŘΦέ 

Maria had to admit the man certainly had a way with words, once he was tuned to 

such subjects.  

ά¢ƘŜƴ ǿƘȅ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳ ƛƴǾƻƭǾŜŘ ƛƴ ǇƻƭƛǘƛŎǎΚέ ǎƘŜ ŀǎƪŜŘΣ ǊŜŦƛƭƭƛƴƎ IƛǘƭŜǊΩǎ ƎƭŀǎǎΦ ά¸ƻǳ ŀǎƪŜŘ ƛŦ 

a man can change the world: you yourself have given me a perfect answer. An artist can 

ŎƘŀƴƎŜ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊƭŘ ōŜǘǘŜǊ ǘƘŀƴ ŀ ƎŜƴŜǊŀƭΦ {ƻ ǿƘȅ ŘƻƴΩǘ ȅƻǳ ŎƻƴŎŜƴǘǊŀǘŜ ƻƴ ȅƻǳǊ ŀǊǘ ŀƴŘ 

ŎǊŜŀǘŜ ƳƻǊŜ ōŜŀǳǘȅΚέ 

 άLƴ ƻǊŘŜǊ ǘƻ ōŜ ŀōƭŜ ǘƻ ŎǊŜŀǘŜ ŀǊǘ ƛƴ ƛǘǎ ōŜǎǘ ǘǊŀŘƛǘƛƻƴǎΣ L ǎƘŀƭƭ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ƻǾŜǊŎƻƳŜ ǘƘŜ 

system thŀǘ ŘŜǎǇƛǎŜǎ ǘƘŀǘ ŀǊǘΣέ IƛǘƭŜǊ ŘŜŎƭŀǊŜŘΦ ά¢ƘŜ ǎȅǎǘŜƳ ǘƘŀǘ ƛǎ ŘŜŎƛǎƛǾŜƭȅ ƻǾŜǊǘƘǊƻǿƛƴƎ 

DŜǊƳŀƴ ǾŀƭǳŜǎ ǘƻ ōŜ ǊŜǇƭŀŎŜŘ ōȅ ǘƘŜ ǿŀǊǇŜŘ ǇǎŜǳŘƻ ǾŀƭǳŜǎ ƻŦ ƛƴŦŜǊƛƻǊ ǊŀŎŜǎΦ LŦ ǿŜ ŘƻƴΩǘ 

fight back, the next generation will be mentally deteriorated and physically integrated into 

ŀ ǊŀŎŜ ƻŦ ƳƻƴƎǊŜƭǎΦέ 

ά.ǳǘ ƘŀǎƴΩǘ ŜǾŜǊȅ ƎǊŜŀǘ ŀǊǘƛǎǘ ǎǳŦŦŜǊŜŘ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ƘŜ Ƙŀǎ ōŜŜƴ ƳƛǎǳƴŘŜǊǎǘƻƻŘΚέ aŀǊƛŀ 

ǊŜŀǎƻƴŜŘΦ άLǘ ƛǎ Ƴȅ ƻǇƛƴƛƻƴ ǘƘŀǘ ǇǳōƭƛŎ ŘƛǎǘǊǳǎǘ ƛǎ ǘƘŜ Ƴŀƛƴ ƛƴŘƛŎŀǘƻǊ ƻŦ ŀƴ ŀǊǘƛǎǘΩǎ 

greatness. Had you told me how well your paintings sell, I would have dismissed you as a 

ŎƘŜŀǇ ŎǊƻǿŘ ǇƭŜŀǎŜǊΦέ 

Hitler looked at Maria and his eyes seemed to change their colour according to his 

mood. 

άL ƪƴŜǿ ȅƻǳΩŘ ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘŀƴŘ ƳŜΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ǎƻŦǘƭȅΦ ά!ƴŘ ȅƻǳ ŀƭǎƻ ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘŀƴŘ ǘƘŀǘ ŀ ƎǊŜŀǘ 

artist must face a challenge of his lifetime sooner or later. My challenge is not to create a 

mere work of beauty, but to create a whole new world which is as beautiful and 

ƘŀǊƳƻƴƛƻǳǎ ŀǎ ŀ ²ŀƎƴŜǊ ƻǇŜǊŀΦ 5ƻ ȅƻǳ ƭƻǾŜ ²ŀƎƴŜǊΚέ 

άL ǎŀǿ ŀ ōŜŀǳǘƛŦǳƭ ǇǊƻŘǳŎǘƛƻƴ ƻŦ ¢ŀƴƴƘŅǳǎŜǊ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ±ƛŜƴƴŀ {ǘŀŀtsoper with my mother, 

ōŜŦƻǊŜ ǘƘŜ ǿŀǊΣέ aŀǊƛŀ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘΦ άLǘ ǿŀǎ ƭƛƪŜ ŀ ŦŀƛǊȅ ǘŀƭŜΦέ 



 86 

ά²ŀƎƴŜǊ ƛǎ ƳǳŎƘ ƳƻǊŜ ǘƘŀƴ ŀ ŦŀƛǊȅ ǘŀƭŜΣέ IƛǘƭŜǊ ƳǳǎŜŘΦ ά!ƴŘ ȅŜǘΣ ȅƻǳ ŀǊŜ ǊƛƎƘǘΦ ²Ƙŀǘ 

can be better than a fairy tale? One has it all: virtue and goodness that are always 

rewarded, magical forests and castles, noble characters that triumph over deformed 

ǿƛǘŎƘŜǎ ŀƴŘ ƎƻōƭƛƴǎΧ !ƴŘ ǘƘŜ Ŧƛƴŀƭ ǊŜŘŜƳǇǘƛƻƴ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ƭƻǾŜ ŀƴŘ ǎŀŎǊƛŦƛŎŜΗ ¢Ƙƛǎ ƛǎ ǘƘŜ 

DŜǊƳŀƴȅ L ƪƴƻǿΤ ǘƘƛǎ ƛǎ ǘƘŜ DŜǊƳŀƴȅ L ǿŀƴǘ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊƭŘ ǘƻ ǎŜŜΗέ 

ά{ƻ ȅƻǳ ǿƛǎƘ ǘƻ ƳŀƪŜ DŜǊƳŀƴȅ ƛƴǘƻ ŀ ƭŀƴŘ ƻŦ ŦŀƛǊȅ ǘŀƭŜΚέ aŀǊƛŀ ǎŀƛŘ ŀƴŘ ǎƳƛƭŜŘ 

disarmingly, as she was worried the man would take offence. 

IƛǘƭŜǊ ǎƘƻƻƪ Ƙƛǎ ƘŜŀŘΥ άDŜǊƳŀƴȅ was the land of fairy tale ς a ƭƻƴƎ ǘƛƳŜ ŀƎƻΦ bƻǿ ƛǘΩǎ ŀ 

land of greedy degenerate bankers and extortionists, industrialists and beggars, 

overweight turncoats and war invalids, and dark-skinned whores who service dark-skinned 

ǎŀƛƭƻǊǎ ŦƻǊ ŦƻǊŜƛƎƴ ŎŜƴǘǎ ŀƎŀƛƴǎǘ ǘƘŜ ǿŀƭƭǎ ƻŦ ƻǳǊ DƻǘƘƛŎ ŎŀǘƘŜŘǊŀƭǎΦέ 

aŀǊƛŀ ǎƘǊǳƎƎŜŘ ƘŜǊ ǎƘƻǳƭŘŜǊǎ ŀǎ ǘƘŜ ƳŜƴǘŀƭ ƛƳŀƎŜ ƻŦ IƛǘƭŜǊΩǎ DŜǊƳŀƴȅ ǳƴŦolded before 

her. 

ά.ǳǘ ǎǳǊŜƭȅ ǘƘŜǊŜ ƛǎ ǎƻ ƳǳŎƘ ōŜŀǳǘȅ ŀƴŘ ŎǳƭǘǳǊŜ ƛƴ DŜǊƳŀƴȅΣέ ǎƘŜ ƻǇǇƻǎŜŘΦ άhƴŜ ƭƻǎǘ 

ǿŀǊ ŎŀƴΩǘ ǎƛƎƴƛŦȅ ǘƘŜ ƭƻǎǎ ƻŦ ŀ ǘƘƻǳǎŀƴŘ ȅŜŀǊǎΩ ŀŎƘƛŜǾŜƳŜƴǘǎΦέ 

άbƻǘ ǳƴƭŜǎǎ ƛǘΩǎ ƭƻǎǘ ǎǇƛǊƛǘǳŀƭƭȅΣέ IƛǘƭŜǊ ŎƻǳƴǘŜǊŜŘΦ aŀǊƛŀ ƘŀŘ ǘƘŜ ŦŜŜƭƛƴƎ ƘŜ ƘŀŘ 

practiced the conversation before, either with an opponent or with himself. Or perhaps 

Hitler really had found, in her, an ideal partner for developing his ideas and his eloquence.  

ά.ŜŎŀǳǎŜ ŀ ƭƻǎǘ ǿŀǊ Ŏŀƴ ŀƴŘ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ƳŀƪŜ ȅƻǳ ǎǘǊƻƴƎŜǊΣ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ƳŀƪŜ ȅƻǳ ƭƛǾŜ ƛƴ 

expeŎǘŀǘƛƻƴ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ Řŀȅ ȅƻǳΩǾŜ ƎŀǘƘŜǊŜŘ ŜƴƻǳƎƘ ǎǘǊŜƴƎǘƘ ǘƻ ŀǾŜƴƎŜ ŀƴȅ ƛƴƧǳǎǘƛŎŜΦ .ǳǘ ƛŦ ǿŜ 

capitulate spiritually ς we are lost forever. This capitulation is disguised behind the mask 

of mutual friendship, of integration, of cultural enrichment. With a smile, your enemy 

strips you one by one of your values and beliefs until you find yourself at the bottom of a 

melting pot, being dissolved into a mindless, soulless mass they call The Citizen Of The 

²ƻǊƭŘΦέ 

With each word Hitler spoke, Maria was convinced of the mŀƴΩǎ ǇƻǿŜǊ ǘƻ ŎŀǇǘƛǾŀǘŜ ŀƴŘ 

win audiences over. His skills of persuasion exceeded conventional oratorical abilities and 

evolved into almost hypnotic, trance-inducing incantation. This was, assuredly, a high 

priest who yet had to find his people. 

And then, at the climax of what had amounted to a homily, Hitler abruptly changed the 

topic. 
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ά.ǳǘ ǿƘƻ ŎŀǊŜǎ ŀōƻǳǘ Ƴȅ ƛǎǎǳŜǎΦ L ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ƭŜŀǊƴ ŀōƻǳǘ ȅƻǳΣ CǊŀǳƭŜƛƴ aŀǊƛŀΦ /ŀƴ L Ŏŀƭƭ 

ȅƻǳ aŀǊƛŀΚέ 

If this was a trick of the trade, an oratorical tactic, it was a most disarming one. She 

nodded. 

ά!ƴŘ ȅƻǳ Ƴǳǎǘ Ŏŀƭƭ ƳŜ !ŘƻƭŦΦ bƻǿΣ ǘǊȅ ƛǘΦέ 

ά!ŘƻƭŦΣέ aŀǊƛŀ ǎŀƛŘΦ 

ά[ŜǘΩǎ ŘǊƛƴƪ ǘƻ ǘƘŀǘΦ !ƴŘ ǘƘŜƴΣ LΩƳ ŀƭƭ ŜŀǊǎΦέ 

ά²Ƙŀǘ ŎƻǳƭŘ L Ǉƻǎǎƛōƭȅ ǎŀȅ ŀōƻǳǘ ƳȅǎŜƭŦ ǘƘŀǘ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƘƻƭŘ ǇŀǊ ǿƛǘƘ ǿƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ Ƨǳǎǘ 

ǘƻƭŘ ƳŜΚέ aŀǊƛŀ ǎŀƛŘΦ άaȅ ƭƛŦŜ ǎŜŜƳǎ ǎƻ meaningless, so small, compared to the size of 

ȅƻǳǊ ƛŘŜŀǎΦ !ƭƳƻǎǘ ŜǾŜǊȅ ƭƛŦŜ ǿƻǳƭŘΦέ 

ά¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ǿƘŜǊŜ ȅƻǳ ŀǊŜ ǿǊƻƴƎΣέ IƛǘƭŜǊ ǇǊƻŎƭŀƛƳŜŘΦ ά! ǎƛƴƎƭŜ ƭƛŦŜ Ŏŀƴ ƴŜǾŜǊ ōŜ ǎƳŀƭƭ ƻǊ 

meaningless. Every life is a building block of a nation, of a religion, of something that 

unites us and is greater than we areΦέ 

Maria emptied her glass and reached for the decanter. 

ά.ǳǘΣ ǇŀǊŘƻƴ ƳŜ ŦƻǊ ŀǎƪƛƴƎΧ ȅƻǳ ǎŀǿ ŀŎǘƛƻƴ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ŦǊƻƴǘΣ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ȅƻǳΚέ 

άL ŘƛŘΣέ IƛǘƭŜǊ ǎŀƛŘΣ ǿƛǘƘƻǳǘ ŀƴȅ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƳƛƭƛǘŀǊȅ ǇƻƳǇ ŀƴŘ ŎƛǊŎǳƳǎǘŀƴŎŜ aŀǊƛŀ ƘŀŘ 

expected to see. Rather than that, the declaration sounded almost regretful, as if the man 

was ashamed of it. 

άL ƪƴƻǿ ƻƴŜ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ƴŜǾŜǊ ŀǎƪ ǘƘƛǎ ƻŦ ŀ ǎƻƭŘƛŜǊΧέ aŀǊƛŀ ǎŀƛŘ ŎŀǊŜŦǳƭƭȅΣ άōǳǘ ς did you 

ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ǘŀƪŜ Ƴŀƴȅ ŜƴŜƳȅ ƭƛǾŜǎ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ōŀǘǘƭŜŦƛŜƭŘΚέ 

ά¢Ƙŀƴƪ ȅƻǳ ŦƻǊ ȅƻǳǊ ŎƻƴǎƛŘŜǊŀǘƛƻƴΣέ IƛǘƭŜǊ ǎŀƛŘ ǎŜǊƛƻǳǎƭȅΣ άŦƻǊ ŀǘǘŜƳǇǘƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǎƻŦǘŜƴ ǘƘŜ 

ƛƳǇŀŎǘ ƻŦ ȅƻǳǊ ǉǳŜǎǘƛƻƴ ōȅ ƎǊŀŘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ƭƻǎǘ ƭƛǾŜǎ ŀǎ ΨŜƴŜƳȅ ƭƛǾŜǎΩΦ IƻǿŜǾŜǊ ǿŜ ǘǊȅ ǘƻ ƧǳǎǘƛŦȅ 

our actions ς ŜŀŎƘ ƭƛŦŜ ǘŀƪŜƴ ƛǎ ŀƴ ŀǘǊƻŎƛǘȅ ƻŦ ŎƻǎƳƛŎ ǇǊƻǇƻǊǘƛƻƴǎΦ LǘΩǎ ƭƛƪŜ ǎƘƻƻǘƛƴƎ down a 

star from the Milky Way and justifying your deed by claiming there are more stars than 

ƻƴŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ ŜǾŜǊ ŎƻǳƴǘΦέ  

ά{ƻΧ ŘƛŘ ȅƻǳΧΚέ 

άL ŘƛŘΣέ IƛǘƭŜǊ ǎŀƛŘΦ ά!ƴŘ L ŦŀŎŜŘ ŘŜŀǘƘ ƳȅǎŜƭŦΦ !ƴŘΣ ƳƛǊŀŎǳƭƻǳǎƭȅΣ L ǿŀǎ ǎŀǾŜŘ ς by the 

enemy. It happened in Marcoing in Northern France, not long before the final battle, on 

September 28th ƭŀǎǘ ȅŜŀǊΦ LǘΩǎ ōŜŜƴ ŀƭƳƻǎǘ ŦƻǳǊ ƳƻƴǘƘǎ ŀƴŘ ȅŜǘ L ǿŀƪŜ ǳǇ ŀǘ ƴƛƎƘǘ ōŜƭƛŜǾƛƴƎ 

that it was but a dream ς that I was in fact shot and died and am buried in a mass grave as 

an unknown, unimportant soldier. But I am alive. A British private stood before me ς I had 

no idea where he had appeared from. I was shaking with fever, having taken a bullet an 
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hour earlier. Sweat ran down into my eyes and blinded me. My ears were ringing from an 

explosion only minutes before. At first, I only saw the rifle that was aiming at me, as if a 

rifle could be fighting individually. Only later did I see the man behind the rifle. He was 

perhaps twenty to thirty feet away. He was scrutinizing me, as if trying to decide where to 

ŦƛǊŜ Ƙƛǎ ōǳƭƭŜǘ ǎƻ ƘŜ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ǿŀǎǘŜ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊΦ L ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻƭŘ ǘƘƛǎ ǎǘƻǊȅ ǘƻ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘŜƴ ƻŦ 

my closest friends, and they have always asked the same question: what were you 

thinking? Which is a stupid question, since these men were all soldiers themselves. But it 

is in our human nature to forget our instinctive behaviour once the circumstances around 

us have changed. These men ceased to be soldiers from the moment our Imperial Army 

was dissolved. I have never stopped being one, therefore my insǘƛƴŎǘǎ ƘŀǾŜƴΩǘ ŎƘŀƴƎŜŘΦέ 

άL ŀƳ ƻƴƭȅ ŀ ǿƻƳŀƴΣέ aŀǊƛŀ ǎŀƛŘΣ άǎƻ L ƘƻǇŜ L Ŏŀƴ ōŜ ŦƻǊƎƛǾŜƴ ŦƻǊ ŀǎƪƛƴƎ ǘƘŀǘ ǎŀƳŜ 

ǉǳŜǎǘƛƻƴΦ ²Ƙŀǘ ǿŜǊŜ ȅƻǳ ǘƘƛƴƪƛƴƎΚέ 

ά¸ƻǳ ŀǊŜ ŦƻǊƎƛǾŜƴΣέ IƛǘƭŜǊ ǎƳƛƭŜŘΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜ ŦƛǊǎǘ ǘƛƳŜ aŀǊƛŀ ƘŀŘ ǎŜŜƴ ƘƛƳ ǎƳƛƭŜ ŀƴŘ ƛǘ 

was strange that it should occur in this most peculiar moment when the man was 

recounting his close encounter with death. 

ά²ƘŜƴ ŦŀŎƛƴƎ ŀƴ ŜƴŜƳȅ ǊƛŦƭŜΣ ǳƴŀōƭŜ ǘƻ ŜǎŎŀǇŜΣ ǿŜŀƪ ŀƴŘ ǿƻǳƴŘŜŘΣέ IƛǘƭŜǊ ǇǊƻŎŜŜŘŜŘΣ 

and even though his words carried a solemn message, he spoke them without any 

ǎƻǇƘƛǎǘƛŎŀǘƛƻƴ ƻǊ ƎǊŀƴŘŜǳǊΣ άǘƘŜǊŜ ŀǊŜƴΩǘ ŀ ǾŀǊƛŜǘȅ ƻŦ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘǎ ƻǊ ŜƳƻǘƛƻƴǎ ǘƻ ŎƘƻƻǎŜ 

from. As there are no variations in the scenario: the rifle is inevitably fired; the bullet hits 

the man; the man dies. It takes less than a second. That is how long you get to make your 

peace. There are to be no dress-rehearsals: surely death is everywhere on the battlefield, 

but the scene where the enemy has his weapon in your face ƛǎ ƻƴƭȅ ǇƭŀȅŜŘ ƻƴŎŜΦέ 

ά!ƴŘ ȅŜǘ ς ȅƻǳ ŀǊŜ ƘŜǊŜΣέ aŀǊƛŀ ǎŀƛŘ ŀƴŘ ǘƻǳŎƘŜŘ IƛǘƭŜǊΩǎ ƘŀƴŘΣ quite inadvertently.  

άL ƘŀǾŜ ǘƘŜ ŜƴŜƳȅ ǘƻ ǘƘŀƴƪ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŀǘΣέ IƛǘƭŜǊ ŀǇǇŜŀǊŜŘ ǘƻ ǘŀƪŜ ƴƻ ƴƻǘƛŎŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƛƴǘƛƳŀǘŜ 

ƎŜǎǘǳǊŜ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŀŘ ǎǇǊǳƴƎ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ŜƳƻǘƛƻƴ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƳƻƳŜƴǘΦ ά{ƻ ǿƘŜƴ L ƘŜŀǊ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊŘ 

ΨŜƴŜƳȅΩΣ L ƴƻ ƭƻƴƎŜǊ ŦŜŜƭ ŘŜǘŜǊƳƛƴŀǘƛƻƴ ōǳǘ ŎƻƴŦǳǎƛƻƴΦ ²Ƙȅ ŘƛŘ ƘŜ not shoot me? Why did 

he choose to be a failure as a soldier? Nobody, nothing provoked him to be a human being 

ς on the battlefield the humans are buried in the mud for soldiers to march over. But he 

lowered his rifle after a few seconds; then he gave me a slight nod and made a gesture 

with his barrel to say I should go. I turned and went, slowly at the start, then faster. I had a 

feeling he was a game keeper and I was the wolf who is being driven so that the hunting 
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party might take a better shot at it. But there followed no shot. Could it have been that he 

was alone? Where was his regiment? And ς ǿƘȅΣ ǿƘȅΣ ǿƘȅΚέ 

ά5ƛŘ ȅƻǳ ŜǾŜǊ ƭŜŀǊƴ ǿƘƻ ǘƘŜ Ƴŀƴ ǿŀǎΚέ aŀǊƛŀ ŀǎƪŜŘΣ ǎǘƛƭƭ ǇƻƴŘŜǊƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ŘŜǘŀƛƭǎ ƻŦ ǘƘƛǎ 

fantastic tale. 

άL ŘƛŘΣέ IƛǘƭŜǊ ǎŀƛŘΣ άƻƴƭȅ ŀ ŎƻǳǇƭŜ ƻŦ Řŀys ago. I was at the hotel Bristol and while Hess 

was on the telephone, I began leafing through some British newspapers. And there it was 

ς a photo of a private! Blurred, but unmistakable. My English is almost non-existent but 

Ψ±ƛŎǘƻǊƛŀ /ǊƻǎǎΩ ƛǎ ǘƘŜ ǎŀƳŜ ƛƴ ŜǾŜǊȅ ƭŀƴƎǳŀƎŜΦέ 

ά{ƻ ς ȅƻǳ ŀŎǘǳŀƭƭȅ ƭŜŀǊƴǘ Ƙƛǎ ƴŀƳŜΚέ aŀǊƛŀ ŀǎƪŜŘΣ ǘƻƻ ŀǎǘƻƴƛǎƘŜŘ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǳƴŜȄǇŜŎǘŜŘ 

twist to really know whether she should believe the fantastic tale or not. 

άL ŘƛŘ ŀƴŘ L ǎƘŀƭƭ ƴŜǾŜǊ ŦƻǊƎŜǘ ƛǘΣέ IƛǘƭŜǊ ǎŀƛŘΣ ǊŜŀŎƘƛƴƎ ƛƴǘƻ Ƙƛǎ ōǊŜŀǎǘ ǇƻŎket and 

ǇǊƻŘǳŎƛƴƎ ŀ ǎƳŀƭƭ ƴŜǿǎǇŀǇŜǊ ŎƭƛǇǇƛƴƎΦ άL ƘƻǇŜ ǘƘŜ .Ǌƛǎǘƻƭ ǿƛƭƭ ŦƻǊƎƛǾŜ ƳŜ ŦƻǊ ǾŀƴŘŀƭƛȊƛƴƎ 

ǘƘŜƛǊ ŎƻǇȅ ƻŦ ¢ƘŜ ¢ƛƳŜǎΦέ 

The picture was of a young man in British uniform. His appearance was almost as 

ǳƴǊŜƳŀǊƪŀōƭŜ ŀǎ IƛǘƭŜǊΩǎΦ 

άhƴŜ ŘŀȅΣέ IƛǘƭŜǊ ǎŀƛŘΣ άL intend to find him and to reward him. To talk to him. Like one 

ǎƻƭŘƛŜǊ ǘƻ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊΦ L ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƭƛǾŜ ǿƛǘƘ ƳȅǎŜƭŦ ƛŦ L ŦŀƛƭŜŘ ǘƻ Řƻ ǘƘŀǘΦέ 

He now grabbed the decanter, which was almost empty, and poured what was left of 

the wine into the glasses. 

ά¢ƻ IŜƴǊȅ ¢ŀƴŘŜȅΣ ŀ ǘǊǳŜ ƎŜƴǘƭŜƳŀƴΗέ 

aŀǊƛŀ ǿŀǎ ōŜƎƛƴƴƛƴƎ ǘƻ ŦŜŜƭ ŀ ōǳȊȊ ƛƴ ƘŜǊ ƘŜŀŘΦ {ƘŜ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ touched alcohol since 

her first meeting with Lothar, which now seemed ages and ages ago. The memories of 

that night rushed over her like a tidal wave that comes from nowhere; it brought along 

ǎǳƎƎŜǎǘƛǾŜ ǇŀǊŀƭƭŜƭǎ ǘƘŀǘ ǘǊƛƎƎŜǊŜŘ ǘƘŜ ŘƻǊƳŀƴǘ ǎŜƴǎŀǘƛƻƴǎ ǿƘƛŎƘ ƴƻǿ ǘƻƻƪ ƻǾŜǊ aŀǊƛŀΩǎ 

mind and body. Her hand slid across her chest and neck where she felt her pulse beating 

in her jugular vein. That pulse had obviously awakened the hunting instinct in Hitler, 

whose eyes followed the trail of her fingers closely.  

άL ǿƻǳƭŘ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƻ Ǉŀƛƴǘ ȅƻǳΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ ά.ǳǘ ƴƻǘ ŀǎ ȅƻǳΦ !ǎ ŀƴ ŀƴŎƛŜƴǘ ƎƻŘŘŜǎǎΣ ǿƘƻ Ƙŀǎ 

been trapped on earth and who exists simultaneously among us mortals and amidst the 

gods who are powerless to release her and take her back to heaven. And do you know 

what the power is that holds you here; ǘƘŜ ǇƻǿŜǊ ǘƘŀǘ ŜǾŜƴ ƎƻŘǎ ŎŀƴΩǘ ƻǾŜǊŎƻƳŜΚέ 

ά²Ƙŀǘ ƛǎ ƛǘΚέ aŀǊƛŀ ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊŜŘΦ 
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άLǘΩǎ ƻǳǊ ƭƻǾŜΣέ IƛǘƭŜǊ ǎŀƛŘΦ άLƴ ǘƘŜ ŦŀŎŜ ƻŦ ƭƻǾŜΣ ǘƘŜ ŀƴcient gods are powerless. They 

only recognize fear. But in defiance of them, a new Man is born, to step into a new era 

ǿƘƛŎƘ ǎƘŀƭƭ ƘŀǾŜ ƴƻ ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘŀƴŘƛƴƎ ƻŦ ǎǳŎƘ ŎƻƴŎŜǇǘ ŀǎ ΨŦŜŀǊΩΦ ¢Ƙƛǎ ǿƛƭƭ ōŜ ŀ ǇŀƛƴŦǳƭ ōƛǊǘƘΣ 

but without pain there is no release. And perhaps only then will the earthbound goddess 

be freed, so that she can ascend to the heavens and herald the message of love to the 

ƎƻŘǎΦ !ǘ ƭƻƴƎ ƭŀǎǘΣ aŀƴ ǿƛƭƭ ŘŜŎƭŀǊŜ Ƙƛǎ ƳŜǎǎŀƎŜ ǘƻ DƻŘΣ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ƘŜ Ƙŀǎ ōŜŎƻƳŜ DƻŘΩǎ 

ŜǉǳŀƭΗέ 

Who was it, speaking through this man? Whose fingers touched her cheek and the 

back of her neck? Why were men like Lothar or Adolf only vessels, able to channel love 

she was unable to feel in other men? And as this treacherous love would find its fulfilment 

with her, would it disappear, leaving the vessel void of all things she longed to cling to? 

Was she given only one night to defy loneliness, as a soldier was given only one second to 

defy death? 

All this might not have happened on the cold January night in 1919. There might not 

have been a knock on the door. The decanter might have been full for several months to 

come. She might not have awakened in the morning and felt that there was something 

horribly wrong in her waking alone, as she always did.  

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter XI: Oettingen, 1919 

 

 

The news that had arrived from Munich made Maria sick. Strangely enough, even in 

ǘƘŜ DǊŜŀǘ ²ŀǊ ǎƘŜ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ƭƻǎǘ ŀƴȅƻƴŜ ǎƘŜ ƪƴŜǿ ǇŜǊǎƻƴŀƭƭȅΦ hŦ ŎƻǳǊǎŜΣ ƘŜǊ ƘŜŀǊǘ ǿŜƴǘ ƻǳǘ 

to her friends and neighbours who had lost their sons and brothers; she held back tears 

when she saw the endless lines of the names of those who had fallen. But this was the 

first time she actually faced the death of a friend. No, not death ς for death was 

something that came to you when your time was up; when you had achieved everything 
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you were meant to. Death was nothing but a dark angel who came to take you to other 

dimensions.  

This had been murder. A filthy demon, an emotionless cockroach that was born of 

malice and hatred and arrived to gnaw at your soul. To kill Hella and the prince ς what was 

the point? If anything, than to prove that a human life is worth nothing.  

Maria had tried to establish a spiritual contact with both or either of them, but the 

ǎŞŀƴŎŜǎ ǘƘŜȅ ƘŜƭŘ ŀǘ {ƛƎǊǳƴΩǎ ƳƻǘƘŜǊΩǎ ǎǳƳƳŜǊ ƘƻǳǎŜ ǿŜǊŜ ǳƴǎǳŎŎŜǎǎŦǳƭΦ aŀǊƛŀ ƪƴŜǿ ǘƘŀǘ 

something was wrong ς not with herself as a woman, but rather as a seer. She hated 

herself: had she gambled and lost everything? For what was she, if not a psychic able to 

move between the two worlds? She had accepted an offer that had promised a lucrative 

escŀǇŜ ŦǊƻƳ ƭƻƴŜƭƛƴŜǎǎΤ ǎƘŜ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ǊŜŀŘ ǘƘŜ ǎƳŀƭƭ ǇǊƛƴǘ ǘƘŀǘ ŜȄŎƭǳŘŜŘ ƘŜǊ ŦǊƻƳ ŀƴȅ 

unearthly activities.   

In two weeks, she called Princess Franziska from the Grafing post office. Of course, the 

ǇǊƛƴŎŜǎǎ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŀǾŀƛƭŀōƭŜΦ aŀǊƛŀ ŎƻƳǇƻǎŜŘ ŀ ƭŜǘǘŜǊ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǇǊƛƴŎess and mailed it in secrecy. 

For some reason she was reluctant to have the others know about her wish to meet the 

ǇǊƛƴŎŜǎǎΦ ¢ƘŜȅ ǿƻǳƭŘΩǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ǎǳǊǇǊƛǎŜŘ; would have reminded her that she had met 

Princess Franziska only casually and had no reason even to believe that the grand lady 

would have given her another thought since their meeting in Berchtesgaden. But Maria 

was hardly ever wrong about people: there had been a brief but very intense connection 

between them; she was sure it had been mutual, even though the princess had in no way 

indicated she had recognized a kindred spirit in Maria.  

Nobody wanted to return to Munich, so the girls stayed at Grafing pretending nothing 

ƘŀŘ ƎƻƴŜ ǿǊƻƴƎΣ .ȅ WǳƴŜΣ aŀǊƛŀ ǿŀǎ ǳƴŀōƭŜ ǘƻ ǇǊŜǘŜƴŘ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǇǊŜƎƴŀƴǘΦ  

Sigrun and Traute became somewhat alienated from her. Having never asked, they had 

not received an answer, and Maria did not confide anything. 

Princess Franziska arrived quite unexpectedly, in early July, to take Maria to her 

summer house near the Swiss border.  

Leaving Grafing was like escaping from a prison. With the departure came an almost 

embarrassing sense of liberation. Everything she had held dear now seemed to tie her 

down to places and people who seemed to have changed. Maria knew it was actually she 

herself who was undergoing changes. Sometimes she hated herself and the thing that was 

ƎǊƻǿƛƴƎ ƛƴǎƛŘŜ ƘŜǊΦ Lǘ ŎǊŀǾŜŘ ǘƻ ǘŀƪŜ ǘƘŜ ǇƭŀŎŜ ƻŦ aŀǊƛŀΩǎ ŦǊƛŜƴŘǎΣ ǘƻ ƭŜŀǾŜ ƘŜǊ ƛǎƻƭŀǘŜŘ ŀƴŘ 
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secluded with no other function than to serve it. The worst thing was that it appeared to 

ŘǊŀƛƴ aŀǊƛŀΩǎ ǇƻǿŜǊǎΦ {ƘŜ ŦŜƭǘ ƘŜŀǾȅ ŀƴŘ ŜŀǊǘƘōƻǳƴŘΣ ŀǎ ƛŦ ǘƘŜ ŦƻŜǘǳǎ ǿŜǊŜ ƻŦ ƛǊƻƴΦ Lǘ 

seemed to be taking roots that were like bronze shackles, tying it safely to the ground, 

turning Maria into an immobile incubator with the sole purpose of facilitating the 

hatching process.  

After the initial elation that was brought on by the departure, Maria soon realized that 

even though the sets around her changed as the train took towards Switzerland, her 

liberation was just an illusion: she was carrying her prison inside her. 

Princess Franziska barely seemed to notice that Maria showed signs of pregnancy. But 

once the train left all traces of human settlement behind and began to speed towards 

Switzerland, the princess, sitting opposite Maria in the first class carriage, leaned towards 

her: 

ά{ƻΣ ǿƘŜƴ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳ ŘǳŜΚέ 

άL ŘƻƴΩǘ ŎŀǊŜΣέ aŀǊƛŀ ǎŀƛŘΦ άLΩŘ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƻ ŜƛǘƘŜǊ ǇǳǎƘ ƛǘ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ Ƴȅ ōƻŘȅ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ƴŜȄǘ ǎǘŀǘƛƻƴ ƻǊ 

ƪŜŜǇ ƛƴ ƛƳǇǊƛǎƻƴŜŘ ƛƴǎƛŘŜ ƳŜ ŦƻǊŜǾŜǊΣ Ƨǳǎǘ ǘƻ ǇǳƴƛǎƘ ƛǘΦέ 

Princess Franziska smiled as if she knew the feeling too well. 

ά.ǳǘ ǿƘŀǘ ŘƻŜǎ ǘƘŜ ŎŀƭŜƴŘŀǊ ǎŀȅΚέ ǎƘŜ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ ά{ǳǊŜƭȅ ŀ ȅƻǳƴƎ ƭŀŘȅ ǿƻǳƭŘ ŦƻǊŜǾŜǊ 

ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊ ǘƘŜ ŘŀǘŜ ǎƘŜ ƭƻǎǘ ƘŜǊ ƳŀƛŘŜƴƘƻƻŘΦέ 

Maria frowned at her. 

άLǎ ƛǘ ǎƻ ƻōǾƛƻǳǎΚέ 

άbƻǘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊƭŘΣ ƴƻΣέ ǘƘŜ ǇǊƛƴŎŜǎǎ ǎŀƛŘΦ άtŜǊƘŀǇǎ ƻƴƭȅ to the one who has a special, 

albeit not too practical, ƎƛŦǘ ƻŦ ǎŜŜƛƴƎ ǘƘŜǎŜ ǘƘƛƴƎǎΦέ  

Maria sighed, feeling regret and relief at the same time. The untold and unasked, 

shameful secret had been stinging inside her, making her spirit heavier by a ton with every 

ounce the foetus gained. 

άWŀƴǳŀǊȅΣ ǘƘƛǊǘȅ-ŦƛǊǎǘΣέ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ άWǳǎǘ ŀ ŎƻǳǇƭŜ ƻŦ Řŀȅǎ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ǿŜ ƳŜǘ ŀǘ BerchtesgadenΦέ 

ά{ƻ ƛǘ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƳŜŀƴ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ŘǳŜ ƻƴ hŎǘƻōŜǊ ǘƘƛǊǘȅ-ŦƛǊǎǘΣέ ǘƘŜ ǇǊƛƴŎŜǎǎ ŎŀƭŎǳƭŀǘŜŘΦ 

ά¸ŜǎΦέ 

άtŀǊŘƻƴ ƳŜΣέ ǘƘŜ ǇǊƛƴŎŜǎǎ ǎŀƛŘΣ άōǳǘ ƛǎƴΩǘ ǘƘŀǘ ȅƻǳǊ ōƛǊǘƘŘŀȅΚέ 

άLǘ ƛǎΣέ aŀǊƛŀ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘΦ 

ά!ƴŘ ȅƻǳΩƭƭ ōŜ ǘǿŜƴǘȅ ŦƻǳǊΚέ 
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ά¸ŜǎΦέ aŀǊƛŀ ǿŀǎ ǎƻƳŜǿƘŀǘ ŀƳŀȊŜŘ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǇǊƛƴŎŜǎǎ ƘŀŘ ǘŀƪŜƴ ǘƘŜ ǘǊƻǳōƭŜ ƻŦ ŦƛƴŘƛƴƎ 

these things out about her. 

άLǘΩǎ ǊŜƳŀǊƪŀōƭŜΣέ tǊƛƴŎŜǎǎ CǊŀƴȊƛǎƪŀ ǎŀƛŘΦ ά¢ƘŜ ŎƘƛƭŘ ǿƛƭƭ ōŜ ǎǳōƧŜŎǘ ǘƻ ŀ ǎǘŀǊ ŎƘŀǊǘ 

identƛŎŀƭ ǘƻ ȅƻǳǊǎΦέ 

άIƻǿ Řƻ ȅƻǳ ƳŜŀƴΚέ 

ά¸ƻǳ ǎŜŜ ς not only is the child going to be a Scorpio like you. But in addition, this is the 

ȅŜŀǊ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƎƻŀǘΣ Ƨǳǎǘ ŀǎ ȅƻǳ ǿŜǊŜ ōƻǊƴ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ȅŜŀǊ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƎƻŀǘΦέ 

ά5ƻŜǎ ǘƘŀǘ ƳŜŀƴ ǘƘŜ ŎƘƛƭŘ ƛǎ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ōŜ ŀ ŎŀǊōƻƴ ŎƻǇȅ ƻŦ ƳŜΚέ aŀǊƛŀ ƧƻƪŜŘ ŦŜŜōƭȅΦ   

άLǘ Ŏŀƴ ōŜ ŀ ƭƻǘ ƻŦ ǘƘƛƴƎǎΣέ ǘƘŜ ǇǊƛƴŎŜǎǎ ǎǘŀǘŜŘΣ άōǳǘ ƴŜǾŜǊ ŀ ǊŜƎǳƭŀǊ ŎƘƛƭŘΦ ¸ƻǳ Ƴŀȅ ǘƘƛƴƪ 

you hate it because it has stripped you of something you value in yourself. And yet these 

gifts are never lost, only re-invested, to be collŜŎǘŜŘ ŀǘ ŀ ƭŀǘŜǊ ŘŀǘŜ ǿƛǘƘ ƘǳƎŜ ƛƴǘŜǊŜǎǘΦέ 

άL ƘŀǾŜƴΩǘ ōŜŜƴ ŀōƭŜ ǘƻ ƳŀƪŜ ŀ ŎƻƴƴŜŎǘƛƻƴ ƛƴ ŦƛǾŜ ƳƻƴǘƘǎΣέ aŀǊƛŀ ǎŀƛŘΦ ά!ǎ ƛŦ ǘƘŜ ŎƻǎƳƛŎ 

consciousness had probed me and found me spoilt goods. I only receive noise, where I 

once heard the harmonies and vibrations of the spheres. I am unable to reach out into 

space; I feel as if I were in the water and frantically trying to swim to the surface of a lake 

towards the light, but am being sucked back into the mud at the bottom. The only ones 

who now speak to me are the spirits that are as trapped as I am. Those who have recently 

died and are unable to realize it, so they perceive in me a narrow doorway, which unites 

the two worlds, and they jam themselves into this doorway aggressively, clawing and 

scratching my soul as if I could enable them to return from the dead. And they cling to me, 

like leeches ς every time I return from a trance, I have to cleanse myself as if from an evil 

ōŀŎǘŜǊƛŀ ǘƘŀǘ ƛǎ ǎƭƻǿƭȅ ǇƻƛǎƻƴƛƴƎ ƳŜΦέ  

άL ŘƻƴΩǘ ǘƘƛƴƪ ǘƘƛǎ ǿŀǎ ŀ ǊŀƴŘƻƳ ƻŎŎǳǊǊŜƴŎŜΣέ ǘƘŜ ǇǊƛƴŎŜǎǎ ŘŜƭƛōŜǊŀǘŜŘΦ άL ōŜƭƛŜǾŜ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ 

the cosmic consciousness who wanted you to procreate in order to produce the next 

generation of mediums, possibly so powerful that through them a permanent link 

between our two solar systems could be established and maintained. I believe that on the 

thirty-first of January, your body was programmed to secure a partner. Without even 

realizing it, you became a beacon that sent out a signal that the right type of man would 

ŦƛƴŘ ƛƳǇƻǎǎƛōƭŜ ǘƻ ƛƎƴƻǊŜΦέ 

άLŦ ƻƴƭȅ ǘƘŀǘ ǘȅǇŜ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ŘƛŦŦŜǊŜƴǘΣέ aŀǊƛŀ ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊŜŘΦ  

The princess lowered her voice. 

ά5ƻ ȅƻǳ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ǘŜƭƭ ƳŜ ǿƘƻ ƘŜ ǿŀǎΚέ 
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άbƻΣέ aŀǊƛŀ ǎŀƛŘΦ άLΩƳ ǎƻǊǊȅΦ LΩŘ ǊŀǘƘŜǊ ŦƻǊƎŜǘ ƛǘΦέ 

ά¸ƻǳ ƳǳǎǘƴΩǘ ōƭŀƳŜ ȅƻǳǊǎŜƭŦΣέ ǘƘŜ ǇǊƛƴŎŜǎǎ ǊŜǇŜŀǘŜŘ ƘŜǊ ǇƻƛƴǘΦ ά¢ƘŜ ŘŜŎƛǎƛƻƴ ǿŀǎ ƳŀŘŜ 

for you; you only had to meet your obligationΦέ  

They had to change trains twice and arrived at Meersburg in four hours. From there 

ǘƘŜȅ ǘƻƻƪ ǘƘŜ ŦŜǊǊȅ ǘƻ YƻƴǎǘŀƴȊΣ ǿƘŜǊŜ ǘƘŜ ǇǊƛƴŎŜǎǎΩǎ ŘǊƛǾŜǊ ǿŀǎ ǿŀƛǘƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǘŀƪŜ ǘƘŜƳ ǘƻ ŀ 

large secluded summer house, surrounded by beautiful forest. Maria had never been a 

guest at such a luxurious mansion; she once again felt like a child, who dreams to be a 

princess, just as every little girl does. Only this time, she was with a real princess. 

Regarding her status, Franziska had decided to spend a fairly modest summer: after their 

initial dinner at the manor, she asked Maria, if she would be satisfied with conditions at a 

more humble summer house nearby. The princess had decided to give most of her staff 

leave for the summer and planned to make do with one house maid and the cook, with 

the chauffeur only a telephone call away in Konstanz.    

ά{ƻΣ ȅƻǳǊ ǎǳƳƳŜǊ ƘƻǳǎŜ Ƙŀǎ ŀ ǎǳƳƳŜǊ ƘƻǳǎŜΚέ aŀǊƛŀ ŀǎƪŜŘ CǊŀƴȊƛǎƪŀΦ    

ά²Ƙŀǘ ŀ ŦŀǎŎƛƴŀǘƛƴƎ ǇƻƛƴǘΗέ ǘƘŜ ǇǊƛƴŎŜǎǎ ǎŀƛŘΦ IŜǊ ǿŀȅ ƻŦ ŜȄǇǊŜǎǎƛƴƎ herself was such 

that Maria was never quite sure if she was making fun (even though benevolent fun) of 

ƘŜǊ ƻǊ ǎƛƳǇƭȅ ōŜƛƴƎ ƴŀƠǾŜΦ .ǳǘ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎ ƴƻǘƘƛƴƎ ƴŀƠǾŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǇǊƛƴŎŜǎǎ. The gracious, 

ŀƭƳƻǎǘ ǎŀƛƴǘƭȅ ŦŀœŀŘŜ ƘƛŘ ŀ ōǊƛƭƭƛŀƴǘ ƳƛƴŘΣ a very sophisticated sense of humour, and a 

perceptiveness that was to astonish Maria during the course of their stay.  

That evening, they dined at the smaller summer house which resembled the hunting 

lodge at Berchtesgaden but displayed a feminine touch in its interior and selection of art.  

ά.ŜŦƻǊŜ ȅƻǳ ŘŜŎƛŘŜ ǘƻ ŎƻƳǇƭƛƳŜƴǘ Ƴȅ choice of furniture and paintings, please be 

ŀŘǾƛǎŜŘ ǘƘŀǘ ƴƻƴŜ ƻŦ ǘƘƛǎ ƛǎ Ƴȅ ǘŀǎǘŜΣέ ǘƘŜ ǇǊƛƴŎŜǎǎ ǎŀƛŘ ŀǎ ǘƘŜ ŦƛǊǎǘ ŎƻǳǊǎŜ ǿŀǎ ōŜƛƴƎ 

served.  

Maria was beginning to realize that the princess anticipated her words, perhaps even 

thoughts. 

ά²Ƙŀǘ ǎƘŀƭƭ L Řƻ ƴŜȄǘΚέ she thought to herself. 

Princess Franziska looked at her with a face that could have made a fortune at the 

poker table.  

άLŦ ȅƻǳ ŀǊŜ ŎǳǊǊŜƴǘƭȅ ŜȄǇŜŎǘƛƴƎ ƳŜ ǘƻ ǊŜŀŘ ȅƻǳǊ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘǎΣ L Ƴǳǎǘ ŘƛǎŀǇǇƻƛƴǘ ȅƻǳΣέ ǎƘŜ 

said. 

ά¸ƻǳ Ƴǳǎǘ ς ƻǊ ȅƻǳ ŎƘƻƻǎŜ ǘƻΚέ 
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CǊŀƴȊƛǎƪŀ ǎƳƛƭŜŘΦ άL Řƻ ƴƻǘ ǊŜŀŘ ƳƛƴŘǎΣέ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ άL ŎŀƴΣ ƘƻǿŜǾŜǊΣ ŘŜŘǳŎŜ ǘƘŜ ŎƻǳǊǎŜ 

along which a human mind travels. I have observed and concluded since my early 

childhood and it was made especially easy, since in my family everybody was certain that 

if they upheld a princely front, none of their thoughts or motives would be visible to 

anyone, let alone a child. Whereas, in reality, the nonchalant face of a member of 

aristocracy is mostly an indication of a blaƴƪ ƳƛƴŘΦέ 

She observed Maria with her trademark inscrutable smile playing on her lips, like a 

purring sphinx that gets eternal satisfaction from watching the bewilderment of mere 

mortals.  

άL ƪƴƻǿ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜǊŜ ŀǊŜ ǉǳŜǎǘƛƻƴǎ ȅƻǳ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ŀǎƪ ƳŜΣέ ǘƘŜ ǇǊƛƴŎŜǎǎ ǎŀƛŘΣ άōǳǘ ǘƘŜȅ ŀǊŜ 

dwarfed by another question you keep asking yourself: does she already know all my 

ǉǳŜǎǘƛƻƴǎΚέ 

So far, she was right. Maria nodded, and Franziska continued: 

άaȅ ƘƻƴŜǎǘ ǊŜǇƭȅ ƛǎ ς yes and no. Things cannot be made too easy. If you want to learn 

ǿƘŜǘƘŜǊ L ƪƴƻǿ ǘƘŜ ǉǳŜǎǘƛƻƴǎ ƛƴ ȅƻǳǊ ƘŜŀǊǘΣ ȅƻǳ ǎƘŀƭƭ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ŀǎƪ ǘƘŜƳ ŦƛǊǎǘΗέ 

Maria emptied her glass. It felt like those far away evenings with Sigrun, when they 

were both excitedly learning new things about life and each other. But whereas the thrill 

ŀǘ {ƛƎǊǳƴΩǎ ǇŀǊŜƴǘǎΩ ǎǳƳƳŜǊ ƘƻǳǎŜ ŎŀƳŜ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ǇƻǘŜƴǘƛŀƭ ŘŀƴƎŜǊ ƛƴǘǊƻŘǳŎŜŘ ōȅ ǘƘŜ 

creatures of the spirit world, in the summer house of Princess Franziska the thrill radiated 

ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ǇǊƛƴŎŜǎǎ ƘŜǊǎŜƭŦΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŀ ŘŀƴƎŜǊ ǿƘƛŎƘ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƳŀƪŜ ƻƴŜ Ǌǳƴ ŀǿŀy from it ς it 

was a seductive hazard that drew one closer to it.  

άaŀȅ L ƘŀǾŜ ǎƻƳŜ ƳƻǊŜ ǿƛƴŜΣ ǇƭŜŀǎŜΚέ aŀǊƛŀ ŀǎƪŜŘ ŀƴŘ ŦƛƭƭŜŘ ƘŜǊ ƻǿƴ Ǝƭŀǎǎ ŀǎ ǘƘŜ 

ŘƻƳŜǎǘƛŎǎ ƘŀŘ ōȅ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƛƳŜ ǊŜǘƛǊŜŘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŀŘƧƻƛƴƛƴƎ ǎŜǊǾŀƴǘǎΩ ǉǳŀǊǘŜǊǎΦ ¢ƘŜ Ǝƭŀǎǎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ 

princess seemed to be perpetually full even though she constantly sipped from it.  

ά²ƛƴŜ ǘŜƴŘǎ ǘƻ ƭƛōŜǊŀǘŜ ƻǳǊ ƳƛƴŘǎ ŀƴŘ ōƻŘƛŜǎΣέ ǘƘŜ ǇǊƛƴŎŜǎǎ ǎŀƛŘΣ άŀƴŘ ȅŜǘ ƛǘ ƛǎ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘŜ 

liberation that the communists offer: it often frees us of that which we should cherish the 

ƳƻǎǘΗέ 

ά[ƛƪŜ ƻǳǊ ƛƴƴƻŎŜƴŎŜΚέ 

ά!ƳƻƴƎ ƻǘƘŜǊ ǾŀƭǳŀōƭŜǎΣέ CǊŀƴȊƛǎƪŀ ǎƳƛƭŜŘΦ 

Maria was too tired to be astonished, so she merely shrugged her shoulders. 



 96 

ά²ƘŀǘΩǎ ǘƘŜ ǳǎŜ ƻŦ ǇǊŜǘŜƴŘƛƴƎ ǿƘŜƴ ȅƻǳ ƪƴƻǿ ƛǘ ŀƴȅƘƻǿΣέ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ άLΩǾŜ ŘǊŀƴƪ ǘǿƛŎŜ ƛƴ 

my life and on both occasions IΩǾŜ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ƛƴǘƻ ŀ ǎǇƛƴŜƭŜǎǎ ŎǊŜŀǘǳǊŜ ǿƘƻ ƳŜƭǘǎ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ŦŜŜǘ 

ƻŦ ŀƴȅ Ƴŀƴ ǿƘƻ ǇƻǳǊǎ ǘƘŜ ǿƛƴŜΦέ 

άhǊΣέ ǘƘŜ ǇǊƛƴŎŜǎǎ ǎŀƛŘ ǎƭƻǿƭȅΣ άǇŜǊƘŀǇǎ ȅƻǳΩǾŜ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ƛƴǘƻ ŀ ǎƻŦǘ ŀƴŘ ŜƳƻǘƛƻƴŀƭ ōŜƛƴƎΦ 

Lƴǘƻ ŀ ǿƻƳŀƴΦέ 

ά9ǾŜǊȅƻƴŜ Ŏŀƴ ōŜ ŀ ǿƻƳŀƴΣέ aŀǊƛŀ ǎŀƛŘΦ 

The princess lifted her eyes, and the gleam of the candlelight shining through the red 

wine in her glass made them sparkle like embers. 

άbƻǘ ŜǾŜǊȅƻƴŜΣ aŀǊƛŀΦ bƻǘ ƳŜΦέ 

It took Maria a second to understand these words and to sober up accordingly. 

ά²Ƙŀǘ Řƻ ȅƻǳ ƳŜŀƴ ōȅ ǘƘŀǘΣ CǊŀƴȊƛǎƪŀΚέ ǎƘŜ ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊŜŘΦ 

ά9ȄŀŎǘƭȅ ǿƘŀǘ L ǎŀƛŘΦέ ¢ƘŜ ǇǊƛƴŎŜǎǎ ƘŀŘ ŀƎŀƛƴ ŀǎǎǳƳŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǇƻƛǎŜ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŀŘ ƻƴƭȅ ŎǊŀŎƪŜŘ 

ŦƻǊ ŀ ƳƻƳŜƴǘΦ ά²ƘŀǘŜǾŜǊ L ƘŀǾŜ ŘǊǳƴƪΣ ǿƘŀǘŜǾŜǊ L ƘŀǾŜ ŦŜƭǘΣ ƻǊ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘΣ ƻǊ ŘƻƴŜΣ ƻǊ 

imagined ς nothing has ever turned me into someone that a man could lust after or carry 

ǘƻ Ƙƛǎ ōŜŘΦέ 

ά.ǳǘ ǘƘƛǎ ƛǎ ŀōǎǳǊŘΣέ aŀǊƛŀ ǇǊƻǘŜǎǘŜŘΦ ά¸ƻǳ ŀǊŜ ŀ ǊŜƳŀǊƪŀōƭȅ ōŜŀǳǘƛŦǳƭ ǿƻƳŀƴ ς refined, 

ǿƛǘǘȅΣ ǎǘȅƭƛǎƘΗ ²Ƙŀǘ Ƴŀƴ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘΧέ 

άΧ ōŜ ƛƴǘƛƳƛŘŀǘŜŘ ōȅ ƳŜ, ŀƴŘ ŦƭŜŜΚέ ¢ƘŜ ǇǊƛƴŎŜǎǎ ƭŀǳƎƘŜŘΦ άaŜƴ ŀǊŜ ŜŀƎŜǊ ƘǳƴǘŜǊǎ ŦƻǊ 

trophies, buǘ ǎƻƳŜǘƛƳŜǎ L ǘƘƛƴƪ L ŀƳ ǿŜŀǊƛƴƎ ƴŀǘǳǊŜΩǎ ŎŀƳƻǳŦƭŀƎŜΥ ƛƴǎǘŜŀŘ ƻŦ ŀ ōǳǘǘŜǊŦƭȅΣ 

ǘƘŜȅ ǎŜŜ ŀ ǇŀƛǊ ƻŦ ƳƻƴǎǘǊƻǳǎ ŜȅŜǎΦέ 

ά.ǳǘ ǎǳǊŜƭȅΣέ aŀǊƛŀ ǎŀƛŘΣ άǘƘŜǊŜ ŀǊŜ ƳŜƴ ƻŦ ȅƻǳǊ Ŝǉǳŀƭ ǎƻŎƛŀƭ ǎǘŀǘǳǎ ǿƘƻ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ōŜ 

overawed but would look at you and see an independent and available woman in her 

ǇǊƛƳŜΗέ 

The princess shook her head. 

ά! Ƴŀƴ ƛǎ ƴŜǾŜǊ Ŝǉǳŀƭ ǘƻ ŀ ǿƻƳŀƴ ς he either considers himself her better and wants a 

woman to be nothing but a geisha, or he suffers from an attack of inferiority and sees the 

woman as an unnatural Amazon. A woman can only be considered an equal by another 

ǿƻƳŀƴΦέ 

Listening to the princess had reminded Maria of her own similar thoughts on the last 

night of January. She had appeared so eager to be moulded into an exact vision of 

womanhood by the man who either had calculated the impact of his words on a female 

ǇǎȅŎƘŜΣ ƻǊ ŜǾŜƴ ǿƻǊǎŜΥ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŜǾŜƴ ŎƻƴǎƛŘŜǊ ƛǘ ōǳǘ ŀŎƘƛŜǾŜŘ ǘƘŜ ŜŦŦŜŎǘ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ǎƻƳŜ Ǌŀǿ 
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animal magnetism. Her drunken stupor had watered and softened the soil for his words to 

fall upon and take root, for his seed to take root, to ripen into the fruit of deception that 

now demanded to be let into the world. 

The sound of distant thunder flowed softly over the darkening skies. When Maria 

closed her eyes, she was carried back to the night when the rumble of a distant thunder 

was predicting the rumble of the cannons of the war. She suddenly had a vivid recollection 

of a conversation with Sigrun on one of these mellow nights when they were sitting on the 

porch of the summer house, imagining they possessed the keys to unlock the stars.  

ά5ƻ ȅƻǳ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ƳŀǊǊƛŜŘΚέ  

¢ƘŜ ǎǳŘŘŜƴ ǎȅǊǳǇȅ ǉǳŀƭƛǘȅ ƻŦ {ƛƎǊǳƴΩǎ ǾƻƛŎŜ ŀǎ ǎƘŜ ŀǎƪŜŘ ǘƘŀǘ ǉǳŜǎǘƛƻƴ ǿŀǎ ƛƴ ǎǘǊƛŎǘ 

contradiction of the tone of their conversation so far. Maria thought it was very 

inappropriate to mix the subjects of spiritual wisdom and interstellar information with the 

very girlish and primitive issue of musing about a future suitor.  

άL Řƻ ƴƻǘΣέ aŀǊƛŀ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘΦ ά²Ƙȅ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ LΚέ 

Sigrun had her eyes averted towards the firmament, evidently looking for the answer in 

the stars that had no other function than to dance in different constellations enabling 

lovesick maidens to read their future.  

άLΩƳ ƴƻǘ ǊŜŦŜǊǊƛƴƎ ǘƻ ŀƴȅ ǊƻƳŀƴǘƛŎ ƛƴǾƻƭǾŜƳŜƴǘ ǿƛǘƘ ǎƻƳŜ ƘŀƴŘǎƻƳŜ ŎŀǾŀƭǊȅ ƻŦŦƛŎŜǊ ƻǊ 

starry-ŜȅŜŘ ǇƻŜǘΣέ {ƛƎǊǳƴ ǎŀƛŘ ŀƴŘ ŘƛŘ ƘŜǊ ōŜǎǘ ǘƻ ǎƻǳƴŘ ƻŦŦŜƴŘŜŘ ŀǘ aŀǊƛŀΩǎ ŘƛǎƳƛǎǎƛǾŜ 

ǘƻƴŜΦ ά¢ƘŜǊŜ Ŏŀƴ ōŜ ŀ ƪƛƴŘ ƻŦ ƭƻǾŜ ǘƘŀǘ ƛǎ ōŀǎŜŘ ƻƴ ŀ ǎǇƛǊƛǘǳŀƭ ōƻƴŘΣ ƴƻǘ ƻƴ ǇǊƛƳƛǘƛǾŜ 

attraction. I know every girl wants to marry the cadet she had her first waltz with at her 

coming out ball. I aƳ ŀōƻǾŜ ǘƘŀǘΗέ 

aŀǊƛŀ ŦƻƭƭƻǿŜŘ ǘƘŜ ŘƛǊŜŎǘƛƻƴ ƻŦ {ƛƎǊǳƴΩǎ ƎƭŀƴŎŜΦ 

ά5ƻƴΩǘ ǘŜƭƭ ƳŜ ȅƻǳ ǿƛǎƘ ǘƘŜ ǎǘŀǊǎ ǘƻ ŎƘƻƻǎŜ ŀ ƘǳǎōŀƴŘ ŦƻǊ ȅƻǳΚέ she said. 

άbƻΣ ƴƻǘ ŎƘƻƻǎŜ ς ōǳǘ ǘƻ ŀǇǇǊƻǾŜ Ƴȅ ŎƘƻƛŎŜΣέ {ƛƎǊǳƴ ǎŀƛŘΦ ά¢ƻ ǇǊŜǾŜƴǘ ǘƘŜ ǿǊƻƴƎ ƻƴŜǎ 

from getting too near to me and to direct the right ones towards me, even if they are 

ōƭƛƴŘ ǘƻ Ƴȅ ŀǘǘǊŀŎǘƛƻƴǎΦέ 

Maria felt like opposing.  

ά{ƻ Ƙƻǿ ǿƻǳƭŘ ȅƻǳ ƪƴƻǿ ƛŦ ǘƘŜ Ƴŀƴ Ƙŀǎ ōŜŜƴ ǎŜƴǘ ǘƻ ȅƻǳ ōȅ ǘƘŜ ǎǘŀǊǎΣ ƻǊ ƛŦ ƘŜΩǎ Ƨǳǎǘ ŀ 

ŎŀŘ ǿƘƻ ǿŀƴǘǎ ǘƻ ƘŀǾŜ Ƙƛǎ ǿŀȅ ǿƛǘƘ ȅƻǳΚέ ǎƘŜ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ άLŦ ƘŜ ƛǎ ōlind to your attractions, 

Ƙƻǿ Ŏŀƴ ȅƻǳ ōŜ ǎǳǊŜ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ƴƻǘ ōƭƛƴŘ ǘƻ ƘƛǎΚέ 
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ά!ǘǘǊŀŎǘƛƻƴ ƛǎƴΩǘ ŜǾŜǊȅǘƘƛƴƎΣέ {ƛƎǊǳƴ ǎŀƛŘΣ ōǳǘ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ƻōǾƛƻǳǎ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘƛǎ ŀǎǎŜǊǘƛƻƴ ǿŀǎ 

meant to be indefinable.  

ά/ƻƳŜΣ ŎƻƳŜΤ ȅƻǳ ŘƻƴΩǘ ǿƛǎƘ ǘƻ ǘŜƭƭ ƳŜ ȅƻǳ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƳŀǊǊȅ ŀ Ƴŀƴ ǿƘƻƳ ȅƻǳ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƭƛƪŜΚέ 

Maria kept on teasing. 

άL ǿƻǳƭŘ ƭƛƪŜ ƘƛƳ ƻƴ ǎƻƳŜ ƻǘƘŜǊ ƭŜǾŜƭΣέ {ƛƎǊǳƴ ǿŀǎ ǘǊȅƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǿǊƛƎƎƭŜ ƻǳǘΦ 

άIƻǿ Ƴŀƴȅ ƭŜǾŜƭǎ Ŏŀƴ ǘƘŜǊŜ ōŜΚ aŀǊǊƛŀƎŜ ƛƳǇƻǎŜǎ ŎŜǊǘŀƛƴ ƻōƭƛƎŀǘƛƻƴǎ ǳǇƻƴ ŀ ǿƻƳŀƴΦ 

LΩǾŜ ƘŜŀǊŘ ƻŦ ŜƴƎŀƎŜƳŜƴǘǎ ōŀǎŜŘ ƻƴ ǎǘŀǊƎŀȊƛƴƎ ς but not marriagesΦέ 

Sigrun turned her back to Maria, giving a slight laugh. Then she faced her with 

determination. 

ά{ƻ ǘŜƭƭ ƳŜΣ ƻƘ ǿƛǎŜ ƻƴŜΣέ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƻ aŀǊƛŀΦ ά¸ƻǳΣ ǿƘƻ ŀǊŜ ǎƻ ŜȄǇŜǊƛŜƴŎŜŘ ŀƴŘ 

ǎƻǇƘƛǎǘƛŎŀǘŜŘΗ IŀǾŜ ȅƻǳ ƘŀŘ Ƴŀƴȅ ƳŜƴΚέ 

This was an attempt to stagger Maria, buǘ ǎƘŜ ƘŀŘ ǎŜŜƴ ƛǘ ŎƻƳƛƴƎ ŀƴŘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŜǾŜƴ ōƭƛƴƪΦ 

άL ŘƻƴΩǘ ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ ƘŀǾŜ ƳŜƴΣέ ǎƘŜ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘΦ άL Ŏŀƴ ǊŜŀŘ ǘƘŜƳ ƭƛƪŜ ƻǇŜƴ ōƻƻƪǎ ς but mostly 

ǘƘŜ ƻƴŜǎ ǿƘƻ ŀǊŜ ƴƻ ƭƻƴƎŜǊ ƻŦ ǘƘƛǎ ǿƻǊƭŘΗέ 

ά{ƻ ȅƻǳΩŘ ǊŀǘƘŜǊ ƎǊƻǿ ƻƭŘ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ƎƘƻǎǘǎ ƻŦ ƭƻƴƎ ǎƛƴŎŜ ŘŜŎŜŀǎŜŘ ƘǳǎōŀƴŘǎ ƻŦ ƻther 

ǿƻƳŜƴΣ ǘƘŀƴ ǘƻ ǎǇŜƴŘ ƭƛŦŜ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ƭƛǾƛƴƎ Ƴŀƴ ǿƘƻƳ ȅƻǳ ŎƻǳƭŘ ŀŎǘǳŀƭƭȅ ƭƻǾŜΚέ 

No doubt, Sigrun had made a valuable point. Maria took a second to think and not 

make it apparent that she had to concede that the correction was valid. 

άL ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƳƛƴŘ ǎƘŀǊƛƴƎ Ƴȅ ƭƛŦŜ ǿƛǘƘ ǎƻƳŜƻƴŜΣ ŜǾŜƴǘǳŀƭƭȅΣέ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ ǘŀƪƛƴƎ ƎǊŜŀǘ ŎŀǊŜ 

to make the words she had chosen with deliberation appear random and spontaneous. 

ά!ƴŘ L ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƳƛƴŘ ŀŎŎŜǇǘƛƴƎ ƘƛƳ ƛƴǘƻ Ƴȅ ōŜŘ ς ŀƴŘ ƛƴǘƻ ƳȅǎŜƭŦΦέ  

Lǘ ǿŀǎ {ƛƎǊǳƴΩǎ ǘǳǊƴ ǘƻ ǘŀǎǘŜ ƘŜǊ ƻǿƴ ƳŜŘƛŎƛƴŜΦ {ƘŜ ƎƛƎƎƭŜŘ ŀǿƪǿŀǊŘƭȅΣ ōǳǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ 

prevent Maria from speaking further.  

ά.ǳǘ ǘƘŀǘ Ƴŀƴ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ ōŜ ǎƻƳŜƻƴŜ ǿƘƻ ŀǎǘƻƴƛǎƘŜǎ ƳŜ ǿƛǘƘ Ƙƛǎ ƛŘŜŀǎ ŀƴŘ 

ǾƛǎƛƻƴǎΣέ aŀǊƛŀ ŎƻƴǘƛƴǳŜŘΦ άbƻǘ ŀ ǇƻŜǘ ƻŦ ǊŜǎƻǳƴŘƛƴƎ ōǳǘ ŜƳǇǘȅ ŎŀǘŎƘǇƘǊŀǎŜǎ ŀƴŘ ƴƻǘ ŀ 

warrior with the desire to build a throne above every living creature by force. The man 

who makes me his would need to have a greatness that I can detect before others do; a 

strength that I can recognize and submit myself to while the rest of the world scorns and 

persecutes him. A man who embodies greatness for me and nothingness for the world ς 

ǳƴǘƛƭ L ƘŀǾŜ ŦŀƴƴŜŘ ǘƘŜ ŜƳōŜǊ ƻŦ Ƙƛǎ ƎǊŜŀǘƴŜǎǎ ǘƻ ŦƭŀƳŜǎΗέ 

Sigrun was ς as she was supposed to be ς deeply in awe of such doctrine.  

ά²Ƙŀǘ ǘƘŜƴ ǿƻǳƭŘ ǘƘƛǎ Ƴŀƴ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ǎŀȅΣ ƻǊ ǘƻ ƭƻƻƪ ƭƛƪŜΚέ ǎƘŜ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ 
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άL ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ŎŀǊŜ ŦƻǊ Ƙƛǎ ƭƻƻƪǎΣ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ŀ Ƴŀƴ ƻŦ ƎǊŜŀǘ Ǿƛǎƛƻƴǎ Ƙŀǎ ŀ ōŜŀǳǘȅ ǘƘŀǘ ŜȄŎŜŜŘǎ 

ǘƘŀǘ ǿƘƛŎƘ ƛǎ ǇŜǊŎŜƛǾŜŘ ōȅ ǘƘŜ ƳƻǊǘŀƭ ǎŜƴǎŜǎΣέ aŀǊƛŀ ǎƘǊǳƎƎŜŘ ƘŜǊ ǎƘƻǳƭŘŜǊǎΣ ŀǇǇŜŀǊƛƴƎ 

ƳƻǊŜ ŎƻƴǾƛƴŎŜŘ ƻŦ ƘŜǊ ƻǿƴ ǎǘŀƴŘ ǘƘŀƴ ǎƘŜ ŀŎǘǳŀƭƭȅ ǿŀǎΦ ά!ƴŘ ƘŜ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ ǎǇŜŀƪ 

much. His eyes would speak to me ς ŀƴŘ Ƙƛǎ ǎƻǳƭΦ ²ƻǊŘǎ ŀǊŜ ŘŜǎƛƎƴŜŘ ǘƻ ƭƛŜΦέ 

ά!ǊŜ ȅƻǳǊ ǿƻǊŘǎΚέ {ƛƎǊǳƴ ƘŀŘ ǊŜǎǳƳŜŘ ƘŜǊ ǎŜƭŦ-confidence. Then her eyes lit up with a 

mischievous spark. 

ά[ŜǘΩǎ ǎǳƳƳƻƴ ŀ ǎǇƛǊƛǘ ŀƴŘ ŦƛƴŘ ƻǳǘ ŀōƻǳǘ ƻǳǊ ŦǳǘǳǊŜ ƳŜƴΗέ ǎƘŜ ƘƛǎǎŜŘ ŀƴŘ ƛǘ ǎƻǳƴŘŜŘ 

like an incantation. 

ά5ƻƴΩǘ ōŜ ǊƛŘƛŎǳƭƻǳǎΣέ aŀǊƛŀ ǎŀƛŘ ŀƴŘ ŦƻǳƴŘ ƘŜǊǎŜƭŦ ƎƛƎƎƭƛƴƎ ǘƻƻΦ  

But Sigrun was like a cat that had tasted first blood and was reluctant to let go: 

ά!ƴŘ ƛŦ ǘƘƛǎ Ƴŀƴ ŎŀƳŜ ς you would open herself for him? Would be his, body and 

ǎƻǳƭΚέ  

ά¸ŜǎΣέ aŀǊƛŀ ǎŀƛŘΦ 

άwƛƎƘǘ ŀǿŀȅΚέ {ƛƎǊǳƴ ƪŜǇǘ ƻƴ ǇǳǊǊƛƴƎΦ ά9ǾŜƴ ǿƘŜƴ ȅƻǳ ƪƴŜǿ ǘƘŜ ǘǿƻ ƻŦ ȅƻǳ ŎƻǳƭŘ 

ƴŜǾŜǊ ōŜ ƳŀǊǊƛŜŘΚέ 

ά¸ŜǎΣέ aŀǊƛŀ ǎŀƛŘΦ άL ŘƻƴΩǘ ǿƛǎƘ ǘƻ ōŜ Ƙƛǎ ǿƛŦŜΦ L ǎƘŀƭƭ ōŜ Ƙƛǎ ƎƻŘŘŜǎǎΦέ 

No spirit had appeared that night. Evidently, it had been decided that no information 

on this matter would be disclosed to the mortals.  

Maria was awakened from her reverie when Princess Franziska hemmed cautiously, 

tapping her fingernails against the wine glass. 

ά²Ƙŀǘ ǿŜǊŜ ȅƻǳ ǘƘƛƴƪƛƴƎ ŀōƻǳǘΚέ ǎƘŜ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ 

Maria slid her hand across her belly that appeared only slightly larger than on their last 

meeting with the princess. For her it felt like touching a stranger against her own will. 

άL ǿŀǎ ǘƘƛƴƪƛƴƎ Ƙƻǿ ǊƛƎƘǘ ȅƻǳ ŀǊŜΣέ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ άL was anticipating a man who would 

regard me as a deity, not realizing that the only alternative for him was to regard me 

either as a comrade or as a whore. I was eager to offer myself to be moulded into a lamp 

ǘƻ ōǳǊƴ Ƙƛǎ ƻƛƭΤ L ƳǳǎǘƴΩǘ ŎƻƳǇƭŀƛƴ ǿƘŜƴ ǘƘŜ ŦƭŀƳŜ ƴƻǿ ǎŎƻǊŎƘŜǎ ƳŜ ŦǊƻƳ ǿƛǘƘƛƴΦέ  

The princess listened to her, smiling, almost as if suppressing the urge to laugh at the 

drunken reasoning of a younger woman. 

άLǘΩǎ ǘƘŜ ǿƛƴŜ ǘƘŀǘ ǎǇŜŀƪǎ ƛƴ ȅƻǳΣέ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ άIŀǾŜ ǎƻƳŜ ƳƻǊŜ ǎƻ ǘƘŜ ŦƛǊŜ ǿƛƭƭ ōŜ Ǉǳǘ 

out. AfǘŜǊ ǘƘƛǎ ƎƭŀǎǎΣ L ǎƘŀƭƭ ƴƻǘ ǇŜǊƳƛǘ ȅƻǳ ǘƻ ƘŀǾŜ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ǊŜƳŀƛƴƛƴƎ ƳƻƴǘƘǎΗέ  

ά¸ƻǳΧ ȅƻǳ ǿƛǎƘ ƳŜ ǘƻ ǎǘŀȅ ƘŜǊŜ ǳƴǘƛƭΧΚέ  
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ά¸ŜǎΣ Ƴȅ ŘŜŀǊΣέ ǘƘŜ ǇǊƛƴŎŜǎǎ ǎŀƛŘΦ ά¸ƻǳ ŎŀƴΩǘ ǾŜǊȅ ǿŜƭƭ ǊŜǘǳǊƴ ǘƻ aǳƴƛŎƘ ǿƘŜǊŜ ƴƻōƻŘȅ 

ƪƴƻǿǎ ŀōƻǳǘ ȅƻǳǊ ŎƻƴŘƛǘƛƻƴΦ !ƴŘ ŦǊƻƳ ǿƘŀǘ LΩǾŜ heard, neither do your lady friends 

ƪƴƻǿΦέ 

ά.ǳǘ L ŎŀƴΩǘ ōŜ ŀ ōǳǊŘŜƴ ǘƻ ȅƻǳ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ƴŜȄǘ ŦƻǳǊ ƳƻƴǘƘǎΗέ aŀǊƛŀ ǇǊƻǘŜǎǘŜŘΣ ǿƘƛƭŜ ƘŜǊ 

inner voice was praising God for this solution that she had secretly hoped for but not 

counted upon.  

άL ǿŀǎ ǇƭŀƴƴƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǎǇŜƴŘ my summer here and I was planning to have you stay with me 

ŜǾŜƴ ōŜŦƻǊŜ L ǊŜŎŜƛǾŜŘ ȅƻǳǊ ƭŜǘǘŜǊΣέ ǘƘŜ ǇǊƛƴŎŜǎǎ ǎŀƛŘΦ ά²Ŝ ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ƭƻǘ ƛƴ ŎƻƳƳƻƴ ŀƴŘ ƴƻǿ 

ǿŜ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƛƳŜ ǘƻ ŦƛƴŘ ƻǳǘ ŀƭƭ ŀōƻǳǘ ŜŀŎƘ ƻǘƘŜǊΦέ 

She must have perceived that Maria longed to run to her and ŜƳōǊŀŎŜ ƘŜǊ ōǳǘ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ 

the courage to do so, because she rose from her seat and stepped to Maria, folding her in 

her arms, saying: 

ά!ǘ ǘƘŜ ƳƻƳŜƴǘΣ ȅƻǳ Ƴŀȅ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƘŜ ŦŜŜƭƛƴƎ ǘƘŀǘ ȅƻǳǊ ƭƛŦŜ ƛǎ ŦƛƴƛǎƘŜŘΣ ǘƘŀǘ ƛǘ ƛǎ ŀǎ ƛŦ ȅƻǳ 

have been taken over by some alien being that has entered your body uninvited. But you 

ǿƛƭƭ ƎǊƻǿ ǘƻ ƭƻǾŜ ȅƻǳǊ ŎƘƛƭŘΣ ƛŦ ƴƻǘ ƴƻǿΣ ǘƘŜƴ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ȅŜŀǊǎ ǘƻ ŎƻƳŜΦ 5ƻƴΩǘ ƘŀǘŜ ƛǘ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ 

ȅƻǳ ƘŀǘŜ ȅƻǳǊǎŜƭŦ ƻǊ ƛǘǎ ŦŀǘƘŜǊΗέ 

aŀǊƛŀ ǿƛǇŜŘ ƘŜǊ ŜȅŜǎ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ƴŀǇƪƛƴΦ ά5ƻƴΩǘ Ǝƻ ƻƴΣέ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ άL ƪƴƻǿ ȅƻǳ ŀǊŜ Ǌight. I am 

ōŜƛƴƎ ǎǘǳōōƻǊƴΣ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ L ƘŀǾŜ ŘŜŎƛŘŜŘ ǘƻ ŘƛǎǘǊǳǎǘ ƳŜƴ ǎƛƴŎŜ Ƴȅ ŎƘƛƭŘƘƻƻŘΦ LǘΩǎ ǘƘƛǎ ƻƭŘ 

predetermination that is now turning against me, because for at least a very brief 

ƳƻƳŜƴǘΣ LΣ Ƴȅ ǎƻǳƭ ŀƴŘ Ƴȅ ōƻŘȅΣ ŦƻǳƴŘ ƭƻǾŜΦέ 

She felt her belly, with reluctance and bitterness. 

ά¢ƘƛǎΣ ŦƻǊ ŎŜǊǘŀƛƴΣ ƛǎ ŀ ƭƻǾŜ ŎƘƛƭŘΦέ 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 
 

101 

 

 

Chapter XII: Vienna, 1908 

 

 

¢ƘŜ Řŀȅ ŀŦǘŜǊ ǘƘŜ ƳŜŜǘƛƴƎ ƛƴ IŜǎǎΩǎ ŀǇŀǊǘƳŜƴǘ ǿŀǎ ŀ ǎƻƳōǊŜ ŀƴŘ ǎǘƻǊƳȅ ƻƴŜΦ aŀǊƛŀ 

felt reluctant to climb out of her bed, so she stayed there, watching the rain pouring down 

the window paint grey shadows on the ceiling.  

There had been something that the spirit had communicated to Hitler: something 

about a secret and a woman who was keeping it. She had written down an ominous word 

- eliminate. This was making her anxious. At first she thought the message was referring to 

her. That feeling had grown deeper when Hess made a stupid joke about the daughter of 

Hitler they should be searching for. What a cruel hit it had been. Was that actually the 

secret that needed to be guarded so well that it required an assassination?  

But then she recalled, while still in the grey area between sleep and awareness, 

another secret that had been discussed that summer five years ago at the villa of Princess 

Franziska. As the princess and Maria had had nothing but time on their hands, their 

discussions, covering everything from ancient civilizations to the latest developments in 

astronomy and politics, finally began involving people they both knew. It was obvious that 

ƛǘ ǿŀǎ CǊŀƴȊƛǎƪŀΩǎ ƎƻŀƭΣ ōȅ ǎǳōǘƭȅ ǇǊƻōƛƴƎ aŀǊƛŀΩǎ recollections, to discover the identity of 

ǘƘŜ ŦŀǘƘŜǊ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ōŀōȅ ǿƘƻ ǿŀǎ ŘǳŜ ƛƴ hŎǘƻōŜǊΦ IƛǘƭŜǊ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ōŜŜƴ ŘƛǎŎǳǎǎŜŘ ƛƴƛǘƛŀƭƭȅΣ ōǳǘ 

as Maria was required to recount to Franziska the story of her life and more specifically 

everything that led to her meeting the Thulists and forming the Vril Society, she one day 

arrived at the first meeting she had with Hess and Hitler. Maria made sure that, as she 

recounted the event, no undue emotional attention would fall on Hitler, either positive or 

negative.  

Princess Franziska seemed to be more interested in the person of Hess, either because 

she knew less about him or had taken a liking to him. Maria omitted what had occurred 

after the two men had initially left.  

¢ƘŜ ǇǊƛƴŎŜǎǎ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ reticent when it came to words of appreciation regarding Hess. She 

had been a long-ǘƛƳŜ ŦǊƛŜƴŘ ƻŦ DŜƴŜǊŀƭ IŀǳǎƘƻŦŜǊ ŀƴŘ ǎƘŀǊŜŘ ǘƘŜ ƎŜƴŜǊŀƭΩǎ ŜƴǘƘǳǎƛŀǎƳ 

about Hess and his political potential. 
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ά¢Ƙƛǎ ƛǎ ǘƘŜ ƪƛƴŘ ƻŦ ƴŜǿ Ƴŀƴ ǿƘƻ ƻƴŜ Řŀȅ ǿƛƭƭ ōŜ ǘƘŜ ƭŜŀŘŜǊ ƻŦ ƴŀǘƛƻƴǎΣέ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ άLƴ ŀ 

ƘǳƴŘǊŜŘ ȅŜŀǊǎΩ ǘƛƳŜΣ ŜǾŜǊȅ ŎƻǳƴǘǊȅ ŀƴŘ ƴŀǘƛƻƴ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊƭŘ ǿƛƭƭ ōŜ ƭŜŘ ōȅ ƳŜƴ ǿƘƻ ƪƴƻǿ 

that next to their earthly kingdom there is another one ς an unseen one, but directly 

influencing our mortal one. Without these qualities a man ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ōŜ ŀōƭŜ ǘƻ ǇǳǊǎǳŜ ŀ 

career in politics ς ƴƻǊ ŀƴȅ ŎŀǊŜŜǊΣ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŀǘ ƳŀǘǘŜǊΦέ 

It appeared that Franziska, as a young girl, had been like Maria in her interest in all 

manners occult. Her lavish lifestyle enabled her to surround herself with all possible 

literature about the matter, as well as with people, genuine or not, who posed as 

mediums, seers and psychic teachers. In her quest, she had been in and out of countless 

numbers of the occult societies which were enjoying a climax in popularity during the 

years before the war. A young and seemingly gullible aristocrat was a sought-after prize in 

the teeming world of the other science, always in need of cash. Suitors swarmed with 

ƛƴǾƛǘŀǘƛƻƴǎ ǘƻ ǎŞŀƴŎŜǎ ŀƴŘ ǇǊƛǾŀǘŜ ǊŜŀŘƛƴƎǎ, and every fortune-teller in the vicinity offered 

her services and spiritual guidance.   

!ǘ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ǘƛƳŜ ǿƘŜƴ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎ aŀǊƛŀΩǎ ŀƎŜΣ ǎƘŜ ƘŀŘ ōŜŎƻƳŜ ŀŎǉǳŀƛƴǘŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ DŜƴŜǊŀƭ 

Haushofer and formed a strong bond with the Order of Teutons, the Munich branch of 

which later evolved into the Thule Society. She, like everyone in the Thule, was convinced 

that the society provided a hothouse for the future leader of Germany.  

ά¢ƘŜ ǿƻǊƭŘ ƛǎ ƳƛǎǘŀƪŜƴ ǿƘŜƴ ƛǘ ǘƘƛƴƪǎ ǘƘŀǘ ƛǘ ƛǎ ŜƴƻǳƎƘ ǘƻ ǊŜŎƻƎƴƛȊŜ ŀ ƭŜŀŘŜǊ ŀƴŘ ƎŀǘƘŜǊ 

ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ƘƛƳΣέ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ άLǘ ǿƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ƭike finding a tree that bears the best grapes and 

building a vineyard around it. The secret is to build a greenhouse, create the best possible 

conditions, utilize the best inventions in science and technology, then find the best plants 

and cultivate them, until one of them proves to be superior. We are constantly observing 

and testing men who reveal qualities of a potential leader.  And we believe there is a 

cosmic energy field that draws the best men and women towards us like a magnet that 

only attracts gold ς ƛŦ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǿŜǊŜ ǎǳŎƘ ŀ ƳŀƎƴŜǘΦ ¢ƘǳƭŜ ƛǎ ŀ ƭŀǊƎŜ ǎƻŎƛŜǘȅΣ ȅƻǳ ƘŀǾŜƴΩǘ ƳŜǘ 

even one percent of the members who are scattered around Bavaria. There are mediums 

ŀƴŘ ƳȅǎǘƛŎǎ ƪŜŜǇƛƴƎ ǿŀǘŎƘΣ ǇǊŜǇŀǊŜŘ ǘƻ ǊŜŎƻƎƴƛȊŜ ǘƘŜ ƭŜŀŘŜǊ ǿƘŜƴ ƘŜ ŎƻƳŜǎΗέ 

After having dealt with Hess, the conversation inevitably turned to Hitler. 

άIƻǿ ŘƛŘ ȅƻǳ ŦƛƴŘ ǘƘŜ ƻǘƘŜǊ ƳŀƴΚέ ǘƘŜ ǇǊƛƴŎŜǎǎ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ 

άIƛǘƭŜǊΚέ aŀǊƛŀ ǎŀƛŘ ŎŀǎǳŀƭƭȅΦ 
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ά¸ŜǎΦ ! ǎǘǊŀƴƎŜ ǎƻǊǘ ƻŦ ŀ ƳŀƴΣ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ƘŜΚ hƴŜ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǘƘƛƴƪ ƳǳŎƘ ƻŦ ƘƛƳ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ŦƛǊǎǘ 

meeting ς LΩƳ ǎǳǊŜ ȅƻǳ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ƴƻ ƳƻǊŜ ǘƘŀƴ IŜǎǎΩǎ ŎƘŀǳŦŦŜǳǊΦέ 

άL ǎŀǿ ƘŜ ǘƻƻƪ ŦƛǊŜ ǿƘŜƴ ǎƻƳŜ ǇƻƭƛǘƛŎŀƭ ƻǊ ƴŀǘƛƻƴŀƭƛǎǘ ƛŘŜŀǎ ǿŜǊŜ ǘŀŎƪƭŜŘ ƴƻǘ ǘƻ Ƙƛǎ 

ƭƛƪƛƴƎΣέ aŀǊƛŀ ŎƻƳƳŜƴǘŜŘΦ  

άhƘ ȅŜǎΣ ǘƘŜ Ƴŀƴ Ƙŀǎ Ǝƻǘ ŦƛǊŜΣέ ǘƘŜ ǇǊƛƴŎŜǎǎ ŀƎǊŜŜŘΦ άLǘΩǎ ƘŀǊŘ ǘƻ ǘŜƭƭ ǿƘŜǘƘŜǊ ƛǘΩǎ ŀ 

creative or a destructive flame. But any kind is better than a man with no flame at all. 

wƛƎƘǘΚέ 

άL ǎǳǇǇƻǎŜ ǎƻΦέ 

For a moment it seemed that the subject of Hitler had been closed after only brief 

attention. But in a minute Maria realized that the princess had permitted the matter to 

brew in her mind for a while before taking it up again.  

ά5ƻ ȅƻǳ ƪƴƻǿ ǘƘŀǘ he ƛǎ ŀ ǇŀƛƴǘŜǊΚέ CǊŀƴȊƛǎƪŀ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ 

άL ōŜƭƛŜǾŜ ŘǊŀǿƛƴƎ ǿŀǎ ƳŜƴǘƛƻƴŜŘ ŀǘ ƻƴŜ ǇƻƛƴǘΣέ aŀǊƛŀ ǎŀƛŘ ƴŜǳǘǊŀƭƭȅΣ ŀǿŀǊŜ ǘƘŀǘ ŀƴȅ 

ōƭŀǘŀƴǘ ƭƛŜ ǿƻǳƭŘΩǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ǇŜǊŎŜƛǾŜŘ ōȅ ǘƘŜ ǇǊƛƴŎŜss. 

άhƘ ȅŜǎΣ ŀƴŘ ǉǳƛǘŜ ŀ ƎƻƻŘ ƻƴŜΣέ CǊŀƴȊƛǎƪŀ ŎƻƴǘƛƴǳŜŘΦ ά.ǳǘ ƻƴƭȅ ƘƻǳǎŜǎ ς never people. 

¸ƻǳ ƪƴƻǿΧ ƘŜ ƻŦŦŜǊŜŘ ǘƻ ŘǊŀǿ ƳŜ ƻƴŎŜΦέ 

aŀǊƛŀΩǎ ōǊŜŀǘƘ Ǝƻǘ ǎǘǳŎƪ ƛƴ ƘŜǊ ǘƘǊƻŀǘΦ ά¸ƻǳΚέ ǎƘŜ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ ά!ƴŘ ŘƛŘ ƘŜΚέ 

άIŜ ŘƛŘΣέ ǘƘŜ ǇǊƛƴŎŜǎǎ ǎƳƛƭŜŘ ƘŜǊ ǎǇƘƛƴȄ-ƭƛƪŜ ǎƳƛƭŜΦ ά.ǳǘ ƛǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǇŀǊǘƛŎǳƭŀǊƭȅ ƎƻƻŘΦ ! 

celebrated artist once said that in drawing people, Hitler displayed utter lack of interest in 

ǘƘŜ ƘǳƳŀƴ ŦƻǊƳΦ tǊƻōŀōƭȅ ŜǾŜƴ ƛƴ ƘǳƳŀƴ ǎǇƛǊƛǘΦέ 

ά{ƻΧ Ƙƻǿ ŘƛŘ ȅƻǳ ƳŜŜǘ ƘƛƳΚέ aŀǊƛŀ ŀǎƪŜŘΣ ŦŀŎƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ CǊŜƴŎƘ ǿƛƴŘƻǿǎ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƎŀǊŘŜn 

that was drowning in flowers and sunlight.  

άLǘ ƛǎ ŀ Ŧǳƴƴȅ ǎǘƻǊȅΣέ ǘƘŜ ǇǊƛƴŎŜǎǎ ǎŀƛŘΣ ōǳǘ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ǎǘǊŀƴƎŜƭȅ ƭƛƴƎŜǊƛƴƎ ƭƻƻƪ ƛƴ ƘŜǊ ŜȅŜǎ 

aŀǊƛŀ ƪƴŜǿ ǘƘŀǘ ƴƻ ŀŎǘǳŀƭ Ŧǳƴ ǿƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ƛƴǾƻƭǾŜŘΦ ά!ŘƻƭŦ ǿŀǎ ŀōƻǳǘ ƴƛƴŜǘŜŜƴ ȅŜŀǊǎ ƻŦ ŀƎŜΤ 

I was around twenty. I made a last frantic attempt to escape all social obligations and 

prove myself as an independent and talented woman, able to make her own living away 

ŦǊƻƳ ƘƻƳŜΦ {ƻ L ǿŜƴǘ ǘƻ ±ƛŜƴƴŀ ŀƴŘ ŜƴǊƻƭƭŜŘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ !ŎŀŘŜƳȅ ƻŦ !ǊǘǎΦέ 

άL ƴŜǾŜǊ ƪƴŜǿ ǘƘŀǘΗέ aŀǊƛŀ ǿŀǎ ŀǎǘƻƴƛǎƘŜŘΦ 

ά¢ƘŜǊŜ ƛǎ ŀ ƭƻǘ ȅƻǳ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ŀōƻǳǘ ƳŜΣέ ǘƘŜ ǇǊƛƴŎŜǎǎ ǎƳƛǊƪŜŘΣ άǎƻ Ƨǳǎǘ ƭƛǎǘŜƴ ŀƴŘ 

ƭŜŀǊƴΦ L ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŀ ōŀŘ ŀǊǘƛǎǘΤ ŀǘ ƭŜŀǎǘ L ŀǎǎǳǊŜŘ ƳȅǎŜƭŦ ǘƘŀǘ L ǿŀǎ ŀōƭŜ ǘƻ ƘŀƴŘƭŜ ǘƘŜ ōǊǳǎƘΦ L 

had also grown accustomed to the doors of different establishments flinging wide open 

before me. But this time it was different: I enrolled under an assumed name, so there was 
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no princely regalia attached to it; no promises of generous contributions or crowned 

ŎƭƛŜƴǘŜƭŜΦ ²Ƙŀǘ ǘƘŜȅ ǎŀǿ ǿŀǎ Ƨǳǎǘ ŀ ƎƛǊƭ ŀƴŘ ƘŜǊ ǿŀǘŜǊ ŎƻƭƻǳǊǎΦ !ƴŘ ǘƘŀǘΩs exactly what 

Adolf saw. A girl of roughly his own age, eager to be an artist. As was he ς eager, or rather 

ŘŜǎǇŜǊŀǘŜΦ LΩǾŜ ƴŜǾŜǊ ǎŜŜƴ ŀ Ƴŀƴ ǿƘƻ ǿŀǎ ŎƭƛƴƎƛƴƎ ǘƻ Ƙƛǎ ŘǊŜŀƳ ǘƻ ōŜŎƻƳŜ ŀƴ ŀǊǘƛǎǘ ŀǎ ƘŜ 

was. He had that specific expression of young bohemians thŀǘ ǎŀȅǎ ΨLŦ ǘƘŜȅ ŘƻƴΩǘ ǊŜŎƻƎƴƛȊŜ 

Ƴȅ ǘŀƭŜƴǘΣ LΩƭƭ ƪƛƭƭ ƳȅǎŜƭŦΩΦ L ŀƭƳƻǎǘ ōŜƭƛŜǾŜ ƘŜ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜΦέ 

ά.ǳǘΧ ǿŀǎ ƘŜ ŀŘƳƛǘǘŜŘΚ ²ŜǊŜ ȅƻǳΚέ 

The princess laughed the laugh of those who have learnt to hide their deepest 

ŘƛǎŀǇǇƻƛƴǘƳŜƴǘǎ ōŜƘƛƴŘ ŀ ŎŀǊŜŦǊŜŜ ŦŀœŀŘŜΦ  

άIƻǿ ŘƛŦŦŜǊŜƴǘ ǘƘƛƴƎǎ ƳƛƎƘǘ ōŜ ǘƻŘŀȅΣ ƛŦ ǿŜ ƘŀŘ ōŜŜƴΗέ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ άCƻǊ ƳŜ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ Ƨǳǎǘ ŀ 

frantic attempt to escape from the prison of social conventions; a mutiny of a young 

ǿƻƳŀƴ ǿƘƻΩǎ ŀŦǊŀƛŘ ƻŦ ƘŜǊ ŘǳǘƛŜǎ ŀǎ ŀƴ ŀŘǳƭǘΦ .ǳǘ ŦƻǊ ƘƛƳΧ Lǘ ǿŀǎ ŀ ƳŀǘǘŜǊ ƻŦ ƭƛŦŜ ƻǊ 

death. I met him on the stairs of the academy on the day the applications were to be 

handed in. He looked so grim and worried I took interest in him, much as someone would 

take interest in a beaten-looking street dog whose ragged looks still betray an unexpected 

pedigree. It had just begun to rain; I moved close to him on the stairs and fumbled with 

my umbrella, until he noticed my distress. He was hesitant, evidently not accustomed to 

acting as a gallant cavalier who offers assistance to a strange lady; but after a few 

moments during which he looked as if he would rather run away, he asked if I needed 

ǎƻƳŜ ƘŜƭǇ ǿƛǘƘ ΨǘƘŜ ŎƻƴǘǊŀǇǘƛƻƴΩΦ L ǿŀǎ ōǊƛƳƳƛƴƎ ǿƛǘƘ ƎǊŀǘƛǘǳŘŜΣ ŀǎ ǘƘŜ Ǌŀƛƴ ōŜƎŀƴ ǘƻ Ŧŀƭƭ 

at that moment heavily and when he unfolded the umbrella, perhaps wondering a little 

what was it that hindered me from doing it as easily as he had, he held it over my head 

without a single word.  

άI realized that his indecisive loitering on the stairs of the academy was partly due to his 

lack of target ς I doubted if he had secured a room for the night, let alone if he had money 

for supper. I also thought he was saying a kind of silent, furious prayer to some gods of his 

own; begging or forcing them to assure his admittance to the Academy. I also knew that 

he would never accept any help from a lady, probably not even from a man. There was a 

hint of furious pride under his tentative appearance; the kind of pride that can destroy a 

man because it urges you to kill in order to take what you need rather than to accept the 

same thing as an offering.  
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άSo I asked him if I could thank him by treating him to a cup of coffee, and he quite 

predictably refused. I then told him that I had a number of coffee coupons, to a nearby 

coffee house, which were due that evening; that I had to meet a lady friend who had 

failed to make it to Vienna and that it would be sad to let the coupons go to waste. I had 

ƴƻǘƛŎŜŘ ŀ ŎƻŦŦŜŜ ƘƻǳǎŜ ƻƴ Ƴȅ ǿŀȅ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ !ŎŀŘŜƳȅΤ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ŀ ǎƘŀōōȅ ǇƭŀŎŜ ŀƴŘ L ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ 

have dreamt walking into it ς yet it came in handy as he was obviously among the 

clientele of such cheap places. I was a bit worried that he might ask about the essence of 

ǘƘŜǎŜ ƳȅǎǘŜǊƛƻǳǎ ΨŎƻǳǇƻƴǎΩΣ ōǳǘ ƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘΦ LƴǎǘŜŀŘ ƻŦ ǘƘŀǘΣ ƘŜ ŀƎǊŜŜŘ ǘƻ ǿŀƭƪ ƳŜ ǘƘŜǊŜΣ 

making no promises. He knew the place; I pretended to be at a loss in Vienna, so he duly 

walked me there, holding my umbrella over my head. I feigned some stumbling so as to 

encourage him to offer his arm, but that he never did.  

By the time we reached the coffee house the storm was above us. The skies had 

darkened and the streets were emptied of promenading couples. It was all rather 

ǊƻƳŀƴǘƛŎ ǿƘƛŎƘ ǿŀǎ ŀ ǎǘǊŀƴƎŜ ŦŜŜƭƛƴƎ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ƻǊ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘŜ ōƻȅ L ǿŀǎ 

with. He had a sort of nervousness that appeared to be catchy, but I was immune to it.  

²ƘŜƴ ǿŜ ŜƴǘŜǊŜŘ ǘƘŜ ŎƻŦŦŜŜ ƘƻǳǎŜ ŀƴŘ ǎŀǘ ŀǘ ŀ ŎƻǊƴŜǊ ǘŀōƭŜΣ L ǎŀƛŘ LΩŘ ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ ŦƛƴŘ ŀ 

ǘŜƭŜǇƘƻƴŜΦ ! ǿŀƛǘŜǊ ǘƻƻƪ ƳŜ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ōŀŎƪ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŎŀŦŞ ŀƴŘ ǿƘŜƴ ǿŜ ǿŜǊŜ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ȅƻǳƴƎ 

ƳŀƴΩǎ ǎƛƎƘǘΣ L ƎŀǾŜ ƘƛƳ ǎƻƳŜ ƳƻƴŜȅ ŀƴŘ ƛƴǎǘǊǳŎǘŜŘ ƘƛƳ ǘƻ ōǊƛƴƎ ǳǎ ŎƻŦŦŜŜ ŀƴŘ ƛƴŦƻǊƳ us 

that the coupons also entitled us to a full meal and a bottle of wine. The man could easily 

have been earning his livelihood as an actor, so convincing was his performance when he 

did as instructed. Adolf was suspicious, as if suspecting some conspiracy, but the waiter ς 

doubtless a man with great experience in these matters as waiters often are ς ad-libbed 

some very credible explanations about those very lucrative full free dinner coupons being 

ƘŀƴŘŜŘ ƻǳǘ ŀǎ ŀƴ ŀŘǾŜǊǘƛǎƛƴƎ ƎƛƳƳƛŎƪΦ 9ƛǘƘŜǊ !ŘƻƭŦΩǎ ƘǳƴƎŜǊ overpowered his investigative 

mind or he was simply too tired to reason, but he was appeased and even told me how 

appropriate it was that such a stroke of luck would deliver him from a temporary financial 

predicament. He cogitated about how just the world would be if every small good deed 

should be thus rewarded. That was the first time I heard him philosophize.  

ά¢ƘŜǊŜ ǿƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ƴƻ ƛƴƧǳǎǘƛŎŜ ƻǊ ǾƛƻƭŜƴŎŜΣ ƴƻǘ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ǎƻƳŜ ƎǊŜŀǘŜǊ ŦƻǊŎŜ ǿƻǳƭŘ 

obstruct us from evil, but simply because there would be no need fƻǊ ƛǘΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ άLǘΩǎ ŀƭƭ 

ŀōƻǳǘ ŦǊŜŜ ǿƛƭƭΣ ƴƻǘ ǘƘŜ ǿƛƭƭ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƎƻŘǎΦέ 
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ά.ǳǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ƛǘ ŘŜǎǘƛƴȅ ǘƘŀǘ ƳŀŘŜ ǳǎ ǎǘŀƴŘ ǘƻƎŜǘƘŜǊ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǾŜǊȅ ƳƻƳŜƴǘ ǘƘŜ Ǌŀƛƴ ŎŀƳŜ 

ŘƻǿƴΣ ǘƘŀǘ ƳŀŘŜ Ƴȅ ǳƳōǊŜƭƭŀ ǎǘƛŎƪΚέ L ǎŀƛŘΣ ƪƴƻǿƛƴƎ ǾŜǊȅ ǿŜƭƭ ǘƘŀǘ ƛǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘΦ  

ά9ǾŜǊȅ Řŀȅ ǿŜ encounteǊ ƘǳƴŘǊŜŘǎ ƻŦ ǎƛǘǳŀǘƛƻƴǎ ǿƘƛŎƘ ƻŦŦŜǊ ǳǎ ŀ ŎƘŀƴŎŜ ǘƻ Řƻ ƎƻƻŘΣέ 

!ŘƻƭŦ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŎƻƴŦǳǎŜŘΦ άaƻǎǘ ƻŦ ǳǎ Ǝƻ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ƛƴ ƻǳǊ Řŀƛƭȅ ƭƛǾŜǎ ǿƛǘƘƻǳǘ ŎƘƻƻǎƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƴƻǘƛŎŜ 

ǘƘŜǎŜ ǎƛǘǳŀǘƛƻƴǎΦ .ǳǘ ƻƴŎŜ ǿŜ ŘƻΣ ŘƻƛƴƎ ƎƻƻŘ ƻǊ ŜǾƛƭ ōŜŎƻƳŜǎ ŀ ƳŀǘǘŜǊ ƻŦ ŎƘƻƛŎŜΦέ 

ά{ƻ ǿƘȅ ǿƻǳƭŘ ǿŜ ŎƘƻƻǎŜ ƎƻƻŘΚέ L ǇƭŀȅŜŘ ŀƭƻƴƎΦ ά9Ǿƛƭ Ŏŀƴ ōŜ ƳǳŎƘ ƳƻǊŜ ǊŜǿŀǊŘƛƴƎΦέ 

ά.ǳǘ ƛǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǘƻŘŀȅΣ ǿŀǎ ƛǘΚέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŀǎ Ƙƛǎ ŦƛǊǎǘ ŎƭǳƳǎȅ ŀǘǘŜƳǇǘ ŀǘ ǎƳƛƭƛƴƎ 

which I witnessed.  

The good meal and the wine had transformed the fractious boy into a reasonably 

smooth gentleman. What he lacked in appearance and breeding, he made up for with his 

soaring ideas. That was the kind of company I was longing for: to escape from the 

ballrooms crowded with military officers, to the bohemian society of aspiring artists, each 

with their own philosophies on how to change the world into a better place. But 

compared with the rest of the faces I had seen at the Academy, his was the one which had 

ŀ ǎǘǊŀƴƎŜ ǉǳŀƭƛǘȅ ŀǎ ƛǘ ƭƛǘ ǳǇΣ ǎƛƳǳƭǘŀƴŜƻǳǎƭȅ ŦǊƛƎƘǘŜƴƛƴƎ ŀƴŘΧέ ǘƘŜ ǇǊƛƴŎŜǎǎ ǎŜŜƳŜŘ ǘƻ ōŜ 

lost for a specific word. 

ά9ƴŘŜŀǊƛƴƎΚέ aŀǊƛŀ ǎŀƛŘ ǎǇƻƴǘŀƴŜƻǳǎƭȅΦ 

άCǳƴƴȅ ȅƻǳ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ǎŀȅ ǘƘŀǘΣέ ǘƘŜ ǇǊƛƴŎŜǎǎ ƴƻǘŜŘ ŀŦǘŜǊ ŀ ǎƭƛƎƘǘ ǇŀǳǎŜΦ ά{ƻ ȅƻǳΩǾŜ ǎŜŜƴ ƛǘ 

ǘƻƻΦέ 

άL ōŜƭƛŜǾŜ L ƘŀǾŜΣ ȅŜǎΣέ aŀǊƛŀ ǎŀƛŘΣ ŦŜŀǊŦǳƭ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘƛǎ ǊŜƳŀǊƪ ŎƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜ ŀǊƻǳǎŜŘ ǘƘŜ 

ǇǊƛƴŎŜǎǎΩǎ ǎuspicions. But she went on, immersed in her own memories. 

άLǘΩǎ ŀŎǘǳŀƭƭȅ ǉǳƛǘŜ Ŝŀǎȅ ǘƻ ǎŜŜ ǿƘŜƴ ƛƴ ǇǊƛǾŀǘŜ ǿƛǘƘ ƘƛƳ ŀƴŘ ǘǳƴŜŘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǎŀƳŜ 

wavelength. He had nice smooth features, even though he was too skinny and sported a 

bushy moustache to appear manlier than his years. His eyes appeared listless at first, but 

ǘƘƛǎ ǿŀǎ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ƛƴ Ƙƛǎ ƳƛƴŘΩǎ ŜȅŜ ƘŜ ǎŀǿ ŀ ǘƻǘŀƭƭȅ ŘƛŦŦŜǊŜƴǘ ǿƻǊƭŘ ǿƘƛŎƘ ƳŀŘŜ ǘƘŜ ǊŜŀƭƛǘȅ 

a grey shadow of his visions. 

άLǘ ǿŀǎ Ƴƻǎǘƭȅ ŀǊǘ ǿŜ ŘƛǎŎǳǎǎŜŘΦ IŜ ƪƴŜǿ ŀ ƎǊŜŀǘ ŘŜŀƭ ŀōƻǳǘ ǇŀƛƴǘƛƴƎǎΣ ōǳǘ Ƙƛs taste 

was exclusively for the academics whereas I enjoyed modernist painters whom he 

despised. He was in awe of large historical paintings, especially those depicting mythology. 

In Vienna, he had discovered the epic art of Makart, which by then was falling out of 

fashion as new aesthetics were gaining ground; he compared it with the grandeur of 

Wagner operas and the sublimity of Germanic mythology that was a source of endless 
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ƛƴǎǇƛǊŀǘƛƻƴ ŦƻǊ ƘƛƳΦ ΨLŦ L ŎƻǳƭŘ ƻƴŜ Řŀȅ Ǉŀƛƴǘ ƻƴŜ ǘŜƴǘƘ ŀǎ ǿŜƭƭ ŀǎ ƘƛƳΣ L ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ƭƛǾŜŘ 

ƛƴ ǾŀƛƴΣΩ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ IŜ ǎŜŜƳŜŘ ǘƻ ōŜƭƛŜǾŜ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ Ǉŀƛƴǘ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊƭŘ ƛƴǘƻ ŀ ǇƭŀŎŜ ƻŦ ǇǳǊƛǘȅ 

and noble values just as one would paint over a colourless house and make it a happy 

place to live in. Aside from his fantasies of living in a time of mythological heroes he 

seemed to be utterly disinterested in modern politics. This he considered beneath him, a 

tainted world of greedy and speculating politicians that with a closer encounter would 

sully the spirit of an artist. I told him he should be a priest but he replied he had no wish 

to use his words to reprimand or administer false piety, but would rather use his brush to 

change the way people saw the world.  

άIŜ ǘƘŜƴ ŀǎƪŜŘ ƛŦ ƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ ŘǊŀǿ ƳŜ ŀƴŘ L ŀƎǊŜŜŘΦ IŜ ƘŀŘ ŀ ǇŜƴŎƛƭ ǎǘǳō ǿƛǘƘ ōƛǘŜ ƳŀǊƪǎ 

and a small cheap sketch book, crammed with architectural details. He found an empty 

page and began sketching me while still speaking, only rarely scrutinizing me as I would 

expect an artist to do. 

άIŜ ǘƻƭŘ ƳŜ Ƙƛǎ ƭƛŦŜ ǎǘƻǊȅΤ L ǘƻƭŘ ƘƛƳ ƳƛƴŜΦ L ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜ ȅƻǳƴgest daughter of a city clerk; 

we lived in modest conditions in the suburbs and since I had two elder but unmarried 

sisters, father had agreed to send me to the Art Academy. I also told him I was an aspiring 

psychic and would be able to predict his future. He smiled again and asked me, whether 

he will be remembered as a great ς or as an atrocious artist. I told him I can only go to 

trance at midnight so he would have to wait. 

ά{ƻƻƴ ς too soon ς ǘƘŜ ŎŀŦŞ ǿŀǎ ŎƭƻǎƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ƴƛƎƘǘΦ !ŘƻƭŦ ŦƛƴƛǎƘŜŘ Ƴȅ ǇƻǊǘǊŀƛǘ and 

ǊƛǇǇŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǇŀƎŜ ŦǊƻƳ Ƙƛǎ ǎƪŜǘŎƘ ōƻƻƪΦ IŜ ŦƻƭŘŜŘ ƛǘ ŀƴŘ ƳŀŘŜ ƳŜ ǎǿŜŀǊ ǘƘŀǘ L ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ 

open it until he had left. I had by then learnt that he had no place to go and had planned 

to spend the night at the train station. And I had already decided on a course of action: as 

we left the coffee house, I persuaded him to see me to my hotel and he agreed, since 

there was nothing better for him to do. Because I had enrolled as an anonymous working 

class girl, in rather plain dress and without any entourage, I had decided to play my role to 

the full and had booked a room at a modestly-priced establishment. I told Adolf that since 

Ƴȅ ƭŀŘȅ ŦǊƛŜƴŘ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ŀǊǊƛǾŜŘ ƛƴ ±ƛŜƴƴŀ ŀƴŘ L ƘŀŘ ŀƭǊŜŀŘȅ ǇŀƛŘ ŦƻǊ ŀ ŘƻǳōƭŜ ǊƻƻƳ ς which I 

had as this had been the last available room at that hotel ς it would be a pity not to let 

someone enjoy the comfort of a bed. I was prepared to throw my charms at him, but he 

agreed surprisingly easily.  
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ά²Ŝ ŀǊǊƛǾŜŘ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ƘƻǘŜƭΦ CƻǊ ƳŜ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ǎƭǳƳƳƛƴƎΤ ŦƻǊ !ŘƻƭŦ ǘƘŜ ƘƻǘŜƭ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ƭƛƪŜ ŀ 

palace. I was worried that we would have to do some explaining at the desk, but obviously 

Vienna was a place of discretion so we were greeted with an ambiguously collaborating 

glance and a no-questions-asked demeanour. 

 ά²Ŝ ǘƻƻƪ ǘƘŜ ƭƛŦǘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǘƘƛǊŘ ŦƭƻƻǊ ǿƘŜǊŜ Ƴȅ ǊƻƻƳ was located, and there was a 

ƳƻƳŜƴǘ ƻŦ ŀǿƪǿŀǊŘƴŜǎǎ ŀǎ ǿŜ ǎǘƻƻŘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǾŜǊȅ ǘƛƴȅ Ŏŀōƛƴ ǘƻƎŜǘƘŜǊΦ Lǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƎŜǘ ŀƴȅ 

better when we stepped into the room. Adolf was taken aback by the size and splendour 

of the two-room suite, but I managed to calm him when I told him that my friend was 

from a family of a wealthy banker and accustomed to live in comfort.  

ά¢ƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎ ŜǾŜƴ ŀ ōǳŦŦŜǘ ǿƘƛŎƘ ƘŜƭŘ ŀ ǎƳŀƭƭ ŎƘƻƛŎŜ ƻŦ ƭƛǉǳƻǊΦ !ŘƻƭŦ ǿƻƴŘŜǊŜŘ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ 

labels and confessed he had never tasted any of these drinks. So obviously I told him the 

same ς actually I stated that I had never had a drink before. This was a nice little lie that 

made me giggle ς I had drunk with some young officers, the friends of my brothers, since I 

was seventeen and I knew I could hold my liquor better than most men of my age. At the 

same moment the bells of a nearby church chimed midnight.  

άΨwŜƳŜƳōŜǊ ǿƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ ǘƻƭŘ ƳŜΚΩ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ ǳƴŎƻǊƪƛƴƎ ŀ ōƻǘǘƭŜ ƻŦ Zwetschken, taking a 

whiff of it and frowning as if deeming the liquor too sweet and feminine for a masculine 

taste. His manliness seemed to be very important to him as he knew he was only a 

scrawny boy who could cry over a painting he viewed in a museum ς he had confessed 

ǘƘŀǘ ǘƻ ƳŜΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘƛǎ ǿŀǎ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ Ƴƻǎǘ ƛƴǘƛƳŀǘŜ ƳƻƳŜƴǘǎ ǿŜ ƘŀŘ ǎƘŀǊŜŘ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ŎŀŦŞΦ  

άΨL ǎƘŀƭƭ ƴƻǿ ƭŜŀǾŜ Ƴȅ ōƻŘȅ Ǝƻ ǘƻ ŀ ǇƭŀŎŜ ǿƘŜǊŜ L Ŏŀƴ ǎŜŜ ƛƴǎƛŘŜ ȅƻǳΣ ƛƴǘƻ ȅƻǳǊ Ǉŀǎǘ ŀƴŘ 

ȅƻǳǊ ŦǳǘǳǊŜΣΩ L ǎŀƛŘΦ ²Ŝ ƭƛǘ ŀ ŎŀƴŘƭŜ ŀƴŘ ǎƻƳŜ ƛƴŎŜƴǎŜ L ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ŎŀǊǊƛŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ƳŜΦ IŜ ƘŀŘ 

ƴŜǾŜǊ ǇŀǊǘƛŎƛǇŀǘŜŘ ƛƴ ŀ ǎŞŀƴŎŜ ǎƻ ƘŜ ƻōǎŜǊǾŜŘ Ƴȅ ŜǾŜǊȅ ƳƻǾŜƳŜƴǘ ǿƛǘƘ Ŏŀǳǘƛƻǳǎ 

excitement. I performed some rituals ς in fact more than was necessary for a single sitting, 

but I enjoyed impressing an easily manipulable lad. I made him hold my hands and stare 

into the flame between two mirrors while repeating some incantations after me.  

άLǘ ƘŀŘ ŀ ǿŜƛǊŘ ŜŦŦŜŎǘ ƻƴ ǳǎΥ ƴƻǘ ƻƴƭȅ ŘƛŘ L ŀǇǇŜŀǊ ǘƻ Ŧŀƭƭ ƛƴǘƻ ŀ ǘǊŀƴŎŜ-like condition, but 

so did he. The ritual, my invocations, the incense, the flame flickering in the mirrors ς 

everything seemed to have mesmerized him. He appeared to be having an authentic out-

of-ōƻŘȅ ŜȄǇŜǊƛŜƴŎŜΦ L ƘŀŘ ƘŜŀǊŘ ƻŦ ƳŜƴ ƻǊ ǿƻƳŜƴ ŀǘǘŜƴŘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ǎŞŀƴŎŜǎ ƻŦ ƳŜŘƛǳƳǎ ŀƴŘ 

suddenly manifesting psychic powers far greater than those of the medium ς now I was 

witnessing such an occurrence myself! I had never really been able to experience astral 



 
 

109 

projection, even though there had been occasions when I had felt my senses open up to 

receive vibrations from another plane. But I had never fully lost contact with the real 

world. The same happened at that moment: it was as if I were having a dream while still 

ǿƛŘŜ ŀǿŀƪŜΤ L ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ς ƻǊ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ς move nor do or think anything that would 

make me return to my physical body. I gazed at Adolf ς his eyes were wide open but he 

ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǎŜŜ ƳŜΦ Iƛǎ ŜȅŜōŀƭƭǎ ƘŀŘ ǊƻƭƭŜŘ ōŀŎƪ ŀƴŘ ǿŜǊŜ ǎƘƻǿƛƴƎ only whites; his mouth was 

agape and he was emitting a strange low humming. It was very quiet and continuous, as if 

ƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ ōǊŜŀǘƘŜΦ 

άL ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘƻƻŘ ǘƘŀǘ !ŘƻƭŦ Ƴǳǎǘ ƘŀǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ŜȄǇŜǊƛŜƴŎƛƴƎ ŀǎǘǊŀƭ ǘǊŀǾŜƭΦ L ŎŀƭƭŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ƴŀƳŜΦ 

The humming stopped and in a moment a strange voice whispered: 

άΨ¸ƻǳ Ƴŀȅ ǘŀƭƪ ǘƻ ƳŜΩ 

άL ǊŜŀƭƛȊŜŘ ǘƘŀǘ !ŘƻƭŦ Ƴǳǎǘ ƘŀǾŜ ƘŀŘ ŀ ǎǇƛǊƛǘ ŎƻƳǇŀƴƛƻƴΣ ǿƘƻǎŜ ŀǘǘŜƴǘƛƻƴ L ƘŀŘ ƴƻǿ 

caught. I had learnt that every human has one, whereas some have more. They are often 

referred to as guardian angels, but they are mostly not angels nor demons but some 

ancient earthbound spirits who have almost become one with the energy of the Earth, yet 

are still able to draw knowledge from the higher spheres. To exist close to the physical 

world, they need to attach themselves to humans, usually right at our births. Indeed, they 

can be called guardians as their own existence depends on the well-being of their hosts. 

But they can give bad advice. Most of these spirits were in life powerful and violent ς 

ancient warǊƛƻǊǎΣ ǇǊƛŜǎǘǎ ƻǊ ǇǊƛŜǎǘŜǎǎŜǎΣ ǎƻƻǘƘǎŀȅŜǊǎΦέ 

άL ōŜǘ Ƙƛǎ ǎǇƛǊƛǘ ŎƻƳǇŀƴƛƻƴ ƛǎ ǎƻƳŜ Teutonic prince from the times of the 

/ƘŀǊƭŜƳŀƎƴŜΣέ aŀǊƛŀ ǎŀƛŘΦ  

άL ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ǘƘŜ ǎŀƳŜΣέ ǘƘŜ ǇǊƛƴŎŜǎǎ ǎŀƛŘ ƛƴ ŀ ǇŀǊǘƛŎǳƭŀǊƭȅ ƳŜŀƴƛƴƎŦǳƭ ǘƻƴŜΦ ά.ǳǘ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ 

not. And when I questioned it, I was told things about Adolf that he himself had hidden 

ŦǊƻƳ ƳŜΦέ 

The princess paused and lit a long cigarette from a candle. 

άhŦ ŎƻǳǊǎŜΣ LΩǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ǘƘƛƴƪƛƴƎ ŀōƻǳǘ ƛǘ ǊŀǘƛƻƴŀƭƭȅΣέ ǎƘŜ ŎƻƴǘŜƳǇƭŀǘŜŘΦ άLΩǾŜ ǉǳŜǎǘƛƻƴŜŘ 

the whole episode and often replayed it in my mind. But whoever it was who spoke to me 

ς ǿƘŜǘƘŜǊ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ŀ ǎǇƛǊƛǘ ƻǊ !ŘƻƭŦΩǎ ǎǳōŎƻƴǎŎƛƻǳǎ ƳƛƴŘ ǘƘŀǘ L ǿŀǎ ǎƻƳŜƘƻǿ ŀōƭŜ ǘƻ 

hypnotize to tell the truth ς L ƭŜŀǊƴǘ ƳƻǊŜ ǘƘŀƴ L ǿŀƴǘŜŘ ǘƻΦ L ƭŜŀǊƴǘ Ƙƛǎ ǎŜŎǊŜǘΦέ 

ά²Ƙŀǘ Řƻ ȅƻǳ ƳŜŀƴΚέ aŀǊƛŀ ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊŜŘΦ 

ά{ƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ǘƘŀǘ L ǎƘƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ǘƻƭŘΦέ 
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ά{ƻΧ ǿƘŀǘ ƛǎ Ƙƛǎ ǎŜŎǊŜǘΚέ 

The princess relied upon her cigarette to buy her time before answering: 

άLǘΩǎ ŀ ǎŜŎǊŜǘ ǘƘŀǘ ƳŀƪŜǎ ƘƛƳ ŜƛǘƘŜǊ ŀ ƳŀŘƳŀƴΣ ƻǊ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƎǊŜŀǘ ǾƛǎƛƻƴŀǊƛŜǎ ƻŦ ŀƭƭ 

ǘƛƳŜΦ L ƘŀǾŜƴΩǘ ǿƻǊƪŜŘ ǘƘe answer out yet, but I am on a constant lookout. But either way, 

it makes him very, very dangerous. And therefore, my dear, I cannot tell you any of it. As 

ƭƻƴƎ ŀǎ ȅƻǳ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ƛǘΣ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ǎŀŦŜΦέ 

ά.ǳǘ ǿƘŀǘ ƘŀǇǇŜƴŜŘ ƴŜȄǘΚέ aŀǊƛŀ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ 

άLǘΩǎ ŀƭƳƻǎǘ ƛƳǇƻǎǎƛōƭŜ ŦƻǊ ƳŜ ǘƻ ǊŜŎŀƭƭ ǘƘŜ ŜƴŘƛƴƎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǎŞŀƴŎŜΣέ CǊŀƴȊƛǎƪŀ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘΦ άLǘ 

seems there never was a conclusion, that we never released the spirits that approached 

us that night but kept them locked with us in the hotel room. Until the morning, when the 

sun dispersed the shadows and the creatures that hid in them. Adolf was gone; on the 

table I found the folded little piece of paper, his drawing of me. He had depicted me as a 

goddess ς ǎƻƳŜ ōŜŀǳǘƛŦǳƭ ȅŜǘ ŦǊƛƎƘǘŦǳƭ 9ŀǎǘŜǊƴ ƎƻŘŘŜǎǎ ƻŦ ǾŜƴƎŜŀƴŎŜΦέ 

ά5ƛŘ ȅƻǳ ƳŜŜǘ ƘƛƳ ŀƎŀƛƴΚέ 

άCƭŜŜǘƛƴƎƭȅΣ ǘƘŜ ƴŜȄǘ ŘŀȅΣ ǿƘŜƴ ǘƘŜ ƭƛǎǘ ƻŦ ŀŘƳƛǘǘŜŘ ǎǘǳŘŜƴǘǎ ǿŀǎ ƳŀŘŜ ƪƴƻǿƴΦ L ǿŀǎ ƻƴ 

my way in, climbing the stairs, when he ran out of the Academy. It was instantly clear to 

me he had failed. I stopped him, but neither of us spoke a word. He was shaking feverishly 

and his eyes said it all. In a few seconds, he turned and started running again, as if to get 

away from everything. I did not follow. I knew it had been a matter of life or death for him. 

On that day, something in him died. It was like a suicide of the soul that leaves your body 

to the mechanical tasks of everyday life, no longer able to appreciate beauty, no longer 

able to love. I had imagined seeing the light of love in his eyes the night before. Now I 

knew love would forever be unattŀƛƴŀōƭŜ ǘƻ ƘƛƳΦέ 

ά!ŘƻƭŦ ƛǎ ǘƘŜ ŦŀǘƘŜǊ ƻŦ Ƴȅ ŎƘƛƭŘΣέ aŀǊƛŀ ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊŜŘΦ ¢ƘŜǎŜ ǿƻǊŘǎ Ƨǳǎǘ ǇƻǳǊŜŘ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ƘŜǊΣ 

as if she were a vessel that has been shattered and is no longer able to contain its 

contents. 

¢ƘŜ ǊŜŘ Ǝƭƻǿ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǇǊƛƴŎŜǎǎΩǎ ŎƛƎŀǊŜǘǘŜ ƎǊŜǿ ŜȄǘǊŜƳŜƭȅ bright for a while. After holding 

the smoke in for a minute, she exhaled. 

ά!ƴŘ ƻŦ ƳƛƴŜΣέ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ 
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Chapter XIII: Konstanz, 1919 

 

 

The revelations of that evening might well have alienated the two women from each 

other, whereas in reality the effect was quite the opposite. Their meeting and their 

friendship lost all randomness and seemed almost predetermined. But it raised even more 

questions.  

After the initial and very emotional turmoil caused by the fact that they had both been 

impregnated by the same man, they spent days with nothing but Hitler as the subject of 

their conversation. It was almost as if they had both been tested, approved and pre-

selected by some cosmic committee to secure a child for a man whose mission in life was 

yet as unclear to them as it probably was to him.    

άL ƘŀŘ ƴƻ ƛŘŜŀ ȅƻǳ ƘŀŘ ŀ ŎƘƛƭŘΣέ aŀǊƛŀ ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊŜŘΣ ŘǊȅƛƴƎ ƘŜǊ ŜȅŜǎΦ   

άL ǘƻƭŘ ȅƻǳ Ƴȅ ŘŜŀǊΣ ǘƘŜǊŜ ŀǊŜ Ƴŀƴȅ ǘƘƛƴƎǎ ȅƻǳ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ŀōƻǳǘ ƳŜΣέ ǘƘŜ ǇǊƛƴŎŜǎǎ ƘŀŘ 

ǊŜŀǎǎǳƳŜŘ ƘŜǊ ŎŀƭƳ ŘŜƳŜŀƴƻǳǊΦ άL ƘŀǾŜ ƎƛǾŜƴ ōƛǊǘƘ ǘƻ ŜƛƎƘǘ ŎƘƛƭŘǊŜn. But none of them 

ŀǊŜ !ŘƻƭŦΩǎΦ !ƴŘ ǎƻƳŜǘƛƳŜǎ L ŦŜŜƭ ǘƘŀǘ ƴƻƴŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜƳ ŀǊŜ ƳƛƴŜΦέ 

Seeing that an explanation was needed, the princess told Maria something she had 

never mentioned before. 

άL ǿŀǎ ƻƴƭȅ ŜƛƎƘǘŜŜƴ ǿƘŜƴ L ƳŀǊǊƛŜŘ ŀ ŎƻǳƴǘΦ LΩƳ ǎǘƛƭƭ ǊŜŦŜǊǊŜŘ ǘƻ ŀǎ ΨǘƘŜ ǇǊƛƴŎŜǎǎΩΣ ōǳǘ 

that has been my own choice. Besides, now that all the titles have been banished, who is 

there to care? There was nothing romantic about my marriage. Our princely family was 

large and the fortunes were scarce. The daughters were not expected to have a large 

ŘƻǿǊȅ ǎƻ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǿŜǊŜƴΩǘ ǘƻƻ Ƴŀƴȅ ǎǳƛǘƻǊǎ ƪƴƻŎƪƛƴƎ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ŘƻƻǊΦ [ǳŎƪƛƭȅ ǿŜ ǿŜǊŜ ŀƭƭ ǉǳƛǘŜ 

pretty so one by one the girls found husbands ς or, to be more precise, our father found 

them for us. There was a count .ŀǎǎŜƭŜǘ ŘŜ ƭŀ wƻǎŞŜΣ ŀ friend of my brothers, who 

expressed an interest in me. Father grabbed ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ƻǇǇƻǊǘǳƴƛǘȅΥ ǘƘŜ ŎƻǳƴǘΩǎ ŦŀƳƛƭȅ ǿŀǎ 

immensely rich. I cried, as every young girl would when her father commands her to 

marry a man she has barely met. It is one thing to be admired by a reasonably nice man at 

a ball or to be teased by him in a flirtatious way at the card table; it is a completely 

different matter to be informed that the Ƴŀƴ ƛǎ ǘƻ ōŜ ȅƻǳǊ ŦǳǘǳǊŜ ƘǳǎōŀƴŘΦ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƭƻǾŜ 
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him. In fact, I had never loved anyone. Other girls, my sisters, everyone was panting for 

someone. There were an abundance of poetry books and love letters tied with blue 

ribbons in our household; my sisters were having romantic assemblies where young 

cadets were discussed and futures planned. I found these gatherings stupid and childish. I 

was only interested in my own life, not a life lived through a husband and children. At one 

point, my sisters began to regard me as some sort of freak. I was happy when they left one 

by one.  

ά!ƴŘ ǘƘŜƴ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ǘƻ ōŜ Ƴy turn. I threatened to run away, probably even to kill myself, 

but father knew I was a rational being and not inclined to gestures such as other girls 

employed to get attention or make their point. Before I realized it, I was marched down 

the aisle. The summer of my nineteenth year was spent on problems with my first 

pregnancy. My husband had a theory that a good wife is a pregnant wife. During the next 

three years I bore him three children. I had always been a strong and somewhat boyish 

girl, but when it ŎŀƳŜ ǘƻ ŎŀǊǊȅƛƴƎ ŀ ŎƘƛƭŘΣ L ǿŀǎƴΩǘΦ L ǎǇŜƴǘ ǘƘƻǎŜ ǘƘǊŜŜ ȅŜŀǊǎ ǾƛǊǘǳŀƭƭȅ 

indoors; the doctor, who was a long-ǘƛƳŜ ǊŜǎƛŘŜƴǘ ŀǘ Ƴȅ ƘǳǎōŀƴŘΩǎ ŦŀƳƛƭȅ ŜǎǘŀǘŜΣ ŦƻǊōŀŘŜ 

ŜǾŜǊȅ ƪƛƴŘ ƻŦ ǇƘȅǎƛŎŀƭ ŀŎǘƛǾƛǘȅΣ ƛƴŎƭǳŘƛƴƎ ƳŜŜǘƛƴƎ Ƴȅ ŦǊƛŜƴŘǎΦ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŜǾŜƴ ǎŜŜ Ƴȅ ŎƘƛƭŘǊŜƴΤ 

they were taken care of by an army of wet nurses and to be in their vicinity was 

condemned as too upsetting to my fragile health. So I never really learnt to love the little 

creatures that I had brought to this world as trophies for their father. I took up drawing 

and painting seriously and that gave me a vague idea that I might be able to sustain myself 

as an artist. At first it was just a notion, something that helped me go to sleep on the 

nights when the laughter of different chambermaids that echoed from the window of my 

ƘǳǎōŀƴŘΩǎ ǇǊƛǾŀǘŜ ŎƘŀƳōŜǊǎ ƪŜǇǘ ƳŜ ŀǿŀƪŜΦ ¢ƘŜƴΣ ŀǎ Ƴȅ ƘǳǎōŀƴŘ ƴŜƎƭŜŎǘŜŘ ƳŜ ŦƻǊ 

weeks, anger began to grow in me and with it the determination to leave my husband 

with his four offspring and start a new life.  

ά!ǎ ǎƻƻƴ ŀǎ ǘƘŜ ƴŜǿ ōŀōȅ ǿŀǎ born and I was strong enough, I undertook the trip to 

Vienna. I hid my traces well - he would never have found me on his own. The feeling of 

liberation was intoxicating! I felt like a cat that has spent years in a cage and remembers, 

once it has managed to break free, that it was initially a tiger.  

ά¸ƻǳ ŀƭǊŜŀŘȅ ƪƴƻǿΣ ǿƘŀǘ ƘŀǇǇŜƴŜŘ ƛƴ ±ƛŜƴƴŀΦ !ǎ L ƭŜŀǊƴǘ ǘƘŀǘ L ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŀŘƳƛǘǘŜŘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ 

Academy, my dreams were shattered and I faced reality again. To start with, I decided to 

pick up from where my life had been interrupted by the marriage. I called myself Princess 
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Franziska Romana again, I moved to a good hotel and kept Viennese seamstresses busy 

ƳŀƪƛƴƎ ƳŜ ŀ ƴŜǿ ǿŀǊŘǊƻōŜΦ L ǎƻƭŘ ǎƻƳŜ ƧŜǿŜƭǎ ǿƘƛŎƘ L ƘŀŘ ǘŀƪŜƴ ŦǊƻƳ Ƴȅ ƘǳǎōŀƴŘΩǎ 

castle: this was his payment to me for being the creator of his army of inheritors and I was 

worth every penny. Surely even an artist is handsomely paid for a successful portrait of a 

noble child? So why should my fee not be even greater for providing him with the 

originals? 

άLǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ƭƻƴƎ ōefore I discovered I was pregnant. There was no question about whose 

child it was. I hated this child as you think you hate yours now. It had trapped me again, 

just as I had been freed! I wore tighter corsets to hide my condition, secretly hoping that 

would make the foetus abandon my body. But it grew stronger. My husband had by then 

found out my whereabouts. He wrote me a passionate letter, begging me to return to him. 

²ƘŜƴ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǊŜǇƭȅΣ ƘŜ ǿǊƻǘŜ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊΣ ǿƘƛŎƘ ŀǊǊƛǾŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ƘǳƴŘǊŜŘ ǊƻǎŜǎ ŀƴŘ ŀ ŘƛŀƳƻƴŘ 

tiara that must have cost a fortune. I kept the tiara, but wrote to him that I had become 

pregnant with another man ς a man I would probably never meet again ς and had 

decided to have the baby. His next letter was surprising: he told me he would take me 

back regardless of my condition, and raise the child as his own. He also promised me an 

excellent annual allowance and one of his many palaces plus a town house for my 

personal use so I could live on my own whenever I chose to. I knew it was mostly to avoid 

scandal and loss of face in society, but it sounded like a reasonable agreement.  

άL ǿŜƴǘ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ ƘƛƳΦ {ƛƴŎŜ ŜǾŜǊȅƻƴŜ ǿŀǎ ŀŎŎǳǎǘƻƳŜŘ ǘƻ ƳŜ ōŜƛƴƎ ƪŜǇǘ ƛƴŘƻƻǊǎ ŀƴŘ 

pregnant, nobody seemed to have noticed my absence of almost three months. The count 

organized a party in my honour, so that everyone could come and congratulate the 

mother of his children. At this party, he announced that a new member of the noble 

family was soon to see the light of the world. He truly kept his word. Our marriage 

became better than ever: like most men of the aristocracy the count was a hunter and he 

soon lost interest in caged animals. I had proven to him I was both wild and viable, and he 

proved to me he was a dedicated hunting man.  

ά¢ƘŜ ŎƘƛƭŘ ǿŀǎ ŘǳŜ ōȅ /ƘǊƛǎǘƳŀǎΣ ōǳǘ ǘƘŜ ǇǊŜƎƴŀncy developed complications. I was 

suffering from bleedings and excruciating pain. By then I had grown to love the baby: 

thanks to it I was enjoying a much-improved family life combined with emotional and 

financial independence. I was determined to raise the child in a princely manner; I was 
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fantasizing about the day when its real father would emerge as a great artist ς or a great 

philosopher ς and I would reveal him the truth.  

άLƴ bƻǾŜƳōŜǊ L ƘŀŘ ŀ ƳƛǎŎŀǊǊƛŀƎŜ ŀƴŘ ƭƻǎǘ ǘƘŜ ōŀōȅΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎ ŀ ƎƛǊƭΣ ŀǎ L ƘŀŘ ŀƭǿays known 

it would be, and in my mind I called her Bertha. I had expected the count to be relieved, 

but he seemed genuinely depressed at the death of the child. I began living a double life: 

ŀǘ ƘƻƳŜ L ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜ /ƻǳƴǘŜǎǎ .ŀǎǎŜƭŜǘ ŘŜ ƭŀ wƻǎŞŜΣ ŀ ƳƻǘƘŜǊ ƻŦ Ƴŀƴȅ. The countess stayed 

Ƴƻǎǘƭȅ ƛƴŘƻƻǊǎ ŀƴŘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƳƛƴƎƭŜ ǎƻŎƛŀƭƭȅ ǿƛǘƘ ƘŜǊ ƻǿƴ ǎŜǘΦ !ƴŘ ǘƘŜƴ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜ 

Princess Franziska Romana, far away from the rural area, active in many occult and 

political societies. I still lead this life, you know: my youngest is now three. I spend about 

six months a year at home and the other six away. This works for me and for my family. I 

told you, I was unable to really love anyone, but I regard my children as fine young savages 

and their father to be a simple but trustworthy companion who honours our agreement. 

As long as nothing comes between him and his hunting ς both for the game and for the 

maids ς ƴƻǘƘƛƴƎ Ŏŀƴ ǳǇǎŜǘ Ƙƛǎ ōŀƭŀƴŎŜΦέ 

Maria had listened to the long tale without a single interruption. And even before she 

had gathered her thoughts, the princess asked: 

ά.ǳǘ Ƙƻǿ ŀōƻǳǘ ȅƻǳΚ Lǎ ǘƘŜǊŜ ŀƴȅƻƴŜ ƛƴ ȅƻǳǊ ƭƛŦŜ ǿƘƻ ǿƻǳƭŘ ǘŀƪŜ ȅƻǳ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ŎƘƛƭŘΚέ 

άbƻΣέ aŀǊƛŀ ǎŀƛŘΦ άL ǎƘŀƭƭ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ƳŀƴŀƎŜ ƻƴ Ƴȅ ƻǿƴΦέ 

ά¢ƻ ōŜ ŦǊŀƴƪΣ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǎǳǎǇŜŎǘ !ŘƻƭŦ ƻŦ ŦŀǘƘŜǊƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ŎƘƛƭŘΣέ CǊŀƴȊƛǎƪŀ ŎƻƴŦŜǎǎŜŘΦ άL ƘŀŘ 

ƻǘƘŜǊ ŎŀƴŘƛŘŀǘŜǎ ƛƴ ƳƛƴŘΦέ 

ά{ǳŎƘ ŀǎΚέ 

άCƛǊǎǘ ƻŦ ŀƭƭΣ ǘƘŜ ǇƻƻǊ ǇǊƛƴŎŜΦ IŜ ǿŀǎ ǉǳƛǘŜ ǎƳƛǘǘŜƴ ǿƛǘƘ ȅƻǳΦ L ƪƴƻǿ both his family and 

he always considered me an elder sister kind of person. I met him only a week before the 

horrible events in Munich. He told me he was contemplating proposing to you. Did he 

ŜǾŜǊΚέ 

ά¸ŜǎΦέ 

ά!ƴŘ ǿƻǳƭŘ ȅƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ ŀŎŎŜǇǘŜŘ ƘƛƳΚέ 

άL ŘƻƴΩǘ ǘƘƛƴƪ L ŀƳ Ŏǳǘ ƻǳǘ ŦƻǊ ƳŀǊǊƛŀƎŜΣέ aŀǊƛŀ ŘƻŘƎŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǉǳŜǎǘƛƻƴΣ ƴƻǘ ǿƛǎƘƛƴƎ ǘƻ 

ƘǳǊǘ ǘƘŜ ǇǊƛƴŎŜǎǎΩǎ ŦŜŜƭƛƴƎǎ ōȅ ŀŘƳƛǘǘƛƴƎ ǎƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƳǳŎƘ ƭƛƪŜ ƘŜr friend. 

Franziska bowed her head in agreement.  

ά!ƴŘ ǘƘŜƴ ǘƘŜǊŜΩǎ hŦŦƛŎŜǊ ²ŀƛǎȊΣ ǿƘƻ ŀƭǎƻ ƛǎ ǉǳƛǘŜ ƻōǾƛƻǳǎƭȅ ȅƻǳǊ ŀŘƳƛǊŜǊΦέ 
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άL ƘŀŘ ŀ ōǊƛŜŦ ǊƻƳŀƴŎŜ ǿƛǘƘ [ƻǘƘŀǊΣ ōŜŦƻǊŜ Ƙƛǎ ŀŎŎƛŘŜƴǘΣ ōǳǘ ǎƛƴŎŜ ǘƘŜƴ ς well, nothing 

ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ŎŀƳŜ ƻŦ ƛǘΣέ aŀǊƛŀ ǎŀƛŘΦ ά²Ŝ ǎǇŜƴǘ one night together ς he was the first man in my 

bed. But he was either too much of a gentleman or too drunk, because nothing 

ƘŀǇǇŜƴŜŘΦέ 

άL ǿŀǎ ŀƭǎƻ ōŜǘǘƛƴƎ ƻƴ IŜǎǎΣέ ǘƘŜ ǇǊƛƴŎŜǎǎ ǿŜƴǘ ƻƴΦ άaƻǊŜ ȅƻǳǊ ǘȅǇŜΥ ŦƛŜǊŎŜ ŀƴŘ ŘŜŜǇƭȅ 

interested in everything occult. Also, a potential leader material. I believe him to be the 

ŦǳǘǳǊŜ ƭŜŀŘŜǊ ƻŦ DŜǊƳŀƴȅΦ aŀǊƪ Ƴȅ ǿƻǊŘǎΦέ 

ά¢ƘŜǊŜ ƘŀǎƴΩǘ ōŜŜƴ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ ǊƻƳŀƴǘƛŎ ōŜǘǿŜŜƴ ǳǎΣέ aŀǊƛŀ ŘŜƴƛŜŘΦ  

ά²ŀǎ ǘƘŜǊŜ ōŜǘǿŜŜƴ ȅƻǳ ŀƴŘ !ŘƻƭŦΚέ ǘƘŜ ǇǊƛƴŎŜǎǎ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ  

Lǘ ǿŀǎ aŀǊƛŀΩǎ ǘǳǊƴ ǘƻ ǘŜƭƭ ǘƘŜ ǿƘƻƭŜ ǎǘƻǊȅΦ Lǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǘŀƪŜ ŀǎ ƭƻƴƎ ŀǎ CǊŀƴȊƛǎƪŀΩǎ ǘŀƭŜΣ ŜǾŜƴ 

ǘƘƻǳƎƘ aŀǊƛŀ ǇŀǳǎŜŘ ǘƻ ƎŀǘƘŜǊ ƘŜǊ ŜƳƻǘƛƻƴǎ ƻƴ ǎŜǾŜǊŀƭ ƻŎŎŀǎƛƻƴǎΦ ¢ƘŜ ǇǊƛƴŎŜǎǎ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ 

interrupt her either. 

ά¸Ŝǘ ƘŜ ƴŜǾŜǊ ƘŀŘ ǘƘŜ ǘƛƳŜ ǘƻ ŘǊŀǿ ƳŜΣέ aŀǊƛŀ ǎŀƛŘΣ ŀǎ ǎƘŜ ƘŀŘ ŦƛƴƛǎƘŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ǎǘƻǊȅΦ 

άIŜ ŘƛŘ ǘŜƭƭ ƳŜ ƘŜ ǿŀƴǘǎ ǘƻ ŘŜǇƛŎǘ ƳŜ ŀǎ ŀ ƎƻŘŘŜǎǎΣ ōǳǘΧ ƻōǾƛƻǳǎƭȅ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎ ƴƻ ǘƛƳŜ ŦƻǊ 

ǘƘŀǘΦέ 

ά²Ƙŀǘ ƛǎ ƛǘ ŀōƻǳǘ IƛǘƭŜǊΚέ ǘƘŜ ǇǊƛƴŎŜǎǎ ǎŀƛŘΣ ƭƛƎƘǘƛƴƎ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ ŎƛƎŀǊŜǘǘŜΦ άIŜ ǎŜŜƳǎ ǘƻ 

ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ǎǘǊŀƴƎŜ ǇƻǿŜǊ ƻǾŜǊ ƛƴǘŜƭƭƛƎŜƴǘ ǿƻƳŜƴ ǎǳŎƘ ŀǎ ȅƻǳ ŀƴŘ LΦ LǘΩǎ ŀƭƳƻǎǘ as if he had a 

Ǝƻŀƭ ǘƻ ŦƛƴŘ ŀƴ ƛƴŎŀǊƴŀǘƛƻƴ ƻŦ ǎƻƳŜ ŀƴŎƛŜƴǘ ƎƻŘŘŜǎǎ ŀƴŘ ƳŀƪŜ ƘŜǊ ƎƛǾŜ ƘƛƳ ŀ ŎƘƛƭŘΦέ 

ά5ƻ ȅƻǳ ǘƘƛƴƪ ƛǘΩǎ ǎƻƳŜ ƪƛƴŘ ƻŦ Ǌƛǘǳŀƭ ƘŜΩǎ ŦƻƭƭƻǿƛƴƎΚέ aŀǊƛŀ ŀǎƪŜŘΣ ǘƘŜ ǳƴǇƭŜŀǎŀƴǘ 

thought whirling in her mind. 

άL ŘƻƴΩǘ ǘƘƛƴƪ ǎƻ ς ƻǘƘŜǊǿƛǎŜ ƘŜ ǿƻǳƭŘΩǾŜ found a way to control the outcome. I left a 

forwarding address at the hotel ς there never was an enquiry about the working class girl 

ǿƘƻ ǿƛǎƘŜŘ ǘƻ ōŜ ŀƴ ŀǊǘƛǎǘΦέ 

ά{ƻ ǿƘŀǘ ƛǎ Ƙƛǎ ŀƎŜƴŘŀΚέ 

The princess shrugged her shoulders. 

ά²Ƙƻ ƪƴƻǿǎΚ tŜǊƘŀǇǎ ƘŜ ǎƛƳǇƭȅ ƭƻǾŜǎ ōŜŀǳǘƛŦǳƭ ǿƻƳŜƴΚέ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ǿƛǘƘƻǳǘ ǾŀƴƛǘȅΦ 

¢ƘŜȅ ƪŜǇǘ ƻƴ ŘƛǎŎǳǎǎƛƴƎ IƛǘƭŜǊΩǎ ǇƻǘŜƴǘƛŀƭ ƭƻǾŜ ƭƛŦŜ ƻƴ Ƴŀƴȅ ƻŎŎŀǎƛƻƴǎ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƘŜ ƴŜȄǘ 

weeks, while the evenings grew shorter and their long talks on the porch were taken 

indoors. The month of August arrived and brought along thunderstorms, so dear to Maria 

since her childhood. But this time the electricity in the air made her feel sick. It brought 

with it the sensation she sometimes had in her nightmares as she dreamt she was falling 

from great heights. Regardless of the frequent nausea and discomfort, Maria tried to force 
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herself to love the child. She would have, she could have ς if only there were a slightest 

sign from its father. She had taken time to write to everybody in Munich, as well as her 

mother in VƛŜƴƴŀΣ ǘŜƭƭƛƴƎ ǘƘŜƳ ǎƘŜ ƘŀŘ ōŜŜƴ ƛƴǾƛǘŜŘ ǘƻ ōŜ ǘƘŜ ǇǊƛƴŎŜǎǎΩǎ ŎƻƳǇŀƴƛƻƴ ƻƴ 

their trip around Switzerland and that they had since then settled in Konstanz, planning to 

stay until Christmas. Both Sigrun and Traute had replied instantly, so had Lothar and 

General Haushofer. The girls had been frantically worried and even though glad to receive 

word that everything was all right, blamed Maria for abandoning them without a word of 

warning. Lothar, too, was annoyed, replying in a terse military fashion. Her landlady sent a 

ƭŜƴƎǘƘȅ ƭŜǘǘŜǊ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ƴŀƳŜǎ ƻŦ ŀƭƭ ǘƘƻǎŜ ǿƘƻ ƘŀŘ ŀǇǇƭƛŜŘ ŦƻǊ ŀ ǎŞŀƴŎŜ ŀƴŘ ŜȄǇŜŎǘŜŘ 

Maria to contact them. General Haushofer confessed to having missed Maria very much 

and informed her of some progress met by the interpreters of her message and drawings. 

He also told Maria about the departure of Baron von Sebottendorf, so when her letter to 

ǘƘŜ ōŀǊƻƴ ǿŀǎ ǊŜǘǳǊƴŜŘ ǳƴƻǇŜƴŜŘΣ aŀǊƛŀ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǎǳǊǇǊƛǎŜŘΦ  

Even Hess sent her a post card, wishing her a pleasant summer in Konstanz. 

But there was no word from Hitler. Nobody mentioned him having enquired about her. 

Was he alive and well? Surely his illness or demise would have been mentioned by Hess or 

General Haushofer. Surely, too, ƘŀŘ ƘŜ ǿƛǎƘŜŘ ǘƻ ŎƻƴǘŀŎǘ aŀǊƛŀΣ ƘŜ ǿƻǳƭŘΩǾŜ ƘŀŘ ǘƘŜ 

opportunity?  

Therefore, ƘŜ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ǿƛǎƘŜŘΦ 

Maria told herself that Hitler might have been ashamed of his behaviour and had 

ǎƘǳƴƴŜŘ aŀǊƛŀ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŀǘ ǊŜŀǎƻƴΦ IŜ ŘŜŦƛƴƛǘŜƭȅ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ƘŀŘ ŀƴȅ ƛŘŜŀ ŀōƻǳǘ aŀǊƛŀΩǎ 

condition. But eventually she had to face the facts, supported by the similar story of the 

princess: Hitler never looked back at his conquests.  

She was getting worried about appearing in Munich with a child. Her landlady might 

not have approved; Lothar might have turned away from her completely while the 

reaction of the others was bound to fluctuate from polite rejection to lukewarm 

excitement.  

aŀǊƛŀΩǎ ŎƻƴŘƛǘƛƻƴ ǿƻǊǎŜƴŜŘ ŘǳǊƛƴƎ ŀ ǇŀǊǘƛŎǳƭŀǊƭȅ ŦŜǊƻŎƛƻǳǎ ǘƘǳƴŘŜǊ ǎǘƻǊƳ ƛƴ ŜŀǊƭȅ 

August, She started bleeding and almost blacked out from pain. The princess and the cook 

helped her to bed while the maid was sent to telephone the chauffeur in Konstanz to 

bring a doctor to the villa with all haste. Maria was barely conscious as the doctor arrived. 

She was given an injection for the pain and some chloroform. Her eardrums were bursting 
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from violent screams that came from inside her. She felt the doctor grab for her pain and 

squeeze her insides with an iron fist. Then followed blackness. 

She woke up before the sunrise, to the misty colourless light on the wall and the smells 

and sounds of the late summer morning. Her senses were razor sharp, she could feel and 

hear things that were taking place some distance away and that she had never noticed 

before. Strangely enough, there were none of the odours of last night ς the smell of blood 

and urine and chloroform ς as if reality had bowed out before some mystic new dawn that 

now claimed her.  

Maria turned her head to take a look out of the window, but seeing her awake, reality 

came back to strike with a sharp knife, cutting through her body and making her scream. 

Only the scream was but a whimper: she was too weak to even succumb to the most basic 

of all instincts ς to scream when in pain.  

Her sobbing awakened the maid, who was resting on the couch. Their eyes met for a 

prolonged moment ς there was terror in the eyes of the maid.  

άhƘΣ ƳƛǎǎΧέ ǎƘŜ ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊŜŘΦ άLΩƭƭ ōŜ ǊƛƎƘǘ ōŀŎƪΦέ 

In a minute or two, the princess arrived with the doctor, both straight out of their beds, 

nervous and in disarray. Holding her hand and stroking it, Princess Franziska told Maria 

that she had had a bad miscarriage and the child had not survived. Maria lay, staring at 

the roof, listening to the sobbing voices as if these were the voices of a chorus from a 

Greek tragedy, retelling a sad tale of a miserable woman, someone who was long since 

ƎƻƴŜ ƻǊ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ŜȄƛǎǘŜŘ ǘƻ ōŜƎƛƴ ǿƛǘƘΦ ¢ƘŜ ǇǊƛƴŎŜǎǎ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƭŜŀǾŜ ƘŜǊ ōŜŘǎƛŘŜ ǘƘŀǘ ŘŀȅΦ .ȅ 

the evening, Maria was able to take some broth and tea. She had no specific feelings to 

describe. She was upset and exhausted, but other than that she had no sensation of great 

ƭƻǎǎ ƻǊ ŘŜǎǇŀƛǊΦ {ƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ǎŜŜ ǘƘŜ ŎƘƛƭŘΣ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŜǾŜƴ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ƪƴƻǿ ƛǘǎ ǎŜȄΦ {ƘŜ 

imagined the less she knew about it, the less she would fantasize about what it would 

have been to raise the child, to see it grow, to share its dreams or sorrows. There had 

been a child ς and now it was gone; that was the end of it. After six months of confusion, 

life was to return to the point where everything had been blown apart.  

In a week, she composed another series of letters to everyone, informing them of her 

change of plans. She wrote that since there was a great demand for her services as a 

medium in Munich, she could no longer peacefully enjoy her holiday but felt she must 

promptly return. In yet another week she was strong enough to travel. The chauffeur took 
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her and Franziska to the Konstanz railway station; for the first time in months she was 

surrounded by crowds of people. The princess offered to accompany her to Munich but 

understood when Maria told her she wanted to be alone and do some thinking.  

!ǎ ŀ ǿƛŘŜƭȅ ǘǊŀǾŜƭƭŜŘ ƭŀŘȅ ǎƘŜ ƪƴŜǿ ǘƘŀǘ ǘǊŀƛƴǎ ƻŦŦŜǊ ǘƘŜ ōŜǎǘ ǿŀȅ ǘƻ ŜȄǇƭƻǊŜ ƻƴŜΩǎ 

misery in solitude: the feeling of transition will stop it from taking root and it will have 

exhausted itself by the end of the journey. 

 

 

 

End of Part One 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 
 

119 

 

 

 

 

 

Part Two:  There 

 

 

 

 

Chapter XIV: Munich, 1925 

 

 

As her visions faded, Maria had the impression that the politicians in the Thule ς now 

ǊŜŦŜǊǊŜŘ ǘƻ ŀǎ ǘƘŜ ƳŜƳōŜǊǎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ bŀǘƛƻƴŀƭ {ƻŎƛŀƭƛǎǘ DŜǊƳŀƴ ²ƻǊƪŜǊǎΩ tŀǊǘȅ ς had begun 

to lose interest in her. It was probably just her imagination, her depression caused by the 

failure to prove her indispensability, which she now projected onto her relationship with 

the party members. In fact, Hess and Himmler visited her regularly, though not frequently. 

As they were mostly interested in more messages from the Aryan ancestors ς the 

Sumerian writings had completely reassured them that their political mission was under 

the protection of powerful forces ς they wanted more proof, but nothing further was 

given to Maria.  

However, as her prestige grew among the Thule scientists, who were still immensely 

fascinated by her old writings and diagrams, a new admirer presented himself: Hermann 

DǀǊƛƴƎ ǿŀǎ ŀ ŘŜŎƻǊŀǘŜŘ ŦƭȅƛƴƎ ŀŎŜ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜǊŜŦƻǊŜ ŜȄǘǊŜƳŜly interested in the work of Dr 

{ŎƘǳƳŀƴƴΣ ǿƘƻ ƘŀŘ ǎƘƻǿƴ ǎƻƳŜ ǇǊƻƎǊŜǎǎ ǿƛǘƘ Ƙƛǎ ƭŜǾƛǘŀǘƻǊ ŘǊƛǾŜΦ DǀǊƛƴƎ ǿŀǎ ŀ ǇŀǘǊƛŎƛŀƴ 

and athletic war hero, accustomed to enrapturing and dissatisfied when failing to do so. 

At first he reminded Maria of Lothar, but she soƻƴ ƎǊŜǿ ǘƛǊŜŘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƳŀƴΩǎ ƻǾŜǊŦƭƻǿƛƴƎ 

joviality and blatant self-ŀŘƳƛǊŀǘƛƻƴΦ 9ŀŎƘ Ǿƛǎƛǘ ƻŦ DǀǊƛƴƎ ǿŀǎ ƭƛƪŜ ŀ ǿŜƭƭ-rehearsed opulent 

parade, with imaginary trumpets accompanying his entrance, exit and most of his witty 

remarks. He brought Maria expensive gifts and chocolates and Maria found this rather 

ŜƴŘŜŀǊƛƴƎΣ ǎƛƴŎŜ DǀǊƛƴƎ ǿŀǎ ƻōǾƛƻǳǎƭȅ ƘŀǇǇƛƭȅ ƳŀǊǊƛŜŘ ǘƻ ŀ {ǿŜŘƛǎƘ ōŀǊƻƴŜǎǎΣ ǿƘƻ ƘŀŘ 
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left her husband for him. Nevertheless, she felt perturbed that she was unable to explain 

any technical details on her own ǘƻ DǀǊƛƴƎΣ ǿƘƻΣ ŜǾŜƴ ǘƘƻǳƎƘ ŀ ƳŜƳōŜǊ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ¢ƘǳƭŜΣ 

seemed to be less interested in the occult than the technological data for creating a new 

generation of flying devices.  

ά!ǎ ƭƻƴƎ ŀǎ ƛǘ ǿƻǊƪǎΣ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ŎŀǊŜ ƛŦ ƛǘ ŎƻƳŜǎ ŦǊƻƳ DƻŘ ƻǊ 5ŜǾƛƭΣέ ƘŜ ƻƴŎŜ ǊŜƳŀǊƪŜŘ as 

Maria tried to explain the origin of the messages.  

ά¢Ƙƛǎ ǘŜŎƘƴƻƭƻƎȅ ŎƻƳŜǎ ŦǊƻƳ DƻŘΣέ Doctor Schumann, who meanwhile had been made 

professor and director of the Electrophysical Laboratory at the Technical University of 

Munich, said.  

ά¸ŜǎΣ L ƪƴƻǿ ȅƻǳǊ ǘƘŜƻǊȅ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ŘƛŀōƻƭƛŎ ƻǊƛƎƛƴǎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŎƻƳōǳǎǘƛƻƴ ǇǊƻŎŜǎǎΣέ DǀǊƛƴƎ 

ǎƴŜŜǊŜŘΣ άōǳǘ ǿŜ ŀǊŜ ȅŜǘ ǘƻ ǿƛǘƴŜǎǎ ŀ ōǊŜŀƪǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ƛƴ ƛƳōǳǎǘƛƻƴ ŀƴŘ ƛƳǇǳƭǎƛƻƴΦ !ǎ ŦŀǊ ŀǎ L 

ƪƴƻǿΣ ȅƻǳǊ ǘŜǎǘǎ ǎƻ ŦŀǊ ƘŀǾŜ ǊŜǎǳƭǘŜŘ ƛƴ ƭŜǎǎ ǘƘŀƴ ǎǳŎŎŜǎǎΚέ 

ά²Ƙŀǘ Ŏŀƴ L ǎŀȅΣέ {ŎƘǳƳŀƴƴ slumped slightly and sighed, reluctant to touch on that 

ǘƻǇƛŎΦ IŜ ǘƘŜƴ ǇƛŎƪŜŘ ƘƛƳǎŜƭŦ ǳǇ ŀƴŘ ŦŀŎŜŘ DǀǊƛƴƎΦ 

ά²Ŝ ŀǊŜ ƻƴƭȅ ōŜƎƛƴƴƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘŀƴŘ ǿƘŀǘ ǿŜ ŀǊŜ ŘŜŀƭƛƴƎ ǿƛǘƘΣέ ƘŜ ŜȄǇƭŀƛƴŜŘΦ ά¢Ƙƛǎ 

technology comes from a civilization far more advanced than we are or will be in the near 

future. There is a huge amount of information compressed on a couple of sheets of paper, 

ƻŦ ǿƘƛŎƘ ǿŜ ŎǳǊǊŜƴǘƭȅ ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘŀƴŘ ǇŜǊƘŀǇǎ ŀōƻǳǘ ƻƴŜ ǘƘƛǊŘΦ LǘΩǎ ŀ ƳƛǊŀŎƭŜ ǿŜ ƘŀǾŜ 

managed to make anything work with the little we have ς ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜǊŜΩǎ ƻƴe thing we 

ŘŜŦƛƴƛǘŜƭȅ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜΦέ 

DǀǊƛƴƎ ƴƻŘŘŜŘΦ ά±ǊƛƭέΣ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ 

ά¸ŜǎΦ ²Ŝ ŀǊŜ ŎǳǊǊŜƴǘƭȅ ǘǊȅƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƳŀǊǊȅ ǘƘŜ ǇǊƛƴŎƛǇƭŜǎ ƻŦ ƘŜŀǾŜƴƭȅ ƳŜŎƘŀƴƛŎǎ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ 

basics of devilish technology: my levitator is marred by the fact that it has to depend on a 

combustion engine to power it. The results can only be mediocre at best, until we discover 

an alternative power source that can free my design from the dependence on traditional 

ǇƘȅǎƛŎǎΦέ 

άLΩƳ ǎǳǊŜ CǊŅǳƭŜƛƴ hǊǎƛŎ ǿƛƭƭ ǎƻƻƴ ǇǊƻǾƛŘŜ ǳǎ ǿƛǘƘ ƳƻǊŜ ƛƴŦƻǊƳŀǘƛƻƴΣ ƻǊΣ ǇŜǊƘŀǇs one 

day ς ŜǾŜƴ ǘƘŜ ǎŜŎǊŜǘǎ ƻŦ ±Ǌƛƭ ƛǘǎŜƭŦΣέ DǀǊƛƴƎ ǎŀƛŘΣ ƎŜǎǘǳǊƛƴƎ ŘǊŀƳŀǘƛŎŀƭƭȅΦ Lǘ ǎƻǳƴŘŜŘ ƭƛƪŜ ŀƴ 

aria from a grand opera and made Maria feel as if the whole development of the new 

German Air Force was being held back because of her failure to cooperate.  

DǀǊƛƴƎ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǘƘŜ ƻƴƭȅ ƻƴŜ ǘƻ ŀƴǘƛŎƛǇŀǘŜ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ ŎƻƴǘŀŎǘ ŀƴŘ ǎǳōǎŜǉǳŜƴǘ Ŧƭƻǿ ƻŦ 

applicable information. Schumann was constantly going over the diagrams and equations 
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with Maria, pondering aloud whether he had missed or misinterpreted something. He 

brought along two more aspiring physicists: a very young man called Werner Heisenberg 

ŀƴŘ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊΣ 9Ǌǿƛƴ {ŎƘǊǀŘƛƴƎŜǊΣ ǿƘƻ ǿŀǎ ŀǇǇǊƻȄƛƳŀǘŜƭȅ aŀǊƛŀΩǎ ŀƎŜΦ .ƻǘƘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜƳ ƘŀŘ 

dedicated themselves to deciphering the hastily scribbled equations, deeming them to be 

of great importance. Maria was constantly explaining that she had no idea of the 

meanings of these sequences and no knowledge of physics, mathematics or technology. 

The men kept coming up with new aspects with which to confront Maria. 

ά/ƻǳƭŘ ȅƻǳ ǘǊȅ ǘƻ ŀǇǇǊƻach this equation on the level of ŜƳƻǘƛƻƴŀƭ ƳŜƳƻǊȅΚέ ǘƘŜ 

young Heisenberg asked. 

άL ŘƻƴΩǘ ŜǾŜƴ ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘŀƴŘ ǿƘŀǘ ǘƘŀǘ ƛǎ ǎǳǇǇƻǎŜŘ ǘƻ ƳŜŀƴΗέ aŀǊƛŀ Ǿŀƛƴƭȅ ǘǊƛŜŘ ǘƻ ŘƛǎƳƛǎǎ 

the subject.   

Heisenberg, who obviously had given the matter a great deal of thought, began to 

clarify. 

άLǘΩǎ Ƴȅ ƻǇƛƴƛƻƴ ǘƘŀǘ ŜǾŜǊȅ ƳŀǘƘŜƳŀǘƛŎŀƭ Ŝǉǳŀǘƛƻƴ ƻǊ ǇǊƻōƭŜƳ ŎŀǊǊƛŜǎ ŀ ŎŜǊǘŀƛƴ 

emotional charge. It is my theory that different math problems or calculations influence 

people on the emotional level, creating a subconscious image or association with 

something, be it a memory of a smell, colour, sound or the sense of relief or discomfort. I 

have witnessed people display similar emotional reactions to a specific equation, which 

makes me believe there is a certain link between our subconscious mind and the math 

ǇǊƻōƭŜƳǎ ǿŜ ǎŜŜΦ LŦ ǿŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ ŜƭŜŎǘǊƛŎŀƭƭȅ ƳŜŀǎǳǊŜ ŀƴŘ ƳŀƪŜ ǾƛǎƛōƭŜ ǇŜƻǇƭŜΩǎ ǊŜŀŎǘƛƻƴǎ ǘƻΣ 

say, a positive operation, it would vastly differ from what we would see as an emotional 

ǊŜŀŎǘƛƻƴ ǘƻ ŀ ƴŜƎŀǘƛǾŜ ƻǇŜǊŀǘƛƻƴΦέ 

ά5ƻŜǎƴΩǘ ǘƘƛǎ ǊŜǉǳƛǊŜ ƻǳǊ ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘŀƴŘƛƴƎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǇǊƻōƭŜƳΚέ aŀǊƛŀ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ άLŦ L ƭŀŎƪ ǘƘŜ 

ōŀǎƛŎ ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘŀƴŘƛƴƎ ƻŦ ǿƘŀǘ ƭƛŜǎ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ƳŜΣ Ƙƻǿ Ŏŀƴ L ŎƻƴƴŜŎǘ ǘƻ ƛǘ ŜƳƻǘƛƻƴŀƭƭȅΚέ 

άL ōŜƭƛŜǾŜΣέ IŜƛǎŜƴōŜǊƎ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘΣ άǘƘŀǘ ŘǳǊƛƴƎ ȅƻǳǊ ǘǊŀƴŎŜ ȅƻǳ ƘŀŘ ǇŜǊŦŜŎǘ ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘŀƴŘƛƴƎ 

of what was dictated to you, and a trace of that understanding must still lie dormant 

somewhere in your subconscious. You just need to find it ς enough to feel, not to know. 

Anything, any image or sensation that springs to your mind can help us get a step closer to 

ǘƘŜ ƳȅǎǘŜǊȅΦέ 

Maria shrugged her shoulders, even though the young man did seem to make some 

sense.  
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ά.ǳǘ ŜǾŜƴ ƛŦ L ŎƻǳƭŘ ǊŜŀŎƘ ƻǳǘ ǘƻ Ƴȅ ƻǿƴ ŜƳƻǘƛƻƴǎΣ L ŎŀƴΩǘ ǎŜŜ Ƙƻǿ ǘƘƛǎ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƘŜƭǇ 

ȅƻǳΣέ ǎƘŜ ŀǊƎǳŜŘΣ Ƴƻǎǘƭȅ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎ ŀŦǊŀƛŘ ǎƘŜ ƳƛƎƘǘ Ŧŀƛƭ ǘƻ ŎƻƴƴŜŎǘ ŜǾŜƴ ǘƻ ƘŜǊ ƻǿn 

ǎǳōŎƻƴǎŎƛƻǳǎ ƳƛƴŘΦ άLǘΩǎ ǉǳƛǘŜ ŎƭŜŀǊ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǎȅƳōƻƭǎ L ǎŎǊƛōōƭŜŘ ŀǊŜƴΩǘ ǘƘŜ ƻƴŜǎ ǳǎŜŘ ƛƴ 

our mathematics. So how could my impressions help you, if we ŎŀƴΩǘ ŜǾŜƴ ǘŜƭƭ ŀ Ǉƭǳǎ ǎƛƎƴ 

ŦǊƻƳ ŀ Ƴƛƴǳǎ ǎƛƎƴΚέ 

ά²Ƙŀǘ ǿŜ ŀǊŜ ŀōƭŜ ǘƻ Řƻ ƛǎ ǎƛƳƛƭŀǊ ǘƻ ǿƘŀǘ /ƘŀƳǇƻƭƭƛƻƴ did with the help of the 

wƻǎŜǘǘŀ {ǘƻƴŜΣέ tǊƻŦŜǎǎƻǊ {ŎƘǊǀŘƛƴƎŜǊ ƛƴǘŜǊǊǳǇǘŜŘΦ άIŜ ǿŀǎ ƭƻƻƪƛƴƎ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ 9ƎȅǇǘƛŀƴ 

hieroglyphs, which were utterly unfamiliar to people a hundred years ago. But he knew 

the text in Greek, so he was able to deduct that the writing was a combination of 

ideographic and phonetic signs. And he was able to decipher this ancient style of writing 

that no-ƻƴŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊƭŘ ƘŀŘ ōŜŜƴ ŀōƭŜ ǘƻ ǊŜŀŘ ŦƻǊ ǘƘƻǳǎŀƴŘǎ ƻŦ ȅŜŀǊǎΦέ 

ά{ƻ ȅƻǳ ōŜƭƛŜǾŜ ǘƘŀǘ ȅƻǳΩƭƭ ōŜ ŀōƭŜ ǘƻ ŎƻƴƴŜŎǘ ǘƘŜ ŘƻǘǎΣ ƻƴŎŜ ǘƘŜ Ŝǉǳŀǘƛƻƴs have 

ǘǊƛƎƎŜǊŜŘ ǎƻƳŜ ŜƳƻǘƛƻƴŀƭ ǊŜǎǇƻƴǎŜ ƛƴ ƳŜΚέ aŀǊƛŀ ŀǎƪŜŘΣ ǎǘƛƭƭ ŦŜŜƭƛƴƎ ǳƴŎƻƳŦƻǊǘŀōƭŜΦ  

ά²Ŝ ŘƻΣέ IŜƛǎŜƴōŜǊƎ ŎƭŀƛƳŜŘΦ άLƴ Ƴƻǎǘ ŎŀǎŜǎΣ ŜƳƻǘƛƻƴ ƛǎ ǘƘŜ ŜǉǳƛǾŀƭŜƴǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǎƻƭǳǘƛƻƴΦ 

²ƘŜƴ L ǎŀȅ ΨнҌнҐпΩΣ ǿƘŀǘ Řƻ ȅƻǳ ǎŜŜΚέ 

ά!ǇǇƭŜǎΣέ aŀǊƛŀ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘ ƛƴǎǘƛƴŎǘƛǾŜƭȅΦ 

ά!ƴŘ ǎƻ ǿƻǳƭŘ ǊŜǇƭȅ Ƴƻǎǘ ǇŜƻǇƭŜΣέ IŜƛǎŜƴōŜǊƎ ǎŀƛŘΣ άōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ƛƴ ƻǳǊ ǎŎƘƻƻƭǎ ǘƘŜǎŜ 

primitive operations are made mentally understandable to us by using simple objects: 

ŀǇǇƭŜǎΣ ǿƘƛŎƘ ŀǊŜ ōŜƛƴƎ ƎƛǾŜƴ ǘƻ ǳǎΣ ƻǊ ŜŀǘŜƴ ōȅ ŀ ƎƻŀǘΣ ƻǊ ŘƛǾƛŘŜŘ ōŜǘǿŜŜƴ ŦǊƛŜƴŘǎΦέ  

ά!re you familiar with the equation E = mc2Κέ {ŎƘǊǀŘƛƴƎŜǊ ŀǎƪŜŘ ŀƴŘ aŀǊƛŀ ƴƻŘŘŜŘΦ 

ά.ȅ !ƭōŜǊǘ 9ƛƴǎǘŜƛƴΣ ƛǎƴΩǘ ƛǘΚέ ǎƘŜ ǾŜǊƛŦƛŜŘΦ  

ά²ŜƭƭΧέ IŜƛǎŜƴōŜǊƎ ǿŀǎ ƘŜǎƛǘŀƴǘΦ ά!Ŏǘǳŀƭƭȅ ōȅ CǊƛǘȊ IŀǎŜƴǀƘǊƭΣ ŀ ǇƘȅǎƛŎǎ ǇǊƻŦŜǎǎƻǊ ŀǘ 

the University of Vienna. He wrote it down ŀ ȅŜŀǊ ŜŀǊƭƛŜǊ ŀƴŘ 9ƛƴǎǘŜƛƴ ǎǘƻƭŜ ƛǘ ŦǊƻƳ ƘƛƳΦέ 

άLƴ ǘƘŀǘ ŎŀǎŜΣέ {ŎƘǊǀŘƛƴƎŜǊ ǎŀƛŘ ƛƳǇŀǘƛŜƴǘƭȅΣ άǿƘȅ ƴƻǘ ŜǎǘŀōƭƛǎƘ ǘƘŀǘ IŀǎŜƴǀƘǊƭ ǎǘƻƭŜ ƛǘ 

ŦǊƻƳ hƭƛƴǘƻ 5Ŝ tǊŜǘǘƻΣ ǿƘƻ ǇǳōƭƛǎƘŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǎŀƳŜ Ŝǉǳŀǘƛƻƴ ƻƴŜ ȅŜŀǊ ǇǊƛƻǊ ǘƻ IŀǎŜƴǀƘǊƭ ƛƴ 

ItalyΚέ 

Maria laughed. 

άDŜƴǘƭŜƳŜƴΣ ǘƘƛǎ ƛǎ ƎŜǘǘƛƴƎ ŎƻƴŦǳǎƛƴƎΗέ 

ά¸ƻǳ ŀǊŜ ǊƛƎƘǘΣέ IŜƛǎŜƴōŜǊƎ ǎŀƛŘΣ ŀƭǎƻ ǊŀǘƘŜǊ ŀƎƛǘŀǘŜŘΦ ά²Ƙŀǘ ƛƳŀƎŜ ŘƻŜǎ ǘƘƛǎ Ŝǉǳŀǘƛƻƴ 

ŎƻƴƧǳǊŜ ǳǇΚέ 
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άL ŎŀƴΩǘ ǎŀȅ LΩƳ ŀǘ ŀƭƭ ŦŀƳƛƭƛŀǊ ǿƛǘƘ ƛǘǎ ƳŜŀƴƛƴƎΣέ aŀǊƛŀ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘΣ άōǳǘ L ƪƴƻǿ ƛǘ Ƙŀǎ 

something to do with space and matter and the speed of light ς so my emotional response 

ǿƻǳƭŘ ŀǳǘƻƳŀǘƛŎŀƭƭȅ ōŜ ŀ ǎƘƛǾŜǊ ŀǎ ŀ ǇƛŎǘǳǊŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǳƴƛǾŜǊǎŜ ǎǇǊƛƴƎǎ ǘƻ Ƴȅ ƳƛƴŘΦέ 

ά9ȄŀŎǘƭȅΗέ IŜƛǎŜƴōŜǊƎ ŜȄŎƭŀƛƳŜŘΦ ά{ƻ ǿƻǳƭŘ ȅƻǳ ǘǊȅ ǘƻ ǘŜƭƭ ǳǎ ǘƘŜ ƛƴƴŜǊƳƻǎǘ ŜƳƻǘƛƻƴǎ 

of these two equations you have written down on this paper ς just to show us whether we 

are on the right track ƻǊ ƴƻǘΗέ 

Maria agreed and went through some ritualistic actions she knew had always helped 

her to achieve contact with her inner microcosm, which was also the passage to the outer 

realms that had lately been locked to her. 

She was determined to meet with success. Even if her senses refused to grant her 

access to the cosmic knowledge, she still had enough self-control to unlock the vaults of 

her own memories. She was only asking her consciousness to go back to that evening in 

Berchtesgaden, when the friendly spirit from Aldebaran spoke to her and through her for 

the last time. From the unexplored regions of her mind, the words she had used as the 

mantra to release her astral body came back to her; with them came the feeling of 

drowning in light, of simultaneously not existing and existing in every moment of time, in 

every atom ever created. She had never felt so small, on a microscopic level, flying around 

in the universe of atoms and electrons which were forming vast galaxies that were 

spinning around in the sea of unseen energy.  

ά²Ƙŀǘ Ŏŀƴ ȅƻǳ ǎŜŜΚέ ǎƘŜ ƘŜŀǊŘ IŜƛǎŜƴōŜǊƎΩǎ ǾƻƛŎŜ ǎŀȅΦ ά¢Ǌȅ ǘƻ ǘŜƭƭ ǳǎ ȅƻǳǊ ǾƛǎƛƻƴǎΦέ 

Maria strived to make some observances, but doing so the vision faded like a dream. 

The more she tried to pin the movement of the microscopic bodies down, the more they 

eluded her.  

ά²ŜƭƭΚέ ǘƘŜ ƳŜƴ ŘŜƳŀƴŘŜŘΦ 

Maria opened her eyes. 

άL ŎŀƴΩǘ ǘŜƭƭ ȅƻǳ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎΣέ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ άōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ǘƘŜ ƳƻǊŜ L ǘǊƛŜŘ ǘƻ ƻōǎŜǊǾŜΣ ǘƘŜ ƳƻǊŜ L 

repelled each body around me. Just as if, only by looking at something, I had exercised an 

ǳƴǿŀƴǘŜŘ ǇƻǿŜǊ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƘŜǎŜ ōƻŘƛŜǎΦέ 

ά²ŜǊŜ ǘƘŜǎŜ ŎŜƭŜǎǘƛŀƭ ōƻŘƛŜǎΚέ IŜƛǎŜƴōŜǊƎ ǿŀǎ ǳƴŎŜǊǘŀƛƴΦ 

άbƻΣέ aŀǊƛŀ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘΦ άLǘ ŦŜƭǘ ŀǎ ƛŦ L ǿŀǎ ƻƴ ŀƴ ŀǘƻƳƛŎ ƭŜǾŜƭΣ ǿƛǘƘ ȅŜǘ ƛƴŦƛƴƛǘŜƭȅ ǎƳŀƭƭŜr 

ōƻŘƛŜǎ ǎǿƛǊƭƛƴƎ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ŀƴŘ ƛƴǎƛŘŜ ǘƘŜ ŀǘƻƳǎΦ LΩƳ ǎƻǊǊȅ L ŎŀƴΩǘ ǎŀȅ ƳƻǊŜΦέ 

ά²ƻǳƭŘ ȅƻǳ ŎŀǊŜ ǘƻ ŎƻƴŎŜƴǘǊŀǘŜ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ƻǘƘŜǊ ŜǉǳŀǘƛƻƴΚέ {ŎƘǊǀŘƛƴƎŜǊ ǎǳƎƎŜǎǘŜŘΦ 
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Maria felt exhausted and had to refuse. 

άL ǇǊƻƳƛǎŜ ǘƻ Řƻ ǘƘŀǘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƴŜȄǘ ŦŜǿ Řŀȅǎ ς even though I donΩǘ ƘƻƭŘ ƻǳǘ ƳǳŎƘ ƘƻǇŜ 

that another experiment will produce better results than this one just did ς or rather, 

ŘƛŘƴΩǘΦέ 

άL ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ōŜ ǎƻ ǎǳǊŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŀǘΣέ IŜƛǎŜƴōŜǊƎ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƻ ƘƛƳǎŜƭŦΣ ƭŜŀǾƛƴƎ aŀǊƛŀ ǿƻƴŘŜǊ 

whether he meant the outcome of the experiment or MariaΩǎ ǇǊƻƳƛǎŜΦ 

DŜƴŜǊŀƭ IŀǳǎƘƻŦŜǊ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜ ƻƴƭȅ ƻƴŜ ǿƘƻ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǎŜŜƳ ǘƻ ǊŜǉǳƛǊŜ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ ŦǊƻƳ aŀǊƛŀ ς 

neither information nor love. Maria felt at ease with him and met the general more often 

than the other gentlemen of the Thule.  

άL ƘŀǾŜ ōŜƎǳƴ ǘƻ ǘƘƛƴƪ ǘƘŀǘ L ƘŀǾŜ ƴŜǾŜǊ ōŜŜƴ ƛƴ ǘƻǳŎƘ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ŎƻǎƳƛŎ ƛƴǘŜƭƭŜŎǘΣέ ǎƘŜ ǘƻƭŘ 

the general one day, at the most inappropriate moment: the general had developed a 

custom of taking Maria riding in the English Garden on Sundays. They both enjoyed this 

activity very much and it reminded them both of the days gone by: the general of his 

glorious years as a young officer; Maria of the summers of her childhood when some 

ǊƛŘƛƴƎ ǿŀǎ ŘƻƴŜ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ƘƻǳǎŜ ƻŦ {ƛƎǊǳƴΩǎ ǇŀǊŜƴǘǎΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎ ŀ ƎƻƭŘŜƴ ƳƻǊƴƛƴƎ ǿƘŜƴ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ 

were discussing things like garden parties or upcoming weddings, not confessing their 

darkest secrets.  

The general grew very alert, even though he hardly ever permitted his reactions to 

show through the veneer of composed dignity and self-command.  

ά²Ƙŀǘ Řƻ ȅƻǳ ƳŜŀƴΣ Ƴȅ ŘŜŀǊΚέ ƘŜ ŀǎƪed Maria with only a slight hint of uneasiness in 

his voice.  

ά¢Ƙŀǘ ƛǘ ŀƭƭ Ƙŀǎ ōŜŜƴ ŀƴ ƛƭƭǳǎƛƻƴ ς something that we both wished for and that 

ƳŀƴƛŦŜǎǘŜŘ ƛƴ ŀ ǿŀȅ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ ƛƴǘŜǊǇǊŜǘ ŀǎ ŀ ŎƻǎƳƛŎ ŎƻƴǘŀŎǘΣέ aŀǊƛŀ ǎŀƛŘΦ {ƘŜ ƘŀŘ 

been thinking about this for a couple of days now and knew how to arrange words to 

sound calm about it.  

¢ƘŜ ƎŜƴŜǊŀƭ ǘƻƻƪ ƘƻƭŘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǊŜƛƴǎ ƻŦ aŀǊƛŀΩǎ ƘƻǊǎŜ ŀƴŘ ōǊƻǳƎƘǘ ōƻǘƘ Ƙƛǎ ŀƴŘ ƘŜǊǎ ǘƻ ŀ 

stop.  

ά5ƻƴΩǘ ȅƻǳ ǘƘƛƴƪ ǿŜ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ŘƛǎŎǳǎǎ ǘƘƛǎ ƻǾŜǊ ŀ ŎǳǇ ƻŦ ŎƻŦŦŜŜΚέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ƪƛƴŘƭȅΣ ŀǎ ǿŀǎ his 

way when he needed to disarm someone. 

They sat in the beer garden of the Chinese Tower; neither of them willing to be the first 

to break the silence. After they had ordered some coffee, the general asked: 
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ά5ƛŘ L ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘŀƴŘ ŎƻǊǊŜŎǘƭȅΣ ǘƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ ǎƻƳŜ serious doubts about your own 

ŀōƛƭƛǘƛŜǎΚέ 

ά¸ŜǎΣέ aŀǊƛŀ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘΦ άL ƘŀǾŜ ŎƻƳŜ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŎƻƴŎƭǳǎƛƻƴ ǘƘŜ ƳŜǎǎŀƎŜǎ L ƘŀǾŜ ǊŜŎŜƛǾŜŘ ǿŜǊŜ 

ƴƻǘ ƻŦ ŎƻǎƳƛŎ ƻǊƛƎƛƴΦέ 

ά{ƻ ǿƘŜǊŜ ŘƛŘ ǘƘŜȅ ƻǊƛƎƛƴŀǘŜ ŦǊƻƳΚέ ǘƘŜ ƎŜƴŜǊŀƭ ŀǎƪŜŘ ǇŀǘƛŜƴǘƭȅΣ ŀǎ ƛŦ ǘŀƭƪƛƴƎ ǘƻ ŀ 

stubborn child who is adamant that a vase had broken itself.  

άCǊƻƳ Ƴȅ ǎǳōŎƻƴǎŎƛƻǳǎΣέ aŀǊƛŀ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘΦ  

ά.ǳǘ Ƴȅ ŘŜŀǊΧΦ ¢Ƙƛǎ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ƳŀƪŜ ŀƴȅ ǎŜƴǎŜΣέ ǘƘŜ ƎŜƴŜǊŀƭ ǎŜŜƳŜŘ ǊŜƭƛŜǾŜŘΣ ƘŀǾƛƴƎ 

obviously feared a more plausible rationalization that could threaten everything they had 

acƘƛŜǾŜŘΦ άIƻǿ ŎƻǳƭŘ ȅƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ ǿǊƛǘǘŜƴ ŜǾŜǊȅǘƘƛƴƎ Řƻǿƴ ǿƛǘƘƻǳǘ ŀǎǎƛǎǘŀƴŎŜΚ 5ƻ ȅƻǳ 

ǎǇŜŀƪ {ǳƳŜǊƛŀƴΚέ 

Maria remained calm. 

άIŜǊǊ IƛƳƳƭŜǊ ōǊƻǳƎƘǘ ƳŜ ǎƻƳŜ ōƻƻƪǎ ǿƘƛŎƘ ƘŜ ǾŀƭǳŜǎ ǾŜǊȅ ƳǳŎƘΣέ ǎƘŜ ŜȄǇƭŀƛƴŜŘΦ 

άLΩǾŜ ƭŜŀǊƴǘ ƻŦ ŀ ǘƘŜƻǊȅ ŀōƻǳǘ ƎŜƴŜǘƛŎ ƳŜƳƻǊȅ ς this means, on one hand, the memory of 

ƻƴŜΩǎ ŀƴŎŜǎǘƻǊǎ ŀƴŘ ǊŀŎŜΤ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ƻǘƘŜǊ ƘŀƴŘΣ ǘƘŜ ƳŜƳƻǊȅ ƻŦ ƻƴŜΩǎ ǇǊŜǾƛƻǳǎ ƛƴŎŀǊƴŀǘƛƻƴǎΦ 

With some practice, one can access these memories. It explains a lot. As we are all 

connected to each other, we are sometimes able to access ŜŀŎƘ ƻǘƘŜǊΩǎ ƳŜƳƻǊƛŜǎΦ ²ƘŜƴ 

a widow comes to me in search of answers from her dead husband ς this is exactly what I 

do. I access the intricate web of my genetic memory and somewhere in this labyrinth, 

there are blood ties which lead me to the departed persƻƴΦ {ƻ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ǊŜŎŜƛǾŜ ŀƴȅ ƘŜƭǇ 

ŦǊƻƳ ŀƴȅƻƴŜ ōǳǘ ƳȅǎŜƭŦΦέ 

The general, who for a while seemed worried, now burst out laughing:  

ά.ǳǘ ǘƘŜǎŜ ŀǊŜ ǘƘŜ ǘƘŜƻǊƛŜǎ ƻŦ IƛƳƳƭŜǊΗ ¢ƘŜ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ŎƘƛŎƪŜƴ ŦŀǊƳŜǊ ŘŜŜƳǎ himself to be 

the incarnation of King Heinrich ς what else can he offer as support than these obscure 

ƳǳƳōƭƛƴƎǎΗέ 

ά[ŜǘΩǎ ōŜ ƭƻƎƛŎŀƭ ǘƘŜƴΣέ aŀǊƛŀ ŀǊƎǳŜŘΦ ά²Ƙŀǘ ƳŀƪŜǎ ƳƻǊŜ ǎŜƴǎŜ ς someone receiving 

messages from the subconscious mind, from a bloodline and astral continuity of 

thousands of years; or that person receiving messages from an inhabitant of a distant 

ǎǘŀǊΚέ 

The general took a moment to reflect on this argument. 

ά[Ŝǘ ǳǎ ǊŜǇƘǊŀǎŜ ǘƘŜ ǉǳŜǎǘƛƻƴΣέ ƘŜ ǘƘŜƴ ǎŀƛŘΣ άǎƻ L Ŏŀƴ ōŜŀǘ ȅƻǳ ŀǘ ȅƻǳǊ ƻǿƴ ƎŀƳŜΥ 

which makes more sense - someone receiving and being able to interpret cosmic wisdom 



 126 

or this person coincidentally having a bloodline that takes her right to the cradle of the 

!Ǌȅŀƴ ŎƛǾƛƭƛȊŀǘƛƻƴΣ ǘƻ {ǳƳŜǊΚέ 

άL ǎŜŜ ƴƻ ƎǊŜŀǘ ŘƛǎǘƛƴŎǘƛƻƴΣέ aŀǊƛŀ ǘǊƛŜŘ ǘƻ ƳŀƛƴǘŀƛƴΦ  

The general charged on. 

ά{ƻ ȅƻǳ ǘƘƛƴƪ ǘƘŀǘ ƛƴ ȅƻǳǊ ǎǳōŎƻnscious mind, there is hidden a physicist that could 

ŜŎƭƛǇǎŜ ǘƘŜ Ƴƻǎǘ ƛƭƭǳƳƛƴŀǘŜŘ ƳƛƴŘǎ ƻŦ ƻǳǊ ŜǊŀΚέ 

άL ŘƻƴΩǘΣέ aŀǊƛŀ ǎŀƛŘΣ άŀƴŘ ǘƻ ōŜ ƘƻƴŜǎǘΣ L ǿƛǎƘ ǘƘŜ ŘƻŎǘƻǊǎ ŀƴŘ ǇǊƻŦŜǎǎƻǊǎ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ 

waste their time trying to find some kind of coherence in my scribblings. They just 

interpret these strange symbols and diagrams at will and the more fantastic their own 

ideas, the more they are reflected from what they fancy are some great discoveries, 

ǿǊƛǘǘŜƴ Řƻǿƴ ƛƴ ŀƴ ǳƴƪƴƻǿƴ ƭŀƴƎǳŀƎŜΦέ 

The general now played the ace. 

ά¢ƘŜƴ Ƙƻǿ Řƻ ȅƻǳ ŜȄǇƭŀƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŀƳŀȊƛƴƎ ǎǳŎŎŜǎǎŜǎ ƻŦ tǊƻŦŜǎǎƻǊǎ {ŎƘǊǀŘƛƴƎŜǊ ŀƴŘ 

IŜƛǎŜƴōŜǊƎΚέ  

ά²Ƙŀǘ Řƻ ȅƻǳ ƳŜŀƴΣ ƎŜƴŜǊŀƭΚέ 

ά²ŜƭƭΣέ ǘƘŜ ƎŜƴŜǊŀƭ ǎǘŀǘŜŘ ǾƛŎǘƻǊƛƻǳǎƭȅΣ άǘƘŜȅ ōƻǘƘ ƘŀǾŜ ǇǳōƭƛǎƘŜŘ ǇŀǇŜǊǎ ǿƘƛŎƘ ŀǊŜ 

hailed in the scientific community as ground-breaking. ¢ƘŜ ŦƛǊǎǘ ƻƴŜ ǘƘŜȅ Ŏŀƭƭ Ψ¢ƘŜ 

{ŎƘǊǀŘƛƴƎŜǊ ŜǉǳŀǘƛƻƴΩ ŀƴŘ ƛǘ ŘŜǎŎǊƛōŜǎ ǇŀǊǘƛŎƭŜǎ ǿƘƛŎƘ ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ŎŜǊǘŀƛƴ ǾŀƭǳŜ ŀǘ ŜǾŜǊȅ Ǉƻƛƴǘ 

in space, for every given time. Young Heisenberg has had his breakthrough just recently ς 

in ½ŜƛǘǎŎƘǊƛŦǘ ŦǸǊ tƘȅǎƛƪ he has published soƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ ΨvǳŀƴǘǳƳ ǘƘŜƻǊŜǘƛŎŀƭ ǊŜ-

ƛƴǘŜǊǇǊŜǘŀǘƛƻƴ ƻŦ ǊŜƭŀǘƛƻƴǎΩΦ LǘΩǎ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜ ōǳȊȊ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ƳƻƳŜƴǘ ŀƳƻƴƎ ƻǳǊ ŦǊƛŜƴŘǎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ 

¦ƴƛǾŜǊǎƛǘȅΦέ 

IŜ ƭŀƛŘ Ƙƛǎ ƘŀƴŘ ƻƴ aŀǊƛŀΩǎΦ 

ά¸ƻǳ ƪƴƻǿ ŀƴŘ L ƪƴƻǿ ƛǘΩǎ ȅƻǳ ǿƘƻ ǎƘƻǳƭŘΩǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ƎƛǾŜƴ ǘƘŜ ŎǊŜŘƛǘΦ 9ǾŜǊȅƻƴŜ ƪƴƻǿǎ 

they were studying your equations. Heisenberg called me after your last meeting a couple 

of months ago ς he was so excited I thought he might succumb to a heart attack. He told 

me about your vision ς of you being on some subatomic level, observing the particles 

relating to each other. Do you honestly think you could have devised all that with nothing 

ōǳǘ ȅƻǳǊ ǎǳōŎƻƴǎŎƛƻǳǎ ƳƛƴŘ ŀǎǎƛǎǘƛƴƎ ȅƻǳΚέ 

aŀǊƛŀ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǎƘŀǊŜ ǘƘŜ ŜƴǘƘǳǎƛŀǎƳ ƻŦ DŜƴŜǊŀƭ IŀǳǎƘƻŦŜǊΦ IŜǊ ƘŜŀǊǘ ǿŀǎ ǾŜǊȅ ƘŜŀǾȅΦ 

Part of her had welcomed the theory that Himmler propagated, as it offered her freedom; 

gave her the sense of being her own mistress and a source of wisdom instead of just a 
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vessel filled by some other force. Now the shackles were chained to her spirit again ς the 

shackles that bound her to a distant star that was nothing but a footnote in an astronomy 

book for her. Was she to yearn forever for another message from her captors, as a 

prisoner in a cell would yearn for a drink of water? 

ά¢ƘŜ ŎƻƴƴŜŎǘƛƻƴ ƛǎ ƎƻƴŜΣ ǘƘŜ ŎƘŀƴƴŜƭ Ƙŀǎ ōŜŜƴ ŎƭƻǎŜŘΣέ ǎƘŜ ǿƘƛspered to the general 

ǿƛǘƘƻǳǘ ƭƛŦǘƛƴƎ ƘŜǊ ŜȅŜǎΦ άLǘΩǎ more than five years from my last transmission in 

Berchtesgaden and a year since the Aldebaran voice spoke through the spirit of Eckart ς 

ǎƛƴŎŜ ǘƘŜƴΣ ǘƘŜǊŜ Ƙŀǎ ōŜŜƴ ƴƻǘƘƛƴƎΦ hƴƭȅ ǎƛƭŜƴŎŜΦ L ŎŀƴΩǘ ǊŜŀŎƘ anyone and no-one wishes 

ǘƻ ǊŜŀŎƘ ƳŜΦέ 

άDƛǾŜ ƛǘ ǘƛƳŜΣ Ƴȅ ŎƘƛƭŘΣέ ǘƘŜ ƎŜƴŜǊŀƭ ǎŀƛŘ ŀǎ ƛŦ ǎƘŜ ǎǘƛƭƭ ǿŜǊŜ ǘƘŜ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ŦǊƛƎƘǘŜƴŜŘ ƎƛǊƭ ŀǘ 

ǘƘŜ /ŀŦŞ {ŎƘƻǇŜƴƘŀǳŜǊΦ .ǳǘ ǘƘƛǎ ǿŀǎ ŦŀƭǎŜ ŀǎǎǳǊŀƴŎŜΦ 

άL ŀƳ ƴƻ ƭƻƴƎŜǊ ŀ ŎƘƛƭŘΣέ aŀǊƛŀ ǎŀƛŘΦ άbŜȄǘ ƳƻƴǘƘ L ǎƘŀƭƭ ōŜ ǘƘƛǊǘȅΦ Lt is obvious that I 

ƘŀǾŜ ƭƻǎǘ ǿƘŀǘŜǾŜǊ ǇƻǿŜǊǎ L ƘŀŘΦ ¢ƘŜǊŜΩǎ ƳǳŎƘ ƳƻǊŜ ǳǎŜfulness from Traute with her new 

technical diploma than there will ever be from ƳŜΦ L ŎŀƴΩǘ Řƻ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎΦ L ŎŀƴΩǘ ŜǾŜƴ ǎŜǿΦέ 

άDƛǾŜ ƛǘ ǘƛƳŜΣ ŘŜŀǊΣέ ǘƘŜ ƎŜƴŜǊŀƭ repeated with the fatherly kindness in his voice 

ŜƳōǊŀŎƛƴƎ aŀǊƛŀΦ άtŜǊƘŀǇǎ ƛǘΩǎ ƴƻ Ŧŀǳƭǘ ƻŦ ȅƻǳǊǎ ς the gentlemen took years to decipher 

your message; ǇŜǊƘŀǇǎ ŀ ƴŜǿ ƻƴŜ ƛǎƴΩǘ ǘǊŀƴǎƳƛǘǘŜŘ ǳƴǘƛƭ ǿŜ ƘŀǾŜ ƭŜŀǊƴǘ ǘƻ ƳŀǎǘŜǊ ǘƘŜ 

ǇǊŜǾƛƻǳǎ ƻƴŜΗέ 

άL ŘƻƴΩǘ ŦŜŜƭ ƛǘΦ {ƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ƛǎ ƳƛǎǎƛƴƎΦέ 

άL ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘŀƴŘΣέ ǘƘŜ ƎŜƴŜǊŀƭ ǎŀƛŘΦ 

How could he have understood? He had no idea how his letter that called Maria to 

Berchtesgaden, delivered by Hess and Hitler, had unleashed a chain of events that had 

changed her whole life ς destroyed her whole life by extinguishing her gift, which had left 

her spirit just as the stillborn child had left her body.  

ά.ǳǘ ǘƘŜǊŜ could ōŜ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ǘƘŀǘ ƳƛƎƘǘ ǊŜǇŀƛǊ ǘƘƛƴƎǎΣέ ǘƘŜ ƎŜƴŜǊŀƭ ǎŀƛŘ ŀŦǘŜǊ ŀ ǿƘƛƭŜΦ 

IŜ ƳŜŀǎǳǊŜŘ aŀǊƛŀ ǿƛǘƘ Ƙƛǎ ŜȅŜǎΣ ŀǎ ƛŦ ƘŜ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿƴ ŀƴŘ ǎŜŜƴ ƘŜǊ ŦƻǊ ȅears. 

ά¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ŀ ǿŜƭƭ-ōǳƛƭǘ ƎƛǊƭΣ ŀǊŜƴΩǘ ȅƻǳΣέ ƘŜ ƻōǎŜǊǾŜŘΦ ά¸ƻǳ ǊƛŘŜ ǿŜƭƭ ŀƴŘ L ƪƴƻǿ ȅƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ 

been playing tennis with my son Albrecht ς so one could call you an athletic type, 

ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ȅƻǳ ŀƎǊŜŜΚέ 

άtǊƻōŀōƭȅΣέ aŀǊƛŀ consented, without having the slightest idea where this conversation 

was being steered.  
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άL ƪƴƻǿ ȅƻǳ ŀǊŜ ƴƻǘ ŀ ǾŀƛƴƎƭƻǊƛƻǳǎ ǘȅǇŜ ƻŦ ŀ ƎƛǊƭ ς the sort who spends hours in front of 

ŀ ƳƛǊǊƻǊ ŀƴŘ ƴŜŜŘǎ ǘƻ ǇƻǿŘŜǊ ŀƴŘ ǇŜǊŦǳƳŜ ƘŜǊǎŜƭŦ ŜǾŜǊȅ ǘƘƛǊǘȅ ƳƛƴǳǘŜǎΣέ ǘƘŜ ƎŜƴŜǊŀƭ 

ǿŜƴǘ ƻƴΦ ά¸ƻǳ ŘǊŜǎǎ ŜƭŜƎŀƴǘƭȅΣ ōǳǘ ǎŜƴǎƛōƭȅΦ 9ǾŜƴ ǘƘƻǳƎƘ ȅƻǳ ŀǊŜ ŀ Ŏƛǘȅ ƎƛǊƭΣ L ŎŀƴΩǘ ǎŜŜ ȅƻǳ 

hanging tooth and nail onto urban pleasures and entertainment ς running from a beauty 

ǇŀǊƭƻǳǊ ǘƻ ŀ ǘŜŀ ŘŀƴŎŜ ŀƴŘ ŦǊƻƳ ŀ ŎƻŦŦŜŜ ƘƻǳǎŜ ǘƻ ŀ ƳŀǘƛƴŜŜΦ !Ƴ L ǊƛƎƘǘΚέ 

This very cryptic rationalization made Maria smile again.  

ά5ŜŀǊ ƎŜƴŜǊŀƭΣ ǿƻǳƭŘ ȅƻǳ ƻƴŎŜ ŀƴŘ ŦƻǊ ŀƭƭ ǘŜƭƭ ƳŜ ǿƘŀǘ ǘƘƛǎ ƛǎ ŀƭƭ ŀōƻǳǘΚέ  

άLǘΩǎ Ƨǳǎǘ ŀ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘΧέ ǘƘŜ ƎŜƴŜǊŀƭ ŘŜƭƛōŜǊŀǘŜŘΣ άōǳǘ ƛǘ ƳƛƎƘǘ ōŜ ŀ ƎƻƻŘ ƻƴŜΦ Lǘ ƳƛƎƘǘ 

help you to restore the somewhat shattered inner peace, to recharge your spiritual 

ōŀǘǘŜǊƛŜǎΣ ǎƻ ǘƻ ǎǇŜŀƪΦέ  

άWhat ƳƛƎƘǘΚέ 

ά! ǇƛƭƎǊƛƳŀƎŜΗέ  

¢Ƙƛǎ ǿƻǊŘ ǿŀǎ ǎŀƛŘ ǿƛǘƘ ŀƴ ŀƛǊ ƻŦ ǎƻƭŜƳƴ ǎƻƳōǊŜƴŜǎǎΦ LŦ ƛǘ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ōŜŜƴ ǎƻ 

preposterous, it would have been amusing.  

ά¸ƻǳ ǿƛǎƘ ƳŜ ǘƻ Ǝƻ ƻƴ ŀ ǇƛƭƎǊƛƳŀƎŜΚέ aŀǊƛŀ ǊŜǇŜŀǘŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊŘ ǎƘŜ ƘŀŘ never 

consciously used.  

άLǘΩǎ ƴƻǘ ŀ ōŀŘ ƛŘŜŀΣέ ǘƘŜ ƎŜƴŜǊŀƭ ǎŀƛŘΦ άtƛƭƎǊƛƳŀƎŜǎ ƘŀǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ǘƘŜ ŦƻǊŎŜ ōŜƘƛƴŘ Ƴŀƴȅ 

ƎǊŜŀǘ ƳŜƴ ŀƴŘ ǿƻƳŜƴΦέ  

ά{ƻ ǿƘŜǊŜ ǿƻǳƭŘ ȅƻǳ ǿŀƴǘ ƳŜ ǘƻ ƎƻΚέ aŀǊƛŀ ƭŀǳƎƘŜŘΦ άLΩǾŜ ǎŜŜƴ ǘƘŜ 9ȄǘŜǊƴǎǘŜƛƴŜ ƛƴ 

[ƛǇǇŜΦ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ǘƘƛƴƪ L ŎƻǳƭŘ ƳŀƴŀƎŜ ǘƘŜ .ŀȅǊŜǳǘƘ CŜǎǘƛǾŀƭ ȅŜǘΧ ƴƻǘ ǘƘŜ ǿƘƻƭŜ wƛƴƎ-cycle at 

ƻƴŎŜΗ L ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƳƛƴŘ wƻƳŜ though; LΩǾŜ ƴŜǾŜǊ ōŜŜƴ ǘƻ LǘŀƭȅΦέ 

άLΩƳ ƴƻǘ ǘŀƭƪƛƴƎ ŀōƻǳǘ ŀ ŎƻƳŦƻǊǘŀōƭŜ ǘƻǳǊƛǎǘ ǘǊƛǇ ǘƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ ŎƻǳƭŘ ǳƴŘŜǊǘŀƪŜ ŘǳǊƛƴƎ ŀ 

week-ŜƴŘΣέ ǘƘŜ ƎŜƴŜǊŀƭ ǎŀƛŘΣ ƭƻǿŜǊƛƴƎ Ƙƛǎ ǾƻƛŎŜΦ ²ƘŜƴŜǾŜǊ Ƙe did that, it felt as if 

ŜǾŜǊȅǘƘƛƴƎ ŜƭǎŜ ƎǊŜǿ ǉǳƛŜǘ ŀǎ ǿŜƭƭ ƛƴ ǊŜǾŜǊŜƴǘ ŜȄǇŜŎǘŀǘƛƻƴ ƻŦ Ƙƛǎ ǿƻǊŘǎΦ ά²Ƙŀǘ L ƳŜŀƴ ƛǎ ŀ 

spiritual journey that makes you discover things you never dreamt you would see; a 

journey that would restore your mental powers and probably open the chakras that have 

remained dormant. I have undertaken this journey ς as have several of us. Perhaps now 

ƛǘΩǎ ȅƻǳǊ ǘǳǊƴΦέ 

aŀǊƛŀΩǎ ƘŜŀǊǘ ǿŀǎ ǎǇŜŜŘƛƴƎ ǳǇΦ {ƘŜ ǎǘƛƭƭ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ know if the general was referring to a 

real physical journey or using these words as a metaphor for some voyage of mystical 

awakening, but her interest was being aroused more than for a long time. 
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άL ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ƎƻƻŘ ŦǊƛŜƴŘΣέ ǘƘŜ ƎŜƴŜǊŀƭ ŎƻƴǘƛƴǳŜŘΣ άŀ {ǿŜŘŜΦ Iƛǎ ƴŀƳŜ ƛǎ {ǾŜƴ IŜŘƛƴΦ IŜ ƛǎ 

about my age, but exhibits youthfulness rarely seen among men half as old. He is a 

fanatical explorer of Central Asia who discovered the Trans-Himalayan mountain range as 

well as countless ancient cities, temples and burial sites. Sven is currently preparing for an 

expedition to Tibet. This will be financed by the Luft Hansa Corporation, for the ground 

survey of a future air route between Berlin and Peking. Needless to explain that the 

proprietors of the company are gentlemen from the Thule; as will be the scientists 

ŜƳǇƭƻȅŜŘ ōȅ ǘƘŜ ŎƻƳǇŀƴȅΦέ 

Maria forced herself to be calm.  

ά²Ƙȅ ǿƻǳƭŘ ǘƘŜ {ƻŎƛŜǘȅ ōŜ ƛƴǘŜǊŜǎǘŜŘ ƛƴ ŀ ǇǊƻǇƻǎŜŘ ŀƛǊ ǊƻǳǘŜΚέ ǎƘŜ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ 

άLǘΩǎ ƴƻǘΣέ ǘƘŜ ƎŜƴŜǊŀƭ ǎŀƛŘΣ άōǳǘ ƻƴƭȅ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ǘƘŜǎŜ ƻŦŦƛŎƛŀƭ ŎƘŀƴƴŜƭǎ ǿŜǊŜ ǿŜ ŀōƭŜ ǘƻ 

ensure the support of the Swedish government. The real mission of our scientists is to 

ǎŜŀǊŎƘ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ŜǾƛŘŜƴŎŜ ƻŦ ƻǳǊ ǊƻƻǘǎΣ ƻŦ !Ǌȅŀƴ ǎȅƳōƻƭǎ ŀƴŘ ŎǳǎǘƻƳǎΦέ 

He suddenly fell silent.  

άLǎ ǘƘŜǊŜ ƳƻǊŜΚέ aŀǊƛŀ ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊŜŘΦ 

άhǳǊ Ƴƛǎǎƛƻƴ ƛǎ ǘƻ ŦƛƴŘ {ƘŀƳōƘŀƭŀΣ ǘƘŜ ƳȅǎǘŜǊƛƻǳǎ ƘƛŘŘŜƴ ƭŀƴŘ ǿƘƛŎƘ ƛǎ ǘƘŜ ŜƴǘǊŀƴŎŜ ǘƻ 

ǘƘŜ LƴƴŜǊ 9ŀǊǘƘΣέ DŜƴŜǊŀƭ IŀǳǎƘƻŦŜǊ ǊŜǾŜŀƭŜŘΦ ά¢ƘŜ wǳǎǎƛŀƴǎ ŀǊŜ ǎŜŀǊŎƘƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ ƛǘΣ ǘƘŜ 

British and the Americans are searching for it. Yet it is us who will find it ς the genetic 

ƳŜƳƻǊȅ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ !Ǌȅŀƴ ǊŀŎŜ ǿƛƭƭ ƭŜŀŘ ǳǎ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ ǿƘŜǊŜ ƻǳǊ ŀƴŎŜǎǘƻǊǎ ōŜƎŀƴ ǘƘŜƛǊ ƧƻǳǊƴŜȅΗέ 

άL ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ȅƻǳ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ōŜƭƛŜǾŜ ƛƴ ƎŜƴŜǘƛŎ ƳŜƳƻǊȅΣέ aŀǊƛŀ ǘǊƛŜŘ ǘƻ ƳŀƪŜ ƭƛƎƘǘ ƻŦ the 

subject. 

άL ŘƻΣέ ǘƘŜ ƎŜƴŜǊŀƭ ǎŀƛŘΣ άōǳǘ ƛǘΩǎ ƴƻǘ ǘƘŜ ŀƴǎǿŜǊ ǘƻ ŜǾŜǊȅǘƘƛƴƎΦ ¢ƘŜǊŜ ŀǊŜ ƎǊŜŀǘŜǊ 

powers around us and you are the living proof. If you feel you have lost your gift ς go to 

the land where the heartbeat of the Earth wakes you from the slumber we call our 

ŜȄƛǎǘŜƴŎŜΗέ 

ά{ƻ ς ȅƻǳ ǿŀƴǘ ƳŜ ǘƻ Ǝƻ ǘƻ ¢ƛōŜǘΣέ aŀǊƛŀ Ŧƛƴŀƭƭȅ ŦƻǳƴŘ ǘƘŜ ŎƻǳǊŀƎŜ ǘƻ ǿƻǊŘ ƘŜǊ 

excitement and fear.  

άL Ŏŀƴ ŎƻƴǘŀŎǘ {ǾŜƴ ŀƴŘ ǊŜŎƻƳƳŜƴŘ ȅƻǳΣέ ǘƘŜ ƎŜƴŜǊŀƭ ǎŀƛŘΦ άIŜ ƪƴƻǿǎ {ƘŀƳōƘŀƭŀ ƛǎƴΩǘ 

found by the power of science, but the power of faith. He would welcome you, I am sure. 

aȅ ǎƻƴ ǿƛƭƭ ōŜ ŀƳƻƴƎ ǘƘŜ ǎŎƛŜƴǘƛǎǘǎΣ ǎƻ ȅƻǳΩƭƭ ƘŀǾŜ ǎƻƳŜƻƴŜ ǘƻ ǿŀǘŎƘ ƻǾŜǊ ȅƻǳΦ !ƴŘ ǘƘŜ 

expedition will have someone who can perhaps get directions from above ς or from 

ōŜƭƻǿΦέ 
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ά²ƘŜƴ ƛǎ ǘƘŜ ŜȄǇŜŘƛǘƛƻƴ ŘǳŜΚέ aŀǊƛŀ ŀǎƪŜŘΣ ŀƴŘ ǿŀǎ ǎƻƳŜǿƘŀǘ ŘƛǎŀǇǇƻƛƴǘŜŘ ǿƘŜƴ 

the general replied: 

άbŜȄǘ ȅŜŀǊΣ ƛƴ ŀōƻǳǘ ǎƛȄ ƳƻƴǘƘǎΩ ǘƛƳŜΦέ 

Maria impulsively took the hands of the general between her slender fingers. It was the 

first time she had ever touched him like that. 

άL ŀƳ ǊŜŀŘȅΣέ ǎƘŜ ōǊŜŀǘƘŜŘΦ  

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter XV: Munich, 1926 

 

 

Eagerly, Maria searched out every book about Tibet she could lay her hands on. 

General Haushofer was equally eager to help her, telling her many adventurous tales, 

illustrated by photographs and maps. There were four preparing for the expedition. The 

ƎŜƴŜǊŀƭΩǎ ǎƻƴ !ƭōǊŜŎƘǘΣ ŦǊŜǎƘ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ aǳƴƛŎƘ ¦ƴƛǾŜǊǎƛǘȅ ǿƛǘƘ ŘƛǇƭƻƳŀǎ ƛƴ ƎŜƻƎǊŀǇƘȅ ŀƴŘ 

ƘƛǎǘƻǊȅΣ ƘŀŘ ōŜŎƻƳŜ aŀǊƛŀΩǎ ƎƻƻŘ ŦǊƛŜƴŘΦ {ƘŜ ƘŀŘ ƳŜǘ ƘƛƳ ǘƘǊƻǳƎh his fellow students 

Hess and Traute and they had taken up playing tennis occasionally. More than in the 

occult, the young man was interested in the historic origins of the Aryan race ς an interest 

which was eagerly fanned by Himmler.  

The latter was very excited about the expedition, attending the meetings hosted by the 

general and proposing his own ideas, which were, more and more, beginning to sound like 

orders. His own emissary was another young man, Theodor Illion, whom Himmler seemed 

to have instructed meticulously in his wishes to produce tangible evidence not only linking 

the Aryan race to Tibet, but also to the lost worlds of Atlantis and Lemuria. Illion was 

introduced as an orientalist; he was from Canada and spoke German with a seductive 

accent. Iƻǿ ƻǊ ǿƘȅ ƘŜ ƘŀŘ ŀǊǊƛǾŜŘ ƛƴ DŜǊƳŀƴȅ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŜȄǇƭŀƛƴŜŘΣ ǎŀǾŜ ŀ ōǊƛŜŦ ǊŜƳŀǊƪ ǘƘŀǘ 

he had left his homeland at a very young age. Not really a handsome or noteworthy 

person, he seemed to possess an endless treasury of good moods and hilarity, very easily 
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accesǎƛōƭŜ ŀƴŘ ǾŜǊȅ ŘƛŦŦŜǊŜƴǘ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ƘŜŀǾƛƭȅ ƴŜŜŘȅ ǎŜƴǎŜ ƻŦ ƘǳƳƻǳǊ ǘƘŀǘ DǀǊƛƴƎ 

showed.   

In addition to these promising scientists, the general also introduced a very young lad, 

the son of one of the Thule scientist members, fresh out of school. As the boy was barely 

ŜƛƎƘǘŜŜƴΣ ƘŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŘŜŜƳŜŘ ǘƻ ōŜ ƳŀǘǳǊŜ ŜƴƻǳƎƘ ǘƻ ōŜ ǊŜŦŜǊǊŜŘ ǘƻ ōȅ Ƙƛǎ ǎǳǊƴŀƳŜΣ ǎƻ 

everyone called him Georg. General Haushofer, who was the most senior member of their 

circle since the news of the demise of the venerable Prelate Gernot had reached them 

ŀōƻǳǘ ŀ ȅŜŀǊ ŜŀǊƭƛŜǊΣ ŦǊŜǉǳŜƴǘƭȅ ŀŘŘŜŘ ǘƘŜ ŀŘƧŜŎǘƛǾŜ ΨȅƻǳƴƎΩ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ōƻȅΩǎ ƴŀƳŜΣ ǊŜƎŀǊŘƭŜǎǎ 

ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŦŀŎǘ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŀƴ ΨƻƭŘΩ DŜƻǊƎΦ  

άLΩƳ ǎǳǊŜ ȅƻǳƴƎ DŜƻǊƎ ƘŜǊŜ ǿƛƭƭ ǇǊƻǾŜ ǘƻ ōŜ ǉǳƛǘŜ ƘŜƭǇŦǳƭΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ  

ά²ŜƭƭΣ ƛŦ ƻǳǊ ŎŀƳŜƭǎ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ŘƛŜΣ LΩƳ ǎǳǊŜ ƘŜ Ŏŀƴ ŎŀǊǊȅ ǳǎΣέ ¢ƘŜƻŘƻǊ Lƭƭƛƻƴ ǎŀƛŘ ǿƘƛƭŜ 

circling around the remarkably strong-looking boy and poking his muscles with his 

scrawny finger. 

¢ƘŜ ƎŜƴŜǊŀƭ ƭŀǳƎƘŜŘΦ άbƻǘ ƻƴƭȅ ǘƘŀǘΣέ ƘŜ ŎƭŀǊƛŦƛŜŘΦ ά¸ƻǳƴƎ DŜƻǊƎ Ƙŀǎ ǇƛŎƪŜŘ ǳǇ ǎƻƳŜ 

basics of several oriental lŀƴƎǳŀƎŜǎ ŦǊƻƳ Ƙƛǎ ŦŀǘƘŜǊ ǎƻ ƘŜΩƭƭ ōŜ ŀōƭŜ ǘƻ ŀǎǎƛǎǘ ǘƘŜ {ǿŜŘƛǎƘ 

ǘǊŀƴǎƭŀǘƻǊ ƛƴ Ƙƛǎ ǿƻǊƪΦέ 

Himmler, present at that meeting, was observing the scene absentmindedly, a faint 

smile lingering on his lips and his eyes staring into nothingness, probably already 

beholding some miraculous artefacts he expected this expedition to shower him with.  

ά{ƻƳŜŘŀȅΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ ŀǎ ƛŦ ŎƻƳƳŜƴŎƛƴƎ ŀ ǎŜǊƳƻƴΦ ά{ƻƳŜŘŀȅΣ ǿƘŜƴ DŜǊƳŀƴȅ Ƙŀǎ 

accepted us as its leaders, the best scientist of the country will be leading expeditions to 

the far ends of the world ς to Tibet, India, China, Iran, to the North and South Pole. We 

shall find and follow the tracks of our ancestors and it will be proven to the whole world 

that there is a race that has walked this Earth for a million years; that arrived on this 

planet with the sole purpose to enlighten and rule. We have survived the flood and the 

destruction of our continent, carrying the light of knowledge to the half-beasts of this 

planet, patiently moulding them into civilizations. It is only too often the fate of those who 

ǎŀŎǊƛŦƛŎŜ ǘƘŜƳǎŜƭǾŜǎ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ƎƻƻŘ ƻŦ ƻǘƘŜǊǎ ǘƻ ōŜ ŦƻǊƎƻǘǘŜƴ ŀƴŘ ŜǾŜƴ ǎŎƻǊƴŜŘΦ LǘΩǎ ǘƘŜ 

ōǳǊŘŜƴ ƻŦ ǘƘƻǎŜ ƎǊŜŀǘ ƛƴ ǎǇƛǊƛǘΦέ 

Lǘ ǿŀǎ ŀƴ ǳƴǿǊƛǘǘŜƴ ǊǳƭŜ ǘƘŀǘ IƛƳƳƭŜǊΩǎ ǾƛǎƛƻƴŀǊȅ ƴŀǊǊŀǘƛǾŜǎ ǿŜǊŜ ƘŜŜŘŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ 

reflective countenance, even though they rarely introduced anything new or fascinating. 

In recent months, his visions were reflecting a book that had risen among his favourites ς 
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it was a Tibetan travelogue of a Pole named Ferdynand Ossendowski, recently published 

in German. Himmler had provided everyone with a copy of the book and when it was 

revealed that the leader of the proposed expedition, Sven Hedin, had published a book 

fiercely attacking Ossendowski for his unsubstantiated occult presentation of Tibet, he 

was furious.  

άLΩƳ ƴƻǘ ŎƻƴǾƛƴŎŜŘ ŀ Ƴŀƴ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ƭŜŀŘ ǎǳŎƘ ŀƴ ŜȄǇŜŘƛǘƛƻƴΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ  

άLǘ ƛǎΣ ŀŦǘŜǊ ŀƭƭΣ Ƙƛǎ ŜȄǇŜŘƛǘƛƻƴΣέ DŜƴŜǊŀƭ IŀǳǎƘƻŦŜǊ ŜȄǇƭŀƛƴŜŘ ŎŀǊŜŦǳƭƭȅΦ άLǘΩǎ ŦǳƴŘŜŘ ōȅ 

the Swedish government. Our contribution alone would never pay for the costs of such an 

immense undertaking. Until we have a government that can fund our own expeditions, we 

Ƴǳǎǘ ōŜ ǎŀǘƛǎŦƛŜŘ ōŜƛƴƎ ƳŜǊŜƭȅ ǇŀȅƛƴƎ ƎǳŜǎǘǎΦέ 

άCƛƴŜΣέ IƛƳƳƭŜǊ ǎƴŀǇǇŜŘΦ ά¢Ƙƛǎ ŜȄǇŜŘƛǘƛƻƴ ƴŜŜŘǎ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ƭƛƪŜ ȅƻǳΥ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ǿƘƻ 

instinctively know the truth and have the calling to follow it. Otherwise it will be nothing 

but a mapping trip, ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜǊŜΩǎ ƴƻǘƘƛƴƎ ǘƻ ōŜ ƎŀƛƴŜŘ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŀǘΦέ  

Maria had mixed emotions about the project. At nights, she would relish the thought of 

leaving her life behind and, for the first time in her life, embarking upon a real adventure. 

As the darkness that gave birth to bold fantasies was disrupted by the morning light, it 

revealed her timid disposition. Was she able to tear herself loose from her everyday life 

and endure the harsh conditions of a foreign land? Yet the most unpleasant question that 

burned heavily on her mind was: would she be able to restore her connection with 

whoever had been talking to her and through her? She felt like a racehorse in which its 

owners have invested a great deal of money, and whose winning the upcoming race is no 

longer an expectation, but a requirement.  

!ǎ ǘƘŜ ǿŜŜƪǎ ƎǊŜǿ ƛƴǘƻ ƳƻƴǘƘǎΣ ƛǘ ōŜŎŀƳŜ ŎƭŜŀǊ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜ ŜȄǇŜŘƛǘƛƻƴ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŀ 

speculation but a real scheduled event of which she was to be a part. Her knowledge of 

Tibet and Central Asia had improved vastly. On a couple occasions, she took a trip to 

Berlin to visit the Buddhist House in Frohnau that had opened its doors two years earlier. 

¸Ŝǘ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎ ǳƴǎǳǊŜ ǿƘŀǘ ǘƻ ŜȄǇŜŎǘ ƻŦ IŜŘƛƴΣ ǿƘƻƳ ǎƘŜ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ȅŜǘ ƳŜǘΦ Lǘ ǿƻǳƭŘΩǾŜ ōŜŜƴ 

easier to join the team of a mystic like Ossendowski, instead of an obvious pragmatic like 

IŜŘƛƴΦ ¸Ŝǘ IŀǳǎƘƻŦŜǊΣ ǿƘƻ ƪƴŜǿ ǘƘŜ {ǿŜŘŜ ǿŜƭƭΣ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǎƘŀǊŜ ǘƘƛǎ ƻǇƛƴƛƻƴΦ !ŎŎƻǊŘƛƴƎ ǘƻ 

him, Hedin was himself a member of many secret societies and his attacks on the Pole 

were motivated by his sworn oath to protect the Tibetan secrets. Maria recalled Baron 

von Sebottendorf once telling her that both he and the general were under allegiance to a 
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powerful Tibetan order of the Yellow Hats and that every initiated member was, upon the 

failure of their mission and under the threat that might result in revealing the secrets of 

the order, pledged to commit suicide.  

Strangely enough, the subject of Baron von Sebottendorf surfaced just a couple of days 

later.  

άLǘ ƛǎ ƴƻǿ ǘƛƳŜ Ŧor you to know that Rudolf has, for the last five years, resided in the 

aƛŘŘƭŜ 9ŀǎǘΣέ ǘƘŜ ƎŜƴŜǊŀƭ ǘƻƭŘ ŜǾŜǊȅƻƴŜ ƎŀǘƘŜǊŜŘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǎƳŀƭƭ ŘƛƴƛƴƎ ǊƻƻƳ ƻŦ ŀ aǳƴƛŎƘ 

ƘƻǘŜƭΦ ¢ƘŜ ŦŀŎǘ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŜ ƘŀŘ ŎƘƻǎŜƴ ŀ ƳŜŜǘƛƴƎ ǿƘŜƴ IƛƳƳƭŜǊ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǇǊŜǎŜƴǘ ǎƻƳŜƘƻǿ ƭŜƴǘ 

weight to thŜ ƴŜǿǎΦ ά! ƭŜǘǘŜǊ ƘŜ Ƙŀǎ ǿǊƛǘǘŜƴ ǘƻ ƳŜ ƛƴ !ǳƎǳǎǘΣ ǊŜŀŎƘŜŘ ƳŜ ŀ ŎƻǳǇƭŜ ƻŦ Řŀȅǎ 

ago. Through some channels he has learnt that Hedin has joined hands with Luft Hansa to 

ŎƻƴŘǳŎǘ ŀƴ ŜȄǇŜŘƛǘƛƻƴ ƛƴ ǘƘŀǘ ŀǊŜŀΦέ 

ά²ƘƛŎƘ ŎƘŀƴƴŜƭǎ Ŏŀƴ ǘƘŜǎŜ ōŜΚέ Lƭƭƛƻƴ ŀǎƪŜŘ ǎǳǎǇƛŎƛƻǳsly.  

ά¢ƘǊƻǳƎƘ ŀ ǊŜƳŀǊƪŀōƭŜ ƳŀƴΣ bƛŎƘƻƭŀǎ wƻŜǊƛŎƘΣ ǿƘƻ ƛǎ wǳǎǎƛŀƴ ōǳǘ Ƙŀǎ ŦƭŜŘ ǘƘŜ 

Communists ǘƻ !ƳŜǊƛŎŀΣέ ǘƘŜ ƎŜƴŜǊŀƭ ŜȄǇƭŀƛƴŜŘΦ άIŜ ƛǎ ŀ Ƴŀƴ ǿƛǘƘ ƎǊŜŀǘ ŜȄǇŜǊƛŜƴŎŜ ƛƴ ǘƘƛǎ 

mystical area. And you are very wrong in supposing that these regions are cut off from the 

ΨŎƛǾƛƭƛȊŜŘ ǿƻǊƭŘΩ ŀƴŘ ƘŀǾŜ ƴƻ ƴƻǘƛƻƴ ƻŦ ǿƘŀǘ ƛǎ ƎƻƛƴƎ ƻƴ ŜƭǎŜǿƘŜǊŜΦέ 

This was said to Illion, who shrugged his shoulders.  

άwƻŜǊƛŎƘ ƛǎ ǘƘŜ ƎǳŀǊŘƛŀƴ ƻŦ ƛƳǇƻǊǘŀƴǘ ǎŜŎǊŜǘǎΣέ ǘƘŜ ƎŜƴŜǊŀƭ ŀŘŘŜŘΣ άŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ōŀǊƻƴ 

thinks his cause can also be very helpful tƻ ƻǳǊǎΦέ 

He leafed through a hefty letter he had taken from his breast pocket and found what he 

was evidently looking for. 

ά²Ƙŀǘ L ǿƻǳƭŘ ƭƛƪŜ ȅƻǳ ǘƻ ƘŜŀǊ ƛǎ ŀ ǇŀǎǎŀƎŜ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ōŀǊƻƴΩǎ ƭŜǘǘŜǊΦ IŜ ǎŀȅǎΥ 

ά[ŀǎǘ ƳƻƴǘƘ L ƳŜǘ ŀ wǳǎǎƛŀƴ ŜȄǇƭƻǊŜǊΣ bƛŎƘƻƭŀǎ wƻŜǊƛŎƘΣ who is travelling through 

Central Asia with his wife and son and a rather large and heavily-armed entourage. I was 

fortunate to have met Roerich twenty-five years ago when I resided in Turkey; it was only a 

passing meeting between two young men but I noticed his spirituality and potential. He 

had recently graduated from the Imperial Academy of Art in St. Petersburg and had quickly 

become an esteemed painter. We detected our mutual interest in the Orient and esoteric 

secrets and it was a pity that there was no time to cement our friendship. I was moved to 

tears to realize that Roerich remembered me well. We met in Punjab: earlier this spring I 

began my own journey towards Tibet. Some recent news that had reached me was so 
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incredible and fascinating that I decided to investigate on my own. I cannot go into details 

yet, but should this venture prove successful, it will be a turning point in history.  

As I reached Punjab after a journey of 2000 kilometres, I decided to rest for a week, 

before proceding towards Tibet. I soon learnt that an American expedition was expected 

to arrive in a week or two, and to my surprise I found it was led by Roerich. I decided to 

wait for his group, hoping to perhaps join him on his quest. His team arrived in April: there 

were Roerich, his wife, his son and six of his friends, accompanied by some Americans the 

likes of whom I have only seen in the Western films from Hollywood. Roerich was 

apparently glad to see me, even though no immediate invitation to join his group followed. 

I had spent some time and money in Punjab and found out that his expedition would lead 

him to Kashmir, and Ladakh. I was hoping that once he asked about my own journey and 

found this would overlap with his, he would suggest we join forces. 

wƻŜǊƛŎƘΩǎ ǿƛŦŜ 9ƭŜƴŀ is a successful medium. Some years ago she began receiving 

spiritual messages from an ancient entity who called itself the Master of the Great White 

Brotherhood. I have heard of this Brotherhood before: they are the spiritual leaders of 

Shambhala, the mysterious hidden kingdom of a thousand names. The messages were 

addressed to Roerich, who in some way was instrumental in fulfilling some hidden plan. 

The Roerichs were very careful not to divulge more than was necessary. The expedition 

was officially nothing ƳƻǊŜ ǘƘŀƴ ŀƴ ŀǊǘƛǎǘΩǎ ǇŜǊǎƻƴŀƭ ǘǊƛǇ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ǎǇƛǊƛǘǳŀƭ ǊŜŎǊŜŀǘƛƻƴ ƻŦ 

himself and his friends; yet it was obvious that there was a secret agenda. I learnt that 

Roerich, who emigrated to the United States after the Russian Revolution, was an 

esteemed member of the League of Nations. Judging from the almost militant appearance 

of the entourage, it was clear that he was on some mission on behalf of the League.  

I instantly found a common language with Madame Roerich, recounting my own 

experiences in Eastern mysticism. She was especially interested to hear about Maria and 

her messages. Nevertheless, she had her own standpoint: according to her, the messages 

of that sort arrive not from outer space, but from the inner, i.e. from the subterranean 

world, much as described by Bulwer-Lytton in his book. She told me of incredible evidence 

she has gathered over the years, about the first settlement on the Earth by the inhabitants 

of a distant galaxy. She was very interested when I mentioned Aldebaran as the origin of 

the messages; clearly she knew more than she wished to divulge at that time. But our 

ŎƻǊŘƛŀƭ ŎƻƴǾŜǊǎŀǘƛƻƴǎ ǎŜǊǾŜŘ ǘƘŜƛǊ ǇǳǊǇƻǎŜ ŀƴŘΣ ƻōǾƛƻǳǎƭȅ ƻǿƛƴƎ ǘƻ aŀŘŀƳŜ wƻŜǊƛŎƘΩǎ 
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ƛƴŦƭǳŜƴŎŜ ƻǾŜǊ ƘŜǊ ƘǳǎōŀƴŘΣ L Ŧƛƴŀƭƭȅ ǊŜŎŜƛǾŜŘ ŀƴ ƛƴǾƛǘŀǘƛƻƴ ǘƻ Ƨƻƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŜȄǇŜŘƛǘƛƻƴΦ LΩǾŜ 

travelled with Roerich for nearly three months now and the way everything seems to be 

pre-arranged on a governmental level, proves that his expedition is not a mere spiritual 

journey with some scientific and artistic overtones.   

I also noticed that among his possessions, one crate is always guarded by two armed 

thugs. However much I have tried to find out something about the contents, nothing has 

ever been revealed to me. I have become convinced that for the crate to reach Tibet is the 

objective of his expedition.  

I pondered a great deal about the seemingly non-efficient route he had chosen: instead 

of taking the short way east, he travelled north-east, more than a thousand kilometres to 

Xinjiang in China, reaching Mongolia. I was very careful not to intrude on his private 

affairs and after a month I had become an accepted member of his team.  

A most amazing occurrence that prompted me to compose this letter happened 

yesterday. We had set up camp in the Shara-gol valley in Southern Mongolia. Roerich built 

a small ritual shrine and our Mongolian carriers and guides joined us in worship.  

One of them suddenly noticed a large black bird circling ominously in the sky above us. 

It was considered a bad omen and protective prayers were chanted. The next instant we 

saw something incredible: far above the bird, in the cloudless sky, there was a golden 

sphere-shaped orb, hanging there motionless like a smaller version of the moon. At first 

we thought it must have been an optical illusion, but even though the height of the sphere 

must have been great, it was without any doubt not a natural object.  

The orb was so directly above us that it seemed to have been watching us and our 

ceremony. Indeed, we had only gasped in astonishment for a few minutes, when the object 

shot from its position in the sky at incredible speed and disappeared beyond the Humboldt 

Mountains. It was quite clear that it was made of some kind of metal. 

A Buriat lama, who was accompanying us, became very excited and exclaimed 

something that produced great rejoicing among the locals. The only word I was able to 

ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘŀƴŘΣ ǿŀǎ Ψ{ƘŀƳōƘŀƭŀΩΦ  

Later on, by bribing one of the interpreters, it was whispered to me that the lama had 

told Roerich these golden flying objects are the aircraft of the Great Kingdom of 

Shambhala, the direction of their flight showing the way to the underground world. The 

interpreter then added what the Lama had said:  
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ά¢ƘŜȅ ŀǊŜ ƻōǎŜǊǾƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ƳƻǾŜƳŜƴǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ {ǘƻƴŜΦέ  

However I questioned him, the simple interpreter had no idea what the Stone under 

question was. Yet I am now confident that something of great secrecy and importance is 

being carried out by Roerich.   

As of now, I am still unclear about his mission. Even though he is fiercely against the 

ƎƻŘƭŜǎǎ .ƻƭǎƘŜǾƛƪ ǊǳƭŜΣ ƘŜ ǎǘƛƭƭ ƘŀǎƴΩt severed his ties with the motherland and the new 

ƎƻǾŜǊƴƳŜƴǘΦ LΩǾŜ ǎǳŎŎŜǎǎŦǳƭƭȅ ƘƛŘŘŜƴ ǘƘŜ ŦŀŎǘ ǘƘŀǘ L ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ǾŜǊȅ ōŀǎƛŎ ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘŀƴŘƛƴƎ ƻŦ 

wǳǎǎƛŀƴΣ ǘƘǳǎ L ƘŀǾŜ ƻŎŎŀǎƛƻƴŀƭƭȅ ƻǾŜǊƘŜŀǊŘ ōƛǘǎ ƻŦ ŎƻƴǾŜǊǎŀǘƛƻƴΦ Ψ¢ƘŜ .ƛƎ tƭŀƴΩ ƛǎ ƻŦǘŜƴ 

mentioned.  

Also, Roerich, who is obsessed with Shambhala, is planning to move north-west. This 

strikes me as extremely bizarre, since this is quite the opposite direction from what the 

flying object, the air-ŎǊŀŦǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ DǊŜŀǘ YƛƴƎŘƻƳΩǎ ƻōǎŜǊǾŜǊǎΣ ƛƴŘƛŎŀǘŜŘΦ L ǎƘŀƭƭ ƪŜŜǇ ȅƻǳ 

informed about the future routes and hopefully, when a meeting can be arranged, I can 

ŘƛǾǳƭƎŜ ƴƻǘ ƻƴƭȅ Ƴȅ ǎŜŎǊŜǘ ǘƘŀǘ Ŏŀƴƴƻǘ ōŜ ǘƻƭŘ ƛƴ ŀ ƭŜǘǘŜǊΣ ōǳǘ ŀƭǎƻ ǘƘŜ ǎŜŎǊŜǘ ƻŦ wƻŜǊƛŎƘΩǎ 

ǎǘǊŀƴƎŜ ŜȄǇŜŘƛǘƛƻƴ ǘƻ {ƘŀƳōƘŀƭŀΦέ 

The letter had created a dreamlike atmosphere which had engulfed the members of 

the small gathering like incense. The general folded the letter and scanned the attendants.  

ά¢ƘŜ ōŀǊƻƴ ƛǎ ƴƻǘ ǘƻ ōŜ ƳŜƴǘƛƻƴŜŘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŎƻƳǇŀƴȅ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǇŀǊǘȅ ƻŦŦƛŎƛŀƭǎΣέ ƘŜ ǳǊƎŜŘΦ  

Maria had witnessed Himmler and Hess showing signs of disfavour at von 

{ŜōƻǘǘŜƴŘƻǊŦΩǎ ƴŀƳŜΣ ǎƛƴŎŜ ǘƘŜ ōŀǊƻƴΩǎ ǎŜƭŦ-imposed exile was still considered a 

confession of his guilt in the death of the prominent Thule members seven years earlier.  

ά.ŀǊƻƴ Ǿƻƴ {ŜōƻǘǘŜƴŘƻǊŦ ƘŀǎƴΩǘ ŦƻǊƎƻǘǘŜƴ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎΣ ƴƻǊ ƛǎ ƘŜ ŜǎŎŀǇƛƴƎ ǊŜǎǇƻƴǎƛōƛƭƛǘȅΣέ 

General Haushofer rationalized, even though there were no enemies of the baron present. 

άIŜ ƛǎ ǿƘŜǊŜ ƘŜ ƛǎ ƴŜŜŘŜŘ ƳƻǎǘΦέ 

There was supposed to be a meeting with Hedin in September, before the start of the 

expedition, but for unclear reason this was postponed ς as was the whole trip. Maria, by 

then unwaveringly eager to explore both the mysteries of this ancient region and her own 

spiritual capacities, was disappointed but turned her frustration into even more 

conscientious studies of the Orient. She was often joined by Sigrun and other ladies of the 

Vril, who had also become keen to discuss the secrets of Asia.  

Their number had grown. Subconsciously eager to replace Hella, General Haushofer 

had recommended a girl named Gerti, who was brilliant with finances and who became 
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their treasurer. Through Sigrun, another girl, Elke, had been introduced to the group, 

whereas Traute, now a certified engineer, brought along a woman named Ida. The two 

were very different. Elke was young and ostensibly into clairvoyance, with a specific talent 

to see into the past rather than the future. Quite predictably, this endeared her to 

Himmler, who was in a constant search for his previous incarnations. Ida on the other 

hand seemed very cold and rational, being a chemist and a friend of Doctor Schumann as 

ǿŜƭƭ ŀǎ ƻŦ ōƻǘƘ {ŎƘǊǀŘƛƴƎŜǊ ŀƴŘ IŜƛǎŜƴōŜǊƎΦ ¸Ŝǘ ƘŜǊ ŀǇǇǊƻŀŎƘ ǘƻ ƘŜǊ ŎƘƻǎŜƴ ǎǳōƧŜŎǘ 

seemed to be such as could have earned her the title of sorceress in previous centuries.  

{ƘŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ƻŦŦƛŎƛŀƭƭȅ ŀ ƳŜƳōŜǊ ƻf the group but said that it was the one company where 

she could profess to ōŜƛƴƎ ƳƻǊŜ ŀƴ ŀƭŎƘŜƳƛǎǘ ǘƘŀƴ ŀ ŎƘŜƳƛǎǘΦ .ƻǘƘ {ŎƘǊǀŘƛƴƎŜǊ ŀƴŘ 

Heisenberg were still close to her, trying in vain to explain their ground-breaking theories 

that had brought them fame ŀƴŘ ǿƘƛŎƘ ǘƘŜȅ ƪŜǇǘ ƻƴ ƛƴǎƛǎǘƛƴƎ ǿŜǊŜ ōŀǎŜŘ ƻƴ aŀǊƛŀΩǎ 

purported equations and her visions. Maria never understood any of it nor saw the 

connection to her.  

Doctor Schumann, in close cooperation with Traute and with some assistance from Ida, 

was still struggling with the magnetic levitator drive. The technology produced a device 

that was capable of vertical take-off; yet aside from that spectacular effect, of very little 

ŜƭǎŜΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎ ƻōǾƛƻǳǎ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜȅ ŜȄǇŜŎǘŜŘ aŀǊƛŀΩǎ ¢ƛōŜǘŀƴ ŜȄǇŜǊƛŜƴŎŜ ǘƻ ƻǇŜƴ ǳǇ ŎƘŀƴƴŜƭǎ of 

information which would enable them to harness or at least understand the energy that, 

after years, was still barely at a conceptual level.  

After almost ten years, Maria read The Coming Race again. This time, after having 

learnt so much more about the Orient, she understood it better. She was able to discern 

the difference between fictional narrative and the facts which were carefully hidden in the 

book. Together with the works by Ossendowski, Saint-Yves, David-Neel and others, the 

book became a valuable piece in a mosaic of shattered and well hidden truth, which 

needed to be picked up and rearranged so that a magnificent picture would emerge.  

Autumn had turned to winter when a letter from Hedin arrived. General Haushofer 

invited everyone connected with the project to the hotel Vier Jahreszeiten for a briefing. 

Maria knew most of the dozen or so people who attended, aside from three scientists 

from Berlin, who were doing work for German Luft Hansa. Himmler and Hess were there, 

ōǳǘ ǿƛǘƘƻǳǘ DǀǊƛƴƎΥ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ a public secret that the former flying ace had become 

dependent on morphine and had been committed to [ňƴƎōǊƻ ŀǎȅƭǳƳ ōȅ ǘƘŜ ŦŀƳƛƭȅ ƻŦ Ƙƛǎ 
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ǿƛŦŜΦ IƛǘƭŜǊΣ ǿƘƻƳ aŀǊƛŀ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ǎŜŜƴ ŦƻǊ ƻǾŜǊ ŀ ȅŜŀǊΣ ƘŀŘ ǎŜƴǘ Ƙƛǎ ƎǊŜŜǘƛƴƎǎ ōǳǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ 

attend.  

Instead of reading the letter from Hedin, General Haushofer, in his own words, told the 

team about the proposed schedule of the expedition. It was designed to be on a much 

larger scale than Maria had envisioned, consisting of a series of different campaigns. The 

team of almost fifty members was to gather in January, in Peking, from whence different 

parties, conducting work in different fields and following separate routes, were to be 

dispatched to various destinations. Hedin, overseeing the whole vast project, was to join 

with some of the teams over a long period of time, leaving the Germans mostly to their 

own business. The topographers, meteorologists and others directly responsible for 

charting the region for Luft Hansa were to be provided with all necessary assistance, but 

otherwise left to themselves. Maria learnt that there were even more experts on the 

ǇŀȅǊƻƭƭ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŀǾƛŀǘƛƻƴ ŎƻƳǇŀƴȅΣ ōǳǘ ǎƛƴŎŜ ǘƘŜȅ ǿŜǊŜƴΩǘ ŘƛǊŜŎǘƭȅ ƛƴǾƻƭǾŜŘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ¢ƘǳƭŜ ǎǳō-

project, those scientists had not been invited to the Society meeting. 

ά²Ƙȅ ŘƻƴΩǘ ȅƻǳ ǊŜŀŘ ǳǎ ǘƘŜ ƭŜǘǘŜǊΣ ƎŜƴŜǊŀƭΚέ IŜǎǎ ŀǎƪŜŘΣ ŀŦǘŜǊ ǘƘŜ ǳƴŘŜǊǘŀƪƛƴƎ ƘŀŘ 

been sufficiently outlined. 

The general gave a sigh. 

ά{ǾŜƴ ƛǎ ŀ ŘƛŦŦƛŎǳƭǘ Ƴŀƴ ŀƴŘ ȅƻǳ ƳƛƎƘǘ ƴƻǘ ŀǇǇǊŜŎƛŀǘŜ Ƙƛǎ ǘƻƴŜΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ ²ƛǘƘƻǳǘ 

elaborating on that statement, he unfolded the letter and began reading it.  

Indeed, the reason why the general had been reluctant to begin the meeting with 

reciting the letter soon became evident. 

The project was designed to be a close cooperation between Swedish, Chinese and 

German units; yet it was uncomfortably apparent that Hedin would have preferred to 

work exclusively with the Chinese team and the German one was only included on the 

merits of its dowry. Even though the duration of the whole expedition was projected to be 

at least seven years, it was made clear that the Germans were not expected to outstay 

their welcome ς in other words, nothing much seemed to be expected from them or 

would be permitted to them. 

Himmler was once again furious, bursting into another speech about the superior 

state-funded expeditions of the near future. But even he knew that such an undertaking 

ǿŀǎƴΩǘ currently feasible without the funds of a prosperous country and the know-how of 

one of the most experienced explorer in the world. So he changed his tone and began to 
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prŀƛǎŜ ǘƘŜ Ψ¢ƘǳƭŜ ǘŜŀƳΩΣ ǿƘƻ ǿŜǊŜ ǘƻ ƻǇŜƴ ƴŜǿ ŀǾŜƴǳŜǎ ƛƴǘƻ ǎŎƛŜƴŎŜΣ ƘƛǎǘƻǊȅ ŀƴŘ ƴŀǘƛƻƴŀƭ 

pride.  

General Haushofer sat through the eulogy patiently, almost as if dozing. When Himmler 

had finished, he looked up as if ƘŜ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ƘŜŀǊŘ ŀ ǎƛƴƎƭŜ ǿƻǊŘ ƻŦ ƛǘ. 

ά²ŜƭƭΣ ƎƻƻŘ ƭǳŎƪ ǘƘŜƴΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter XVI: Munich - Tehran - Kabul, 1927 

 

 

The excitement that takes one over during the period of preparations for a long trip 

ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ǘƘŀǘ aŀǊƛŀ ǿŀǎ ŦŀƳƛƭƛŀǊ ǿƛǘƘΦ {ƘŜ ƘŀŘ ƻƴƭȅ ǘǊŀǾŜƭƭŜŘ ƛƴǎƛŘŜ DŜǊƳŀƴȅ ŀƴŘ 

the Austro-Hungarian Empire ς a trip to Zagreb with her father when she was a mere 

child; school trips to Budapest and Prague when she was sixteen. A short day trip with 

Princess Franziska from her villa in Konstanz to the other side of the Swiss border - to the 

beach promenade in Kreuzlingen - ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ŀ ƧƻǳǊƴŜȅΦ  

All of a sudden she was planning to cover endless miles in countries where people 

ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǎǇŜŀƪ DŜǊƳŀƴΣ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŘǊƛǾŜ ǘƘŜ ƭŀǘŜǎǘ ŎŀǊǎ ƻǊ ƭƻƻƪ ǘƻǿŀǊŘǎ tŀǊƛǎ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜƛǊ ƛƴǎǇƛǊŀǘƛƻƴ 

in clothing. Was she able to go through with this?  

She took up riding even more rigorously; no longer content with trotting in sunlit parks, 

she began serious outdoor training. She often visited the Munich Zoo, observing the exotic 

animals, trying to bond with them. She dreamt of mountains and vast deserts, and often, 

when she woke in the middle of the night, she felt the sand grinding between her teeth.  

As fascinating as these dreams were, they always left a rush of anxiety vibrating in her, 

as she lay half-awake in her bed. It was easy to return to the safety of reality after a 

feverish dream that was brief and electrifying like a ride on a roller coaster; it would be 

quite different to experience the same anxiety when waking from a dream and 

discovering that the reality is only an extension of a dream, with no alternative or escape.  
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[ǳŎƪƛƭȅ ǘƘŜ DŜǊƳŀƴ ΨǘŜŀƳ ƻŦ ǘƻǳǊƛǎǘǎΩΣ ŀǎ IŜŘƛƴ ƘŀŘ ǊŜŦŜǊǊŜŘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜƳ ƛƴ ŀ ƭŜǘǘŜǊ ǘƻ 

DŜƴŜǊŀƭ IŀǳǎƘƻŦŜǊ ƛƴ bƻǾŜƳōŜǊΣ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŎƻƴǎƛŘŜǊŜŘ ǿƻǊǘƘȅ ŜƴƻǳƎƘ ǘƻ ƳŜŜǘ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ǊŜǎǘ 

of the expedition in Baotou, China. Instead, Hedin, en route to the rendezvous point, had 

arranged for the Germans to begin their expedition closer to home. They were to meet in 

January, in Tehran and proceed from there via Kabul and Rawapindi to Ngari Prefecture in 

Tibet. It was as far as the railway was able to take them. 

A celebration for the arrival of the New Year, generously funded by the Thule Society, 

was held at Hotel Vier Jahreszeiten in Munich. As the departure of the brave explorers was 

scheduled for the third of JŀƴǳŀǊȅΣ ŜǾŜǊȅǘƘƛƴƎ ǊŜǾƻƭǾŜŘ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ǘƘŜƳΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŀƴ 

unpleasant situation, even though for Maria it was marred by anxiety about not living up 

ǘƻ ŜǾŜǊȅƻƴŜΩǎ ŜȄǇŜŎǘŀǘƛƻƴǎΦ ¢Ƙƛǎ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŀ ǇƭŜŀǎǳǊŜ ǘǊƛǇΥ ŎƻƴŎǊŜǘŜ ǊŜǎǳƭǘǎ ǿŜǊŜ ǊŜǉǳƛǊŜŘΦ 

Priority number one was to locate previously unknown swastikas in Northern Indian and 

Tibetan monasteries, thus creating the historical consistency that Himmler and Rosenberg 

needed to lend substance to their theories. The young Georg, an eager photographer, was 

provided with the best Leica camera and assigned as the chronicler of the expedition. 

Maria was urged to employ all her mental and spiritual powers to locate energy vortexes 

that could signify the vicinity of entrances to the inner Earth. Shambhala was mentioned 

as a spiritual and poetical symbol of Tibetan mysticism; nevertheless it was clear that 

most of the attendants took the legends of the underground kingdom very seriously and 

some would have laid down their lives for the keys to it.  

As a special treat, the Society had arranged tickets for the Orient Express, which arrived 

in Munich via Strasbourg from Paris on a cold day in January. Seeing the team off was a 

large team of Thulists. The ladies of the Vril were in tears. It was uncertain whether they 

would meet again in eight months, a year, or perhaps ever again. Maria had never seen 

such a beautiful train. She shared her compartment with an old lady who was on her way 

to Vienna. They had a nice chat about nothing in particular; then the lady wished to take a 

nap and Maria went to have dinner with the gentlemen, who had been billeted in couples. 

Albrecht Haushofer was sharing a compartment with a geographer called Mayer; two 

other compartments ǿŜǊŜ ƻŎŎǳǇƛŜŘ ōȅ ŦƻǳǊ ǎŎƛŜƴǘƛǎǘǎ ǿƘƻǎŜ ƴŀƳŜǎ aŀǊƛŀ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿΤ 

and Theodor Illion was bunking with young Georg. They had dinner in the dining carriage 

where the team members with their light or khaki suits caused a pleasant stir. In the early 

evening the old lady bade Maria goodbye and left the compartment all for her personal 
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use ς ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎ ŀǎǎǳǊŜŘ ōȅ ǘƘŜ ǎǘŜǿŀǊŘ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƘŜ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ōŜ ōƻǘƘŜǊŜŘ ǳƴǘƛƭ ǘƘŜ ǘǊŀƛƴ 

reached Constantinople.  

She spent a most relaxing night on the train, which reminded her of her last trip ς from 

Konstanz to Munich, almost eight years ago. It was strange that during all this time she 

ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ƳŜǘ ǘƘŜ ǇǊƛƴŎŜǎǎ again once. They had corresponded and the princess had often 

made promises either to come to Munich or to invite Maria to one or other of her 

residences, but somehow nothing came of it and as the years pasǎŜŘΣ aŀǊƛŀΩǎ ƳŜƳƻǊȅ ƻŦ 

the intense and disturbing summer of 1919 was fading into a vision that was too painful to 

be cherished but too haunting to be forgotten.  

The second day was spent watching the scenery. Maria met the group over breakfast 

and lunch, but saw little of them in between. She did some reading and a good deal of 

thinking, lying on her  couch in the compartment, as the view ς the little she saw from the 

window coated in frost ς presented a monotonous vista of different shades of white and 

nothing else. Another night followed.  

Maria had decided to wake early in order to catch a view of Bucharest, where she had 

never been before. A steward knocked on her door at half past seven, announcing that the 

train would be in the Romanian capital in about half an hour. By then, Maria was already 

dressed, because she was getting impatient after her day of confinement and wanted to 

get some fresh air.  

She had, perhaps naively, expected Bucharest to be a much warmer, almost southern 

location; in fact it was colder than it had been in Munich. Maria stepped out onto the 

platform and asked a steward how long the train would be stopping. As there was no 

ǇŀǊǘƛŎǳƭŀǊ ƘǳǊǊȅΣ ǎƘŜ ŘŜŎƛŘŜŘ ǘƻ Ŧƻƭƭƻǿ ǘƘŜ ǘǊŀƛƭ ƻŦ ŀƴ ŀǊƻƳŀ ǘƘŀǘ ŎŀƳŜ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ŎŀŦŞ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ 

Gara de Nord. Prudently, she had exchanged money for every possible currency she might 

need during the trip. She admired the exotic architectural details of the massive train 

station and the fascinating clothing of its patrons, rich in national motifs.  

Feeling refreshed by a cup of coffee and a local pastry that she had been adventurous 

enough to try, Maria walked back towards the platform of the Orient Express. There were 

some passengers who had stepped out to stretch their legs, but most of the windows 

were dark. As she walked towards her carriage, she became aware of an agitated 

discussion that was being held between two stewards and two gentlemen. Angry words in 

English caught her ear. One of the men was most definitely an American ς she had seen 
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only a few before, but this one resembled a hero from the moving pictures. He was 

wearing a holster with a revolver and a hat a bit like that of a cowboy. Any other man 

wearing such regalia might have appeared like a silver screen actor ς slightly out of place 

and laughable in real life ς but it was evident to Maria that this imposing figure was to be 

taken seriously. 

To her surprise, she noticed that the other man was Theodor Illion, who had obviously 

been awakened by the vain attempts of the American to have a conversation with the 

stewards, who were fluent in German and French, but much less so in English. Illion was 

standing with a perplexed expression, trying to be an interpreter, or rather an arbitrator, 

between the incensed American and the stewards.  

Maria stepped closer aƴŘ ŜȄŎƘŀƴƎŜŘ ŀ ƴƻŘ ǿƛǘƘ Lƭƭƛƻƴ ǿƘƻ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǎŜŜƳ ǘƻ ōŜ Ŧǳƭƭȅ 

awake yet.  

ά¢ƘŜ ƎŜƴǘƭŜƳŀƴ ƛǎ ŀŘŀƳŀƴǘ ƘŜ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ƻƴ ƻǳǊ ǘǊŀƛƴΣέ ƘŜ ǎǳƳƳŜŘ ǳǇ ǘƘŜ ŎƻƳƳƻǘƛƻƴΦ  

ά.ǳǘ ǘƘŜǊŜ ŀǊŜ ƴƻ ŦǊŜŜ ŎƻƳǇŀǊǘƳŜƴǘǎΣέ ŀŘŘŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǎǘŜǿŀǊŘ ǿƘƻ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŜƴƎŀƎŜŘ ƛƴ 

actual dispute but was remaining there out of loyalty to his colleague and the train 

company. 

άLǎƴΩǘ ǘƘŜǊŜ ŀ ǎƛƴƎƭŜ ƎŜƴǘƭŜƳŀƴ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǘǊŀƛƴ ǿƘƻ ǿƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ǿƛƭƭƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǎƘŀǊŜ Ƙƛǎ 

accomodationΚέ aŀǊƛŀ ŀǎƪŜŘ ǿƘŜƴ ǘƘŜ ŎƘƛŜŦ ǎǘŜǿŀǊŘ ƘŀŘ ŦŀƭƭŜƴ ǎƛƭŜƴǘ ŀƴŘ Lƭƭƛƻƴ ƘŀŘ 

begun translating the obvious to the American.  

ά¢ƘŜǊŜ ŀǊŜ ŀ ŦŜǿΣέ ǘƘŜ ƻǘƘŜǊ ǎǘŜǿŀǊŘ ǎŀƛŘΣ άōǳǘ ǿŜ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ŘǊŜŀƳ ƻŦ ŘƛǎǘǳǊōƛƴƎ ǘƘŜƳ 

with such requestsΤ ƴƻǘ ŀǘ ǘƘƛǎ ƘƻǳǊΦέ 

Maria scrutinized the American, who was tall and had a scholarly profile. 

άIŜǊǊ LƭƭƛƻƴΣέ ǎƘŜ ǇǳƭƭŜŘ ƘŜǊ Ŏƻ-tǊŀǾŜƭƭŜǊǎ ǎƭŜŜǾŜΦ άLΩƳ ǎǳǊŜ ȅƻǳ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƭƻǾŜ ǘƻ ǎƘŀǊŜ ȅƻǳǊ 

compartment with a fellow English-ǎǇŜŀƪŜǊΦέ 

άLƴŘŜŜŘΣέ Lƭƭƛƻƴ ǎŀƛŘΣ άōǳǘ ŀǊŜƴΩǘ ȅƻǳ ŦƻǊƎŜǘǘƛƴƎ ŀōƻǳǘ DŜƻǊƎΚ IŜΩǎ ȅƻǳƴƎ ōǳǘ ōȅ ƴƻ 

ƳŜŀƴǎ ǎƳŀƭƭ ŜƴƻǳƎƘ ǘƻ ōŜ ǎƘƻǾŜŘ ǳƴŘŜǊ ǘƘŜ ōǳƴƪΦέ  

ά²Ƙŀǘ L ƘŀŘ ƛƴ ƳƛƴŘΣέ aŀǊƛŀ ǎŀƛŘΣ ŎƘƻƻǎƛƴƎ ƘŜǊ ǿƻǊŘǎΣ άǿŀǎ ǘƘŀǘ ǇŜǊƘŀǇǎ DŜƻǊƎ ŎƻǳƭŘ 

stay in my compartment ǿƘƛƭŜ ȅƻǳ Ƙƻǎǘ ǘƘŜ !ƳŜǊƛŎŀƴ ƎŜƴǘƭŜƳŀƴΦέ 

ά!ǊŜ ȅƻǳ ǎǳǊŜ ǘƘƛǎ ŀǊǊŀƴƎŜƳŜƴǘ ǿƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ǇǊƻǇŜǊΚέ ǘƘŜ ǎǘŜǿŀǊŘ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ 

ά²ƘŀǘΩǎ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΚέ ǘƘŜ !ƳŜǊƛŎŀƴ ŀǎƪŜŘ LƭƭƛƻƴΦ 

άhƘ ȅŜǎΣέ aŀǊƛŀ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘΦ ά!ŦǘŜǊ ŀƭƭΣ ǿŜ ŀǊŜ ƻƴŜ ǘŜŀƳ ŀƴŘ DŜƻǊƎ ƛǎ ƭƛƪŜ ŀ ȅƻǳƴƎŜǊ ōǊƻǘƘŜǊ 

ǘƻ ƳŜΦ !ƴŘ ōȅ ǘƻƳƻǊǊƻǿ ƳƻǊƴƛƴƎΣ ǿŜΩƭƭ ŀƭƭ ōŜ ƛƴ /ƻƴǎǘŀƴǘƛƴƻǇƭŜΦέ 
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Illion explained the proposed procedure to the American, who now, in his turn, 

scrutinized Maria unflatteringly briefly, then lifted his hat slightly in acknowledgment and 

proceeded to pay for his fare.  

ά/ŀƴ ȅƻǳ ǿŀƪŜ ǘƘŜ ǇŀǎǎŜƴƎŜǊ ŀǘ ƴǳƳōŜǊ ŦƛǾŜ ŀƴŘ ƭŜǘ ƘƛƳ ƪƴƻǿ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ 

ŀǊǊŀƴƎŜƳŜƴǘΣέ Lƭƭƛƻƴ ƛƴǎǘǊǳŎǘŜŘ ǘƘŜ ȅƻǳƴƎŜǊ ǎǘŜǿŀǊŘ ǿƘƻ ōƻǿŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ƘŜŀŘ ŀƴŘ ŘƛǎŀǇǇŜŀǊŜŘ 

into the train. Maria left the gentlemen on the platform and stepped on board. In a couple 

of minutes a knock was heard. Georg, half dressed and looking like a sleepwalker who has 

no real understanding of his actions, entered the cabin with some of his hastily gathered 

belongings.  

άDƻ ƻƴΣ ƎŜǘ ǎƻƳŜ ǎƭŜŜǇΣέ aŀǊƛŀ ǎƳƛƭŜŘ ŀǘ ƘƛƳΦ άLǘ ǿƻƴΩǘ ōŜ ƭƛƎƘǘ ŦƻǊ ŀǘ ƭŜŀǎǘ ǘǿƻ ƳƻǊŜ 

ƘƻǳǊǎΦέ 

άLΧ L ŎƻǳƭŘ Ƨǳǎǘ ǎƛǘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŘƛƴƛƴƎ ŎŀǊΣέ ǘƘŜ ōƻȅ ƳǳƳōƭŜŘΦ  

ά5ƻƴΩǘ ƳŀƪŜ ŀ Ŧǳǎǎ ŀōƻǳǘ ƛǘΣέ aŀǊƛŀ ǎŀƛŘ ŀƴŘ ǇǳƭƭŜŘ ǘƘŜ ƭŜǾŜǊ ǘƘŀǘ ƭƻǿŜǊŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǳǇǇŜr 

ōǳƴƪΦ άLƴ ŀ ǿŜŜƪ ƻǊ ǘǿƻΣ ǿŜ ƳƛƎƘǘ ōŜ ǎƘŀǊƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ǎŀƳŜ ōƛǾƻǳŀŎ ς or perhaps even the 

ǎŀƳŜ ǎƭŜŜǇƛƴƎ ōŀƎΗέ 

This last remark, intended as an ice-breaker, apparently added to the tension the young 

man was buckling under as it was; but, after some fragmentary attempts at further 

apologizing and explaining, he climbed to the upper bunk and drew the curtains.  

aŀǊƛŀ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ǘƛǊŜŘΣ ŜǎǇŜŎƛŀƭƭȅ ŀŦǘŜǊ ŀ ŎǳǇ ƻŦ ǎǘǊƻƴƎ ŎƻŦŦŜŜΣ ōǳǘ ǎƛƴŎŜ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ŘŀǊƪ 

and she liked the hypnotic rhythm of the wheels, she decided to retire as well. It was a 

strange feeling, undressing in a tiny space that was shared by a male companion. The fact 

that Georg was merely a boy made it acceptable; the fact that he looked very mature for 

his age, and was soon to celebrate his eighteenth birthday, added a naughty sensation to 

the proceedings.  

aŀǊƛŀ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ Ŧŀƭƭ ŀǎƭŜŜǇΣ ŀƴŘ ǿƘŜƴ ǘƘŜ Ŧŀƛƴǘ ŘŀȅƭƛƎƘǘ ōŜƎŀƴ ǘƻ Ǉŀƛƴǘ ǘƘŜ ŦǊƻǎǘ ŦƭƻǿŜǊǎ 

with silver she decided to take breakfast in the dining car, thus giving Georg time to make 

himself decent and avoid another awkward moment.  

In the dining car, Illion and his new American friend were engaged in lively 

conversation. Upon seeing Maria, Illion beckoned her to their table with impatient 

gestures.  

άDǳŜǎǎ ǿƘŀǘΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ άaƛǎǘŜǊ /ƘŀǇƳŀƴ !ƴŘǊŜǿǎ ƛǎ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ ŀrchaeologist, exploring 

ǘƘŜ hǊƛŜƴǘΦέ 



 144 

Maria sat next to Illion. It was uncomfortable to have a discussion through an 

interpreter; therefore for some time she just sat, listened to the men talk, and tried to 

understand the discussion from their tone and body language.  

The American was perhaps forty years old and quite handsome in his way. Whenever 

he said something of immediate interest, Illion translated it for Maria, who expressed her 

interest, surprise or amusement by universally intelligible systems of sounds, gestures and 

mimic.   

hǘƘŜǊ ƎŜƴǘƭŜƳŜƴ ŀƴŘ DŜƻǊƎ ƧƻƛƴŜŘ ǘƘŜƳ ŘǳǊƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ŎƻǳǊǎŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŘŀȅΣ ŀƴŘ ƴƻǿ LƭƭƛƻƴΩǎ 

prowess as an interpreter was put to the test because everyone wanted to have a share in 

communicating with the American.  

Chapman Andrews wasƴΩǘ ǘƻƻ ǘŀƭƪŀǘƛǾŜ ǿƘŜƴ Ƙƛǎ ƻǿƴ ǇŜǊǎƻƴ ǿŀǎ ŘƛǎŎǳǎǎŜŘΤ ǿƘŜƴ 

archaeology or palaeontology became the topic, he opened up and exchanged opinions 

with enthusiasm. According to what was squeezed out of him, he was currently leading an 

expedition in Mongolia, but a necessity had arisen for him to be in Bucharest on a given 

date. He had managed to get there by making use of whatever transportation was 

available, from camels to private aeroplanes, and was now anxious to get back to 

Constantinople, where his own aeroplane had remained for maintenance and was waiting 

to take him further.  

When somebody ventured to ask whether his hat was that of a cowboy, Andrews 

ƻŦŦƘŀƴŘŜŘƭȅ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ Lƭƭƛƻƴ ǘƘŀǘ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ŀ ǊŀƴƎŜǊΩǎ Ƙŀǘ ǿƘƛŎƘ ƘŜ ŦƻǳƴŘ ǎǳƛǘŜŘ Ƙƛǎ 

lifestyle except when actually flying. 

Maria, who had still remained rather silent during the hours of conversation, at this 

point further taxed LƭƭƛƻƴΩǎ interpreting skills by asking an increasing number of questions 

about flying, air navigation, and the engine of Chapman AƴŘǊŜǿǎΩǎ ŀƛǊŎǊŀŦǘΣ ǿƘƛŎƘ ǘƻƻƪ ǘƘŜ 

explorer by surprise. Maria felt his whole attitude towards her change: she had been 

considered a pretty woman with a compassionate heart; now a gleam of respectful 

ƛƴǘŜǊŜǎǘ ōŜƎŀƴ ǘƻ ƎƭƛƳƳŜǊ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƳŀƴΩǎ ŜȅŜǎΦ 

The day was passed in a very pleasant mood. The appearance of the American proved 

to have a welcomingly binding effect on the whole group, who until then had never really 

taken the step towards what could be called friendship.  

When the short period of twilight ended as the train prepared to cross the border 

between Bulgaria and Turkey, some champagne was ordered to bid Europe farewell and 
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welcome Asia. Maria was careful with her liquor: she had realized the connection 

between her enjoying alcohol and waking alone ς not alone in the usual sense, but alone 

and hungry emotionally, after having given herself to men who had spoken words that 

had reached her ears as promises. When it came to understanding what a man said to a 

woman, alcohol was a bad interpreter.  

It was around ten in the evening, and Maria felt really tired. The early awakening 

combined with the lulling effect of the champagne and the pulsating rhythm of the wheels 

as the train dashed across the Turkish landscape, resulted in her having to force her eyes 

open even though the conversation around her was very captivating. She begged for 

forgiveness and left the gentlemen for her compartment. 

Next morning, she had chicken Ł ƭŀ ŎƘŀǎǎŜǳǊ for breakfast. The windows were no 

longer frost-covered, showing a view of a landscape that in its variety was a welcome 

change, signalling their arrival to the exotic world of the Orient. Some of the gentlemen 

were already there and greeted Maria. Illion again beckoned her to take a seat next to him 

ς a seat, which had obviously been held especially for her.  

Illion turned to her: 

άaƛǎǘŜǊ /ƘŀǇƳŀƴ !ƴŘǊŜǿǎ Ƙŀǎ ŀ ǇǊƻǇƻǎŀƭ ŦƻǊ ȅƻǳΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ his face aglow with the 

ƴƻǘƛƻƴ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ǇǊƛǾȅ ǘƻ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ƛƳǇƻǊǘŀƴǘ ŎƻƴŎŜǊƴƛƴƎ aŀǊƛŀΦ άIŜ ƛǎ ƻŦŦŜǊƛƴƎ ǘƻ Ŧƭȅ 

you from Constantinople to TehranΦέ  

Marias eyes widened. Chapman Andrews was observing her with a scowl, without a 

ǎƻǳƴŘ ƻǊ ŀ ƎŜǎǘǳǊŜΣ ŀǎ ƛŦ ǘƘƛǎ ƴƻǘƛƻƴ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ƻǊƛƎƛƴŀǘŜŘ ŦǊƻƳ ƘƛƳΦ  

The gentlemen around Maria seemed to be awaiting her response with considerable 

interest. 

 ά¢Ƙƛǎ ƛǎ ŀ ǘŜƳǇǘƛƴƎ ǎǳǊǇǊƛǎŜΣέ aŀǊƛŀ ǎǘŀǘŜŘΦ ά.ǳǘ L ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ōǊŜŀƪ ǳǇ ǘƘŜ ƎǊƻǳǇΣ ŎƻǳƭŘ 

LΚέ 

άLǘ ǿƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ƴƻ ǇǊƻōƭŜƳΣέ Lƭƭƛƻƴ ŜȄǇƭŀƛƴŜŘΦ ά²Ŝ will arrive in Tehran in a few more days; 

you would be saved from a long train trip ς and, ƳƛƴŘ ȅƻǳΣ ƛǘ ǿƻƴΩǘ ōŜ ǘƘŜ hǊƛŜƴǘ 9ȄǇǊŜǎǎΦ 

CǊƻƳ ƘŜǊŜ ƻƴΣ ƛǘΩǎ ¢ǳǊƪƛǎƘ wŀƛƭǿŀȅǎ ŀƴŘ ¢ǳǊƪƛǎƘ ǇŀǎǎŜƴƎŜǊǎΦ [ƻǘǎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜƳΦ {ƻƳŜ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜƛǊ 

ƭƛǾŜǎǘƻŎƪΦ tƭǳǎΣ ȅƻǳ ǿƛƭƭ ōŜ ŀŎŎƻƳƳƻŘŀǘŜŘ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ wƻȅŀƭ IƻǘŜƭΦέ 

ά²ŜƭƭΧέ aŀǊƛŀ ǎŜŀǊŎƘŜŘ ǘƘŜ ƎŜƴǘƭŜƳŜƴ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ƘŜǊ ŦƻǊ ŀǎǎƛǎǘŀƴŎŜΦ άLŦ ǘƘƛǎ ƛǎ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ǿƘŀǘ 

Mr Chapman AndǊŜǿǎ ǿƛǎƘŜǎΧέ 



 146 

¢ƘŜ !ƳŜǊƛŎŀƴ ǎǘƛƭƭ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ƳƻǾŜŘΣ ƴƻǊ ōƭƛƴƪŜŘΥ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜ ǎǘŀǊŜ ƻŦ ŀ ōŜŀǎǘ ƻŦ ǇǊŜȅΣ ŀǎ ƛǘ 

observes a tasty mouthful approaching.  

άLǘΩǎ ǎŜǘǘƭŜŘ ǘƘŜƴΣέ Lƭƭƛƻƴ ǎŀƛŘ ŀƴŘ ŎƻƴǾŜȅŜŘ aŀǊƛŀΩǎ ŀƎǊŜŜƳŜƴǘ ǘƻ /ƘŀǇƳŀƴ !ƴŘǊŜǿǎΦ  

For the first time, the American smiled at her  

Constantinople was quite faithful ǘƻ aŀǊƛŀΩǎ image of it, based on picture postcards, 

books and a popular film she had seen. The multitude of aromas enchanted her; she could 

only imagine what the city would smell like in the summer.  

It ǿŀǎ ŀƎǊŜŜŘ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜ ƎŜƴǘƭŜƳŜƴ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǘŜŀƳ ǿƻǳƭŘ ǘŀƪŜ ŎŀǊŜ ƻŦ aŀǊƛŀΩǎ ƭǳƎƎŀƎŜΣ ŀǎ 

ǘƘŜ ōƛǇƭŀƴŜ ǘƘŀǘ /ƘŀǇƳŀƴ !ƴŘǊŜǿǎ ǇƛƭƻǘŜŘ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ǊƻƻƳ ŦƻǊ ƳǳŎƘΦ IŜ ƘƛƳǎŜƭŦ ƘŀŘ 

arrived in Bucharest with his two hands in his pockets and expected Maria to join him 

likewise.  

For the change of trains, Chapman Andrews helped Maria to have her luggage 

transported to one which was indeed of much lower standards than the beautiful Orient 

Express. The morning air was soft and warm; it was impossible to tell whether spring was 

already arriving or autumn refusing to end. She was advised to take her winter clothing as 

the temperature up in the air was much lower, so she had her fur coat folded over her arm 

as Chapman Andrews hailed a taxi and gave instructions ς in Turkish ς to the driver.  

At an airfield, an Avro 504 K biplane was waiting for them. It had obviously suffered 

some damage during its last flight, as Chapman Andrews was circling it many times, 

observing the left landing gear and aileron with special care. He was obviously pleased 

with the results of the repairs, as he commended the Turks and gave them some money. 

Lǘ ǿŀǎ ǎǘǊŀƴƎŜ ǘƘŀǘ ŀŦǘŜǊ ōŜƛƴƎ ŀ ŦǊƛŜƴŘ ƻŦ ǎǳŎƘ ŦƭȅƛƴƎ ƳŜƴ ŀǎ [ƻǘƘŀǊΣ IŜǎǎ ƻǊ DǀǊƛƴƎΣ 

and although she had, without conscious effort, picked up a good deal of information on 

the subject from their conversations with her, Maria had had neither the opportunity nor 

the wish to fly. Had any of them invited her, she probably would have accepted; yet no-

one ever did. Now, there was no backing out: she pretended to be calm and 

knowledgeable about the procedure of preparing for a flight. Fortunately the Turkish 

attendants were eager to help her with all the necessary steps, and one with a basic 

knowledge of German gave adequate answers to every question she asked.  

There was a slight problem with the leather cap she was supposed to wear: her long 

ǘǊŜǎǎŜǎ ǿŜǊŜ ǇƭŀƛǘŜŘ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ƘŜǊ ƘŜŀŘ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ŎŀǇ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŦƛǘΦ aŀǊƛŀ ƘŀŘ ǘƻ ƭŜǘ ƘŜǊ ƘŀƛǊ 

down and this was accompanied by sounds of admiration from the Turks and an 
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appreciative glance from Chapman Andrews. She fastened her braids under her belt and 

climbed into the well-like opening of the forward cockpit, to loud warnings from the Turks 

not to place a foot on the fabric between the wooden struts forming the framework of the 

wing. She put her coat as an extra cushion before lowering herself into the seat. 

/ƘŀǇƳŀƴ !ƴŘǊŜǿǎ ŎƭŀƳōŜǊŜŘ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŀŦǘ ŎƻŎƪǇƛǘΣ ȅŜƭƭŜŘΣ Ψ/ƻƴǘŀŎǘΗΩ ŀƴŘ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ 

attendants spun the propeller by hand ς which seemed a risky thing to do, because the 

propeller suddenly became a blur as the engine caught with a loud roar and emitting 

ŎƭƻǳŘǎ ƻŦ ǎƳƻƪŜΦ  !ŦǘŜǊ ǘƘŜ ŜƴƎƛƴŜ ƘŀŘ ǿŀǊƳŜŘ ǳǇΣ ŀ Ŏŀƭƭ ƻŦ Ψ/ƘƻŎƪǎ ŀǿŀȅΗΩ ŎŀƳŜ ŦǊƻƳ 

behind her, ropes were pulled to remove the triangles of wood from in front of the 

wheels, and they began taxiing. 

The first experience of seeing the ground suddenly receding beneath was 

unforgettable. Indeed, flying proved to be a fascinating experience, even though Maria 

was at first frightened by the harsh wind that slapped her face and the less-than-smooth 

initial climbing of the aeroplane. Once they had reached their flight altitude, peace rolled 

over her. Time appeared to have stopped; the aircraft seemed to be crawling across the 

sky like a snail, while the terrain beneath them moved barely noticeably.  

Even at altitude, though, there was occasional turbulence, and over some of the hilly or 

mountainous terrain she found her stomach pressing down or seeming as if it were trying 

to rise to her throat as they struck updraughts or airpockets. She supposed this was what 

made many people airsick, but fortunately she found she was suffering no ill-effects. 

The air became quite chill, and she was glad of the overlarge protective clothing she 

had been given.  She wished she had worn her coat instead of sitting on it, but decided it 

would be too risky to try and take it out from under her. 

She was interested to watch the constant small movements of the dual-control joystick 

in front of her, the rudder pedals at her feet, and the instrument indicators on the panel in 

front of her. She could tell that keeping on course required constant concentration, and 

wondered how the pilot could have time to navigate. That thought led her to the 

discovery of a set of flying maps in a pocket at the side of the cockpit, and she amused 

herself by trying to pick out landmarks. After nearly having a map blown away, she learnt 

to open them only a small section at a time. She also found a Thermos flask which was 

empty but which gave her an idea.  
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In three hours they landed in Aleppo for refuelling and Maria was amused to see that 

the minute Andrews shed his flying helmet, his characteristic hat appeared from some 

recess in his cockpit to replace it. After a visit to the primitive facilities, which were 

alongside a shed serving as a hanger which smelt overwhelmingly of the dope used to 

coat aircraft fabric, she unearthed another Thermos from the back cockpit. Then she 

mimed to Chapman Andrews that she could learn to hold the aircraft steady using her 

own joystick. 

He looked startled, but quickly arranged for both flasks to be filled with a hot drink. 

When they were again at a cruising altitude, he tapped her on the shoulder and she took 

hold of the stick. For some time she could feel firm movements as her mistakes were 

corrected from behind, but after quite a while these ceased and she glanced over her 

shoulder to see Chapman Andrews wearing a smile and with his hands resting on the 

sides of his cockpit. From then on, he let her take over at intervals while he helped himself 

to drinks or checked the flying maps.  

In three more hours they stopped again at Mosul. By the time they landed in Tehran, 

darkness was falling and they were taken to a small hotel near the airport where they 

spent the night in separate - and very small - rooms. Mashhad and Quala i Naw served as 

refuelling stops the next day, before the Avro landed in Kabul just before sunset. Chapman 

Andrews seemed to be an awaited guest there, as he had been at every airport or airfield 

along the route, with attendants rushing to serve him and taking care of the aeroplane 

just as valets would take care of the limousine of a valued guest at a luxury hotel. A car 

then took them to one: Royal Hotel was a magnificently spacious establishment, in an 

otherwise hectic town which seemed to be hastily sewn together from different materials 

ŀƴŘ ǎǘȅƭŜǎΦ ¢ƘŜ ŎǊƻǿŘǎΣ ǘƘŜ ƴƻƛǎŜǎ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǎƳŜƭƭǎ ƳŀŘŜ aŀǊƛŀ ŀƴȄƛƻǳǎΦ {ƘŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǊŜŀŘȅ 

for such a drastic change of environment.  

Chapman Andrews barely seemed to notice Maria, who was trotting behind him like a 

secretary, with her fur coat folded over her arm, feeling hot and dirty. She also felt 

somewhat forlorn, and the thought that there might be no-one in miles who could 

understood her filled her with unease.  

They walked through the hotel lobby, where a multitude of people were loitering, 

smoking, drinking and reading newspapers. Most of them appeared to be Europeans, 

which calmed Maria a little. The American approached the receptionist and asked 
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ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ƛƴ ŀ ƭŀƴƎǳŀƎŜ aŀǊƛŀ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘŀƴŘΦ ¢ƘŜ ǊŜŎeptionist pointed at someone in 

the lobby; Chapman Andrews turned around and looked in that direction, then looked at 

Maria and made an impatient beckoning gesture with his head.  

They stopped in front of an elderly gentleman, seated in a wicker arm chair at a small 

table on which a cigar was glowing in an ashtray. The men greeted each other in English, 

Chapman Andrews then turned to introduce Maria. 

άIƻǿ ŎƘŀǊƳƛƴƎΣέ ǘƘŜ ƎŜƴǘƭŜƳŀƴ ǎŀƛŘ ŀƴŘ ƪƛǎǎŜŘ ƘŜǊ ƘŀƴŘΦ ά¸ƻǳ ŀǊŜ DŜǊƳŀƴΚέ ƘŜ ǘƘŜƴ 

asked in German, with a soft accent. 

άNot precisely ς ōǳǘ ƛǘΩǎ ǿƻƴŘŜǊŦǳƭ ǘƻ ǎǇŜŀƪ ǘƻ ǎƻƳŜƻƴŜΗέ aŀǊƛŀ ǎƛƎƘŜŘΦ άL ƘŀǾŜƴΩǘ 

ǎǇƻƪŜƴ ŀ ǿƻǊŘ ǎƛƴŎŜ ǘƘŜ ŜŀǊƭȅ ƳƻǊƴƛƴƎΦέ 

ά²Ŝƭƭ ȅƻǳ Ƴŀȅ ǎǇŜŀƪ ƴƻǿΣέ ǘƘŜ Ƴŀƴ ǎŀƛŘΦ άtŜǊƳƛǘ ƳŜΥ Ƴȅ ƴŀƳŜ ƛǎ {ǾŜƴ IŜŘƛƴΦέ 

Maria was astonished. 

άL ƘŀŘ ƴƻ ƛŘŜŀΣέ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ ƘŀǾƛƴƎ ǉǳƛŎƪƭȅ ŎƻƭƭŜŎǘŜŘ ƘŜǊǎŜƭŦΦ άL ǿŀǎ ǎǳǇǇƻǎŜŘ ǘƻ ƳŜŜǘ ȅƻǳ 

in three days. My name is Maria Orsic, I am a member of the German team, currently en 

ǊƻǳǘŜ ǘƻ YŀōǳƭΦέ 

The Swede was no less astounded than Maria. He looked at Chapman Andrews in 

bewilderment. 

άwƻȅ ƴŜǾŜǊ ŎŜŀǎŜǎ ǘƻ ŀƳŀȊŜ ƳŜΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ άIƻǿ ƻƴ ŜŀǊǘƘ Řƻ ȅƻǳ ŎƻƳŜ ǘƻ ōŜ ƘŜǊŜ ǿƛǘƘ 

ƘƛƳΚέ 

Maria briefly told Hedin about their meeting while Chapman Andrews beckoned a 

waiter and ordered something.  

ά²Ƙŀǘ ŀƴ ŀƳŀȊƛƴƎ ŎƻƛƴŎƛŘŜƴŎŜΣέ IŜŘƛƴ ǎƘƻƻƪ Ƙƛǎ ƘŜŀŘΦ ά{ƻme would, without doubt, 

Ŏŀƭƭ ƛǘ ŦŀǘŜΦέ 

άLƴŘŜŜŘΣέ aŀǊƛŀ ŎƻƴŎǳǊǊŜŘΦ 

ά!ƴŘ ǿƘŀǘ ŀōƻǳǘ ȅƻǳΗέ IŜŘƛƴ ŎƻƴǘƛƴǳŜŘΦ άL ǿŀǎ ŜȄǇŜŎǘƛƴƎ ŀƴ ŜȄǘǊŀǾŀƎŀƴǘ ƻƭŘ ǿƻƳŀƴ 

with lots of fake gold jewellery and waving shawls, who speaks with an atrocious accent 

and insists upon beiƴƎ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ ΨaŀŘŀƳŜΩΦ ¢ƘŜ ƳƻƳŜƴǘ YŀǊƭ IŀǳǎƘƻŦŜǊ ǘƻƭŘ ƳŜ ŀōƻǳǘ Ψŀ 

ƳŜŘƛǳƳΩ ōŜƛƴƎ ǇŀǊǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ DŜǊƳŀƴ ǘŜŀƳΣ L ƳŀŘŜ ǳǇ Ƴȅ ƳƛƴŘ ǘƻ ƛƎƴƻǊŜ ǘƘŜ ǿƻƳŀƴ 

ŎƻƳǇƭŜǘŜƭȅΗέ 

ά¸ƻǳ ŀǊŜ ǿŜƭŎƻƳŜ ǘƻ Řƻ ǘƘŀǘΣέ aŀǊƛŀ ǎƳƛƭŜŘΦ 

ά.ǳǘ L ƘŀǾŜ ƴƻ ǿƛǎƘ ǘƻΗέ IŜŘƛƴ ŜȄŎƭŀƛƳŜŘΦ άL ŀƳ ǾŜǊȅ ƘŀǇǇȅ to make your acquaintance 

ŀƴŘ Ƴȅ ƻǇƛƴƛƻƴ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ DŜǊƳŀƴ ǘŜŀƳ Ƙŀǎ ƛƳǇǊƻǾŜŘ ŜƴƻǊƳƻǳǎƭȅΗέ 



 150 

A waiter served some refreshments. Maria realized that the gentlemen wanted to 

discuss their affairs and asked to be shown to her room. She took a long bath, which after 

ǘƘǊŜŜ Řŀȅǎ ƻƴ ŀ ǘǊŀƛƴ ŀƴŘ ŀ Ŧǳƭƭ ŘŀȅΩǎ ŦƭƛƎƘǘ ǿŀǎ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ Ƴƻǎǘ ǊŜǿŀǊŘƛƴƎ ǎƘŜ ƘŀŘ ŜǾŜǊ 

known.  

 

 

 

 

Chapter XVII: Kabul ς Kashmir and Jammu, 1927 

 

 

Maria was awakened by the alien and somewhat hostile sounds of the city on several 

occasions during the nigƘǘ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ŜŀǊƭȅ ƘƻǳǊǎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƳƻǊƴƛƴƎΦ Yŀōǳƭ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŀ ǇƭŀŎŜ ǿƘŜǊŜ 

she could rest peacefully. The city itself slept the sleep of a tiger ς never fully dormant, it 

lay half awake and alert, ready to jump to its feet and attack anyone it deemed hostile.  

She had spent some hours in the company of Sven Hedin and Roy Chapman Andrews 

after her refreshing bath of the previous night. Hedin had spoken; Chapman Andrews had 

been sitting and watching her. Had this city been a man, it would doubtless have been 

Chapman Andrews ς someone whom you would like to trust but whom you would avoid 

confronting.  

Hedin told Maria about his previous expeditions and his plans for the forthcoming one. 

hǎǎŜƴŘƻǿǎƪƛΩǎ ōƻƻƪ ǿŀǎ ōǊƛŜŦƭȅ ŘƛǎŎǳǎǎŜŘ ŀƴŘ ƛǘ ōŜŎŀƳŜ ŎƭŜŀǊ ǘƘŀǘ IŜŘƛƴ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ƛƴŎƭƛned 

to embrace the occult as eagerly as she had been led to believe by General Haushofer.  

And yet ς even though Maria tried to banish the thought, she nevertheless got the 

ƛƳǇǊŜǎǎƛƻƴ ǘƘŀǘ IŜŘƛƴΩǎ Ƙƻǎǘƛƭƛǘȅ ǘƻǿŀǊŘǎ ǘƘŜ tƻƭŜ ǿŀǎ ŀǘ ƭŜŀǎǘ ǇŀǊǘƛŀƭƭȅ ǇǊƻƳǇǘŜŘ by 

professional jealousy, by Ossendowski having ventured a step closer to finding Shambhala 

than the Swedish explorer.  

Hedin knew about Roerich, but was very secretive and dismissive on that subject. Once 

again, as on every occasion when people with occult interests were mentioned, Hedin 

stressed his own seriousness as a scientist. 

When she went downstairs to take breakfast, Maria was handed a letter. It was from 

Baron von Sebottendorf, addressed to a smaller hotel where she and the German team 
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had been scheduled to stay, but obviously the hotels were functioning in close co-

operation and the news of her staying at the Royal had resulted in the letter being 

diverted. It was dated two weeks ago, in the princely state of Kashmir and Jammu. Von 

Sebottendorf told Maria that he was on his way to the region of Ladakh, to investigate 

ŀƴŎƛŜƴǘ ƳƻƴŀǎǘŜǊƛŜǎ ƛƴ ŎƻƴƴŜŎǘƛƻƴ ǿƛǘƘ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŜ ǊŜŦŜǊǊŜŘ ǘƻ ŀǎ ŀ ΨƎǊŜŀǘ 

ŘƛǎŎƻǾŜǊȅΩΦ IŜ ǳǊƎŜŘ aŀǊƛŀ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǘŜŀƳ ǘƻ Ƨƻƛƴ ƘƛƳ ǘƘŜǊŜ ŀǎ ǎƻƻƴ ŀǎ ǇƻǎǎƛōƭŜ ŀƴŘ ƎŀǾŜ 

instructions how to reach the place.  

When Maria showed the letter to Hedin, the Swede seemed disturbed at first but then 

dismissed the note as nonsense. 

άL ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ȅƻǳǊ ŦǊƛŜƴŘΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ άōǳǘ ǘƘŜ .ŀǊƻƴ ǎŜŜƳǎ ǘƻ ōŜ ǎƴƛŦŦƛƴƎ ŀǘ ŀƴ ƻƭŘ ǘǊŀƛƭ 

that can only attract a romanŎŜǊ ǿƛǘƘ ƴƻ ǎŎƛŜƴǘƛŦƛŎ ƳƛƴŘΦέ 

Hedin gave a brief synopsis of the letter to Chapman Andrews, who grew very 

interested. Words were exchanged in English.  

άwƻȅ ǎŀȅǎ ƘŜ ƛǎ ǿƛƭƭƛƴƎ ǘƻ Ŧƭȅ ȅƻǳ ǘƻ [ŜƘΣέ IŜŘƛƴ ǘƘŜƴ ǎǘŀǘŜŘ ƛƴ ŀƴ ŜƳƻǘƛƻƴƭŜǎǎ ǘƻƴŜ 

which hinted at the {ǿŜŘŜΩǎ ŘƛǎǎŀǘƛǎŦŀŎǘƛƻƴ ŀǘ ƘŀǾƛƴƎ ǘƻ ōŜ ƭŜŦǘ ŀƭƻƴŜΦ  

άL ƘŀǾŜ ƴƻ ƛŘŜŀ ǿƘŜǊŜ ǘƘŀǘ ƛǎΣέ aŀǊƛŀ ŎƻƴŦŜǎǎŜŘΦ 

ά[ŜƘ ƛǎ ǘƘŜ ŎŀǇƛǘŀƭ ƻŦ [ŀŘŀƪƘΦ .ȅ ŀƛǊΣ ǇŜǊƘŀǇǎ ƴƛƴŜ ƘƻǳǊǎΩ ŦƛƎƘǘΣέ IŜŘƛƴ ǎŀƛŘΦ άCǊƻƳ ǘƘŜǊŜΣ 

ƛǘΩǎ ŀōƻǳǘ ŦƛŦǘȅ ƪƛƭƻƳŜǘǊŜǎ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ IŜƳƛǎ ƳƻƴŀǎǘŜǊȅ which your friend, by now, should have 

ǊŜŀŎƘŜŘΦέ  

When Maria expressed her worry about the cost of such flight to the expedition, Hedin 

made a dismissive gesture. 

ά¢Ƙƛǎ ŦƭƛƎƘǘ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ŀƳƻǳƴǘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ Ŏƻǎǘ ƻŦ a camel, and we need three hundred of 

ǘƘƻǎŜΦ {ƻ ƭŜǘΩǎ ƘƻǇŜ ȅou can find something out in the Ladakh monasteries that has 

ŜǎŎŀǇŜŘ ƻǘƘŜǊ ŜȄǇƭƻǊŜǊǎΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ ά.ŜǎƛŘŜǎΣ ǘƘŜ ǊƻŀŘǎ ŀǊŜ ōƭƻŎƪŜŘ ōȅ ǎƴƻǿ ŀǘ ƭŜŀǎǘ ŦƻǊ 

ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ ƳƻƴǘƘ ƻǊ ǘǿƻΦ [ŜƘ ƛǎ ƭƻŎŀǘŜŘ ŀǘ ŀƴ ŀƭǘƛǘǳŘŜ ƻŦ ǘƘǊŜŜ ŀƴŘ ŀ ƘŀƭŦ ƪƛƭƻƳŜǘǊŜǎΤ ƛǘΩǎ ŀ 

cold place with ƘŀǊǎƘ ǿƛƴǘŜǊǎΦ ¸ƻǳΩƭƭ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ōŜǿŀǊŜ ƻŦ ŀƭǘƛǘǳŘŜ ǎƛŎƪƴŜǎǎ ǳƴǘƛƭ ȅƻǳ ƎŜǘ ǳǎŜŘ 

to it ς although I gather from Roy that for some strange reason he has been flying higher 

than necessary for a lot of your flight so far, so you should be partially acclimatized 

aƭǊŜŀŘȅΦέ 

The flight was scheduled for early next morning, which would enable them to reach the 

Hemis monastery by sundown.  
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This new flight made Maria feel like a professional. No longer did the attendants at the 

Kabul airport need to walk her through the routine of preparation. Maria had tied her long 

tresses around her neck, thus creating an interesting natural scarf that would protect her 

effectively against the harsh wind she knew the aircraft would hit.   

The Avro 504 K took off. Kabul became an anthill, then disappeared altogether. After 

two fuelling stops, another anthill, Srinagar, became visible and grew into a city. Having 

refuelled the plane and taken lunch there, they took off again. Yet another stop was made 

at Kargil. Leh, their final destination, had more of an improvised packed earth landing strip 

than an airfield. This served explorers as a stopover on their way to Tibet and the 

Himalayas, in the bosom of which the little town was nestling. Maria was spellbound from 

the moment the majestic mountain range became visible. It was breathtaking from both 

above and below, either displaying its formidable vastness or setting a backdrop to an 

otherwise lacklustre town that was barely larger than a village. Just seeing the snow-

capped peaks glittering in the crisp winter air was worth the long journey.  

The approach was frightening. As they started their descent Maria wondered where it 

would be possible to land in this endless maze of mountains, until miraculously the 

airstrip became visible in front of them. 

Maria observed her silent companion arranging things at the airfield and could but 

ǿƻƴŘŜǊ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ƳŀƴΩǎ ƛƴŎǊŜŘƛōƭŜ ŜŦŦƛŎƛŜƴŎȅ ƳŀƪƛƴƎ ŜǾŜǊȅƻƴŜ ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘŀƴŘ ŀƴŘ Řƻ Ƙƛǎ 

bidding. Had he really travelled in all these locations before? Or perhaps it was just a local 

habit to greet every foreigner as a long-awaited friend.  

In no time, a car was brought to him while some light refreshments and food were 

offered. They drove south for about a couple of hours and then took a sharp turn right 

towards the mountains, on a road that was zigzagging upwards like some enormous 

heavenly signature of a contented creator.  

The verbal silence that had been imposed on Maria by her co-ǘǊŀǾŜƭƭŜǊ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ōƻǘƘŜǊ 

her any longer ς as it had evidently never bothered the American. Maria had begun to 

ǎǳǊƳƛǎŜ ǘƘŜ ƳŀƴΩǎ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘǎ ŀƴŘ ǿŀǎ ƎǊŀŘǳŀƭƭȅ ŘŜǾŜƭƻǇƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ŀōƛƭƛǘȅ ǘƻ ǊŜŀŘ ƘƛƳ ς slowly 

and clumsily, like one would leaf through a book in a foreign language, searching for 

familiar words and pictures.  

When other, bustling cities had appeared like anthills from high above, Hemis had the 

same quaint impression even as they drove towards it. The little settlement, hardly more 
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than a round hill covered in white clay buildings, surrounded by a natural vast hollow in 

the Himalayas, reminded her of the equally picturesque mountain castle of 

Neuschwanstein in Bavaria: both places generated a sensation of serenity and peace 

through the harmonious co-existence of natural and man-made beauty.  

As the car struggled up the ever narrowing pebble road and approached the buildings, 

they were greeted by a multitude of local children to whom the appearance of an 

automobile was as rare as it was exciting. Chapman Andrews pulled over at a stable and 

appeared to be asking for directions from a local man, who pointed upwards. It was 

evident, that from that point on the car was of no use, since the network of narrow and 

angular passages and stairs was the only way towards the large monastery. Leaving the car 

to the care of the stable master, and accompanied by noisy children who were fascinated 

by their every move or gesture, they began the trip through the village. The silence which 

had characterised all communication between them was banished by the sounds of 

laughter and exultation of the local youth. Maria and the American exchanged 

benevolently disapproving glances and then spontaneously joined the laughter, which 

ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǘƻ ǎǘƻǇ ǳƴǘƛƭ ǘƘŜ ƎŀǘŜǎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƳƻƴŀǎǘŜǊȅ ǿŜǊŜ ǊŜŀŎƘŜŘΦ  

Once again, Maria could but wonder how her companion, who spoke neither German 

nor French, was able to make himself understood by the indigenous people. She was 

always trying to listen to and record those words that appeared to make any sense 

whatsoever in her mind; this time she heard a word sounding like ΨƧŀǊƳŀƴΩ of which she 

knew that iǘ ƳŜŀƴǘ ΨDŜǊƳŀƴΩΣ ǎƻ ǘƘŜ !ƳŜǊƛŎŀƴ ǿŀǎ ƻōǾƛƻǳǎƭȅ ƳŀƪƛƴƎ ƛƴǉǳƛǊƛŜǎ ŀōƻǳǘ 

Baron von Sebottendorf. It occurred to her that in this instance she would have spent her 

year much more profitably had she taken lessons in English instead of Tibetan and 

Chinese. 

The monk begged them to enter. Another monk, very similar to the first one and 

probably his brother, gestured them to follow him and led them into the dark and heavily 

incensed interior of the monastery, to what appeared to be a library.  

The baron was there, clad in the dark red cloth of a monk, sitting behind a desk filled 

with old writings, next to a man who looked Indian. At seeing the guests, his eyes widened 

in amazement ς ȅŜǘ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ƻōǾƛƻǳǎ ǘƘŀǘ Ǿƻƴ {ŜōƻǘǘŜƴŘƻǊŦΩǎ ŀǎǘƻƴƛǎƘƳŜƴǘ ǿŀǎ ŘǳŜ ƴƻǘ ǎƻ 

much to seeing Maria as her companion. The baron rose slowly, his eyes uncertain 

whether to focus on one or the other.  
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Maria and von Sebottendorf greeted each other with a slight embrace; yet Maria was 

certain that the reunion of two friends after eight years would have been much more 

affectionate without the company of the American explorer. Even though the two men 

ǎƘƻƻƪ ƘŀƴŘǎΣ ǘƘŜ ŦǊƛŜƴŘƭȅ ƎŜǎǘǳǊŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǉǳƛǘŜ ŜŎƭƛǇǎŜ ŀ ŎŜǊǘŀƛƴ Ƴǳǘǳŀƭ ŘƛǎǘǊǳǎǘΦ  

aŀǊƛŀΩǎ ŀǎǘƻƴƛǎƘƳŜƴǘ ǿŀǎ ƴƻ ƭŜǎǎ ǘƘŀƴ ǘƘŀǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ōŀǊƻƴΦ Iƻǿ ŎƻǳƭŘ ƛǘ be that 

Chapman Andrews knew everybody?  

The baron, seeing the ōƛƎ ǉǳŜǎǘƛƻƴ ƳŀǊƪ ƛƴ aŀǊƛŀΩǎ ŜȅŜǎΣ ǎŀƛŘ ōǊƛŜŦƭȅΥ 

άaǊ /ƘŀǇƳŀƴ !ƴŘǊŜǿǎ ƧƻƛƴŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǘŜŀƳ ƻŦ bƛŎƘƻƭŀǎ wƻŜǊƛŎƘ ƭŀǎǘ ǎǳƳƳŜǊΦέ 

Now the baron introduced his own companion ς a young man with dark and 

penetrating eyes and prominently sculpted features. He had lengthy black hair and a 

bushy moustache; his intensely benevolent features and concentrated and probing 

attitude gave a resemblance to both Albert Einstein and Jesus. The man, whom the baron 

introduceŘ ŀǎ LƴŘƛŀƴ ǎǇƛǊƛǘǳŀƭ ƳŀǎǘŜǊ aŜƘŜǊ .ŀōŀΣ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǊƛǎŜ ōǳǘ ƎǊŜŜǘŜŘ ǘƘŜƳ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ 

bow of his head.  

Maria was also surprised to learn that the baron was quite fluent in English, which he 

spoke with Chapman Andrews, as well as what sounded like Hindi, which he spoke to 

Meher Baba. The latter never replied to him in ways other than gestures; yet he had most 

expressive eyes which enabled his innermost thoughts to shine through.  

After the supper, which was eaten with the monks of this great monastery, the four of 

them gathered in one of the rooms with large windows overlooking the mountains, to 

take tea and have a conversation, which was mostly maintained by the baron. Maria learnt 

about Meher Baba, whose name, which was given to him by his followers, meant 

Ψ/ƻƳǇŀǎǎƛƻƴŀǘŜ CŀǘƘŜǊΩΣ ŜǾŜƴ ǘƘƻǳƎƘ ǘƘŜ Ƴŀƴ ǿŀǎ ƻƴƭȅ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ǘƘƛǊǘȅΦ ! ƪŜŜƴ ŀǘƘƭŜǘŜ ŀƴŘ 

musician in his youth, he had begun experiencing mystical visions at the age of nineteen 

ŀƴŘ ǎƻǳƎƘǘ ǎǇƛǊƛǘǳŀƭ ƛƴǎǘǊǳŎǘƛƻƴ ŦǊƻƳ ǿƘƻƳ ǘƘŜ ōŀǊƻƴ ǊŜŦŜǊǊŜŘ ǘƻ ŀǎ ΨǘƘŜ CƛǾŜ tŜǊŦŜŎǘ 

MaǎǘŜǊǎΩΦ 5ǳǊƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ƭŀǎǘ ŎƻǳǇƭŜ ƻŦ ȅŜŀǊǎ aŜƘŜǊ .ŀōŀ ƘŀŘ ŀǘǘǊŀŎǘŜŘ ǎƻƳŜ ŦƻƭƭƻǿŜǊǎΦ ¢ƘŜ 

reason for his barely noticeable but somewhat uncanny silence was also revealed: about a 

year ago, the man had given up speaking, communicating only by means of gestures or 

writing.  

ά²Ŝ ŀǊǊƛǾŜŘ ƘŜǊŜΣ ƛƴ ǘƘƛǎ Ƙƻƭȅ ǇƭŀŎŜΣ ŀ ǿŜŜƪ ŀƎƻΣέ ǘƘŜ ōŀǊƻƴ ǎŀƛŘΦ άhǳǊ ǊŜŀǎƻƴǎ ŦƻǊ ǘƘƛǎ 

ǇŀǊǘƛŎǳƭŀǊ ǇƛƭƎǊƛƳŀƎŜ L ǎƘŀƭƭ ǘŜƭƭ ȅƻǳ ƭŀǘŜǊ ƻƴΦέ 
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Lǘ ǿŀǎ ƻōǾƛƻǳǎ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜ ōŀǊƻƴ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǿƛǎƘ /ƘŀǇƳŀƴ !ƴŘǊŜǿǎ ǘƻ ōŜ ǇǊŜǎŜƴǘ ŘǳǊƛƴƎ ǘƘŀǘ 

proposed conversation; instead he continued: 

ά5ǳǊƛƴƎ ƻǳǊ ŦƛǊǎǘ ƴƛƎƘǘ ƘŜǊŜΣ aŜƘŜǊ .ŀōŀ ƘŀŘ ŀ ƳȅǎǘƛŎŀƭ ŜȄǇŜǊƛŜƴŎŜΣ ǘƘŜ ƴŀǘǳǊŜ ƻŦ 

ǿƘƛŎƘ ƛǎƴΩǘ ǉǳƛǘŜ ŎƭŜŀǊ ǘƻ ƳŜΦ ¢ƘŜ ƴŜȄǘ ƳƻǊƴƛƴƎ L ŦƻǳƴŘ ƻǳǘ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŜ ƘŀŘ ŘŜŎƛŘŜŘ ǘƻ ƎƛǾŜ ǳǇ 

writing as well ς he now relies solely on his body language, with occasional ς and 

reluctant ς ŀǎǎƛǎǘŀƴŎŜ ŦǊƻƳ Ƙƛǎ ŀƭǇƘŀōŜǘ ōƻŀǊŘΦέ 

ά²ƘȅΚέ aŀǊƛŀ ŀǎƪŜŘ ōƭǳƴǘƭȅΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŀ ǊŜŦƛƴŜŘ ǉǳŜǎǘƛƻƴΣ ōǳǘ ǘƘŜ ƻƴŜ ǎƘŜ ǿŀƴǘŜŘ ŀƴ 

answer to. 

άL ƘŀǾŜ ǘƘŜ ŦŜŜƭƛƴƎ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŜ ǿŀƴǘǎ ǘƻ ŎƻƳƳǳƴƛŎŀǘŜ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊƭŘ ƻƴ ŀ ǎǇƛǊƛǘǳŀƭ ƭŜǾŜƭΣ 

wiǘƘƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ŜƳǇƭƻȅƳŜƴǘ ƻŦ ǎǳŎƘ ŘŜŎŜǇǘƛǾŜ ƛƴǘŜǊƳŜŘƛŀǘŜǎ ŀǎ ǿƻǊŘǎΣέ .ŀǊƻƴ Ǿƻƴ 

{ŜōƻǘǘŜƴŘƻǊŦ ŜȄǇƭŀƛƴŜŘ ƘŜǎƛǘŀƴǘƭȅΦ άIŜ ƳŀƴŀƎŜǎ ǾŜǊȅ ǿŜƭƭ ŀƳƻƴƎ ƻǘƘŜǊ ǎǇƛǊƛǘǳŀƭ ƳŀǎǘŜǊǎ ς 

L ǿŀǘŎƘŜŘ ƘƛƳ ΨŎƻƴǾŜǊǎŜΩ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ƭŀƳŀ ŀƴŘ ŜǾŜƴ ǘƘƻǳƎƘ ƴƻƴŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜƳ ǎŀƛŘ ŀ ǿƻǊŘΣ L 

could almost have heard their thoughts. Unfortunately, I am yet to master that kind of 

spiritual enlightenment. I must confess I miss the conversations we had during our earlier 

meetings, ōŜŦƻǊŜ ƘŜ ŘŜŎƛŘŜŘ ǘƻ Ƴŀƛƴǘŀƛƴ ǎƛƭŜƴŎŜΦέ 

They also had a discussion about Nicholas Roerich. Chapman Andrews had joined the 

expedition quite unexpectedly as they reached Mongolia; yet as the Roerichs had heard 

ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ !ƳŜǊƛŎŀƴ ŜȄǇƭƻǊŜǊΩǎ ǿƻǊƪ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ¦ƴƛǘŜŘ {ǘŀǘŜǎΣ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ, if not accepted, then 

kindly tolerated. Their large entourage had travelled for about a week, when Roerich 

announced a change of plan ς no doubt a plan he himself had been harbouring since the 

beginning of the mission, but which had been kept well hidden from the uninvited 

members such as Chapman Andrews or Baron von Sebottendorf.  

Roerich was to embark on a detour to Russia. It was made quite clear that the 

expatriate was following an invitation ς or an order ς from the communist government, or 

equally binding instructions from the League of Nations. Thus, no outsiders were required 

or permitted. Roerich told both the baron and the American explorer that he would be 

ŎƻƴǘƛƴǳƛƴƎ Ƙƛǎ ŜȄǇŜŘƛǘƛƻƴ ƛƴ ŀōƻǳǘ ǎƛȄ ƳƻƴǘƘǎΩ ǘƛƳŜ ŀƴŘ ǳǊƎŜŘ ǘƘŜ ƳŜƴ ǘƻ rejoin the team 

on its way back through the Gobi desert. As the baron had no wish to travel for thousands 

of kilometres into China in a vague hope to meet with the Russian, he had relied on what 

he knew best: bribery and blackmail. Having confronted some of the local translators and 

porters, he had found out about the schedule of the expedition.  
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Knowing the baron, Maria knew that there was much that was left unsaid because of 

the presence of Chapman Andrews. While the baron had a conversation with Maria in 

German, Chapman Andrews was having some sort of discussion with Meher Baba, who 

was evidently fluent in English. Perhaps the American was able to understand his wordless 

replies, as the one-sided dialogue seemed to be keeping on quite well.  

From the translation of the baron, Maria learnt that the American was about to leave in 

the morning, taking the car back to Leh and joining Sven Hedin in Kabul. The German 

team was to arrive the next day by train, so Maria was eager that they should be informed 

of her wellbeing. She promised to write a letter to her colleagues after tea and to hand it 

over to Chapman Andrews before she retired.  

At one point, a young monk entered and politely gestured the baron to follow him. Von 

Sebottendorf exited the room, promising to return in a short while.  

There followed an awkward moment of silence. The company had been drinking hot 

chang and even though the conversation had been moving along strange patterns like the 

ball in a doubles game of tennis, the pivotal force of it ς Baron von Sebottendorf ς had 

managed to create a relaxed and pleasant atmosphere, appropriate for a reunion of both 

old friends and chance encounters. Now that he had left the room, the company was 

immediately taken aback by the realization that without an interpreter, one of them 

would be excluded.  

Maria looked at the men and the situation, grotesquely comical in its irrationality, 

made her smile. Here she was, with two men whom she liked instinctively and whom she 

knew to like her; yet she was unable to say a word the men would understand and the 

men were unable ς or unwilling ς to express anything in words to her. As she was 

suppressing a smile that was forcing itself on her lips at that preposterously bizarre state 

of affairs, she realized that the men had followed her train of thought and arrived at an 

identical conclusion. There was no point in holding back the laughter. 

Upon his return, the baron was the one who was at a loss as he gazed in utter 

bewilderment at the company, reduced almost to tears by mirth. It was the second time 

recently that silence had surrendered to hilarity. 

Some time later Maria was taken to a small dark room which was to be hers during her 

ǎǘŀȅ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ƳƻƴŀǎǘŜǊȅΦ Lǘ ǊŜƳƛƴŘŜŘ ƘŜǊ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŘŀǊƪ ŀǘǘƛŎ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ƘƻǳǎŜ ƻŦ {ƛƎǊǳƴΩǎ ǇŀǊŜƴǘǎ ƛƴ 

Grafing, and of the mysterious evenings of her childhood. It had been a long time since 
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she had relived that atmosphere of excitement and mystery; in fact she had accepted as a 

ŦŀŎǘ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƘŜ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ōŜ ŀōƭŜ ǘƻ ŎŀǇǘǳǊŜ ǘƘŀǘ ŦŜŜƭƛƴƎ ŀƎŀƛƴΦ !ƴŘ ȅŜǘΣ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƭŀƴŘ 

of the greatest mysteries on Earth, preparing to face an adventure that only a handful of 

people in the whole world could have claimed to have experienced.  

She composed a letter to the members of her team and to Hedin. Without knowing the 

plans of the Swede for the German team, she doubted if any of them would venture to 

Ladakh, ŀǎ ǘƘŜ ǎǘŀǊǘƛƴƎ Ǉƻƛƴǘ ƻŦ IŜŘƛƴΩǎ ŜȄǇŜŘƛǘƛƻƴ ǿŀǎ ǘƻ ōŜ .ŀƻǘƻǳΣ ƴŜŀǊ tŜƪƛƴƎΣ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ 

ƻǘƘŜǊ ǎƛŘŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ Ǿŀǎǘ Dƻōƛ ŘŜǎŜǊǘΦ {ƘŜ ŀƭǎƻ ƘŀŘ ƴƻ ƛŘŜŀ ƻŦ .ŀǊƻƴ Ǿƻƴ {ŜōƻǘǘŜƴŘƻǊŦΩǎ ǇƭŀƴǎΣ 

but she had the impression the letter she had received from him in Kabul had been 

addressed mainly to her, and the attendance of the other members ς especially those not 

connected with the Thule ς would be irrelevant.  

It had become dark hours ago, and in the blackness only the faint glow of the snow-

capped mountains was visible. They appeared to her to be emitting a low vibration which 

seemed to lift one slightly from the ground; but perhaps it was merely an illusion created 

ōȅ ǘƘŜ ŀƭǘƛǘǳŘŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƳƻƴŀǎǘŜǊȅ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǘƘƛƴ ŀƛǊ aŀǊƛŀ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŀŎŎǳǎǘƻƳŜŘ ǘƻΦ ²ƘŀǘŜǾŜǊ 

the reason, she felt light and almost as if floating on air. Or perhaps she was just falling in 

love with Chapman Andrews ς or Meher Baba ς or both of them. The vibration that 

penetrated her body seemed to shake and rattle her, unclogging her spiritual channels, 

her ability to love, which had been blocked by the heavy pressure of expectancy exercised 

over her by everyone she knew in the distant, smoggy, violent Munich. 

IŀǾƛƴƎ ŦƛƴƛǎƘŜŘ ǘƘŜ ƭŜǘǘŜǊΣ ǎƘŜ ǎƭƛǇǇŜŘ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ƘŜǊ ǊƻƻƳΦ /ƘŀǇƳŀƴ !ƴŘǊŜǿǎΩǎ ǉǳŀǊǘŜǊǎ 

were down the hall on the left. Maria neatened her hair spontaneously and knocked on 

the door.  

Footsteps were heard from inside the room. The door opened but not wide enough for 

her to enter. Chapman Andrews was wearing a sleeveless shirt, exposing his tanned arms 

and shoulders. He had just finished shaving, as there were traces of soap on his neck and 

chest and a crude towel on his shoulder. He emitted scent of whiskey and adventure.  

Maria lifted the envelope so only her eyes were left uncovered. It was an involuntary, 

yet ǎƘŀƳŜŦǳƭƭȅ ŦƭƛǊǘŀǘƛƻǳǎ ƳƻǾŜƳŜƴǘ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƘŜ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ǇƭŀƴƴŜŘ ƻǊ ǊŜƘŜŀǊǎŜŘΦ Lƴ aǳƴƛŎƘΣ ǎƘŜ 

would have blushed. Here, where the rules of social conduct were becoming turned 

ǳǇǎƛŘŜ ŘƻǿƴΣ ǎƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘΦ ! ǇǊŜǾƛƻǳǎƭȅ ƘƛŘŘŜƴ ōǊŀǎƘƴŜǎǎ ǿŀǎ ŀǿŀƪŜƴƛƴƎ ƛƴ ƘŜǊ ǿƛǘƘ ŜǾŜǊȅ 

new dawn, as if nourished by the thin, oxygen-starved mountain air.  
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Chapman Andrews leaned against the doorpost, wiping soap off his chest, looking at 

Maria intently and without betraying any of his emotions or intentions. He then took the 

letter, seized MarƛŀΩǎ ǿŀƛǎǘ ǿƛǘƘ Ƙƛǎ ŀǊƳΣ ƎǊŀōōŜŘ ƘŜǊ ƛƴǘƻ Ƙƛǎ ŜƳōǊŀŎŜ ŀƴŘ ƪƛǎǎŜŘ ƘŜǊ ǿƛǘƘ 

unexpected fervour. After a couple of seconds, he freed her, saluted her with the envelope 

playfully and closed the door, a sly smile curving his lips.  

Maria was already awake when she heard Chapman Andrews ς Roy, as she had begun 

to refer to him in her mind ς ƭŜŀǾŜ ǘƘŜ ƳƻƴŀǎǘŜǊȅΦ {ƘŜ ƘŜŀǊŘ ǘƘŜ ƳŀƴΩǎ unmistakable 

booted footsteps stop outside her door as if to check if she was awake. Maria chose not to 

rush to the door and see the American for one last time. If they were meant to meet 

again, it would happen. She had no doubt. 

She told Baron von Sebottendorf about the kiss and her not yet quite defined emotions 

regarding the American. 

ά{ƻΣ Řƻ ȅƻǳ ǘƘƛƴƪ ȅƻǳΩƭƭ ƳŜŜǘ ŀƎŀƛƴΚέ ǘƘŜ ōŀǊƻƴ ŀǎƪed, having listened to her account 

with almost a childlike fascination. 

άL ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿΣέ aŀǊƛŀ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘΦ άhƴƭȅ ǘƛƳŜ ǿƛƭƭ ǎƘƻǿΦέ 

άhƘΣ ƴƻΣ Ƴȅ ŘŜŀǊΣέ ǘƘŜ ōŀǊƻƴ ǎƳƛƭŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǎƳƛƭŜ ƻŦ ŀ Ƴŀƴ ǿƘƻ ƘŀŘ ǘǊǳǎǘŜŘ ǘƛƳŜ ŀƴŘ ŦŜƭǘ 

ōŜǘǊŀȅŜŘ ōȅ ƛǘΦ ά¢ƛƳŜ ǿƛƭƭ ƴŜǾŜǊ ǎƘƻǿ ǳǎ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎΦ Lǘ ƛǎ ƳŜǊŜƭȅ ǿŀǘŎƘƛƴƎ ǳǎΦέ 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter XVIII: Hemis, Ladakh, 1927 

 

 

After breakfast, Baron von Sebottendorf proceeded to tell Maria the full story of his 

meeting Chapman Andrews. 

It had been evident that the American had followed on the tracks of Roerich for days. 

He, too, had seen the shining orb in the sky above the team and this had betrayed 

wƻŜǊƛŎƘΩǎ ƭƻŎŀǘƛƻƴΦ  

Roerich had heard about the American explorer, who had been catapulted into stardom 

only three years earlier as the discoverer of the first dinosaur eggs. He was known to have 
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spent most of his time in Central Asia, being a proponent of the theory that modern 

humans first arose in that continent. Roerich had welcomed the man with moderate 

eagerness ς not least as they were both representing the United States. Yet the baron had 

regarded the newcomer with suspicion. 

άL ƳŜǊŜƭȅ Ǉǳǘ ǘǿƻ ŀƴŘ ǘǿƻ ǘƻƎŜǘƘŜǊ ŀƴŘ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘŜ ΨŦƻǳǊΩ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜ ƻǳǘŎƻƳŜΣέ 

ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ άIƛǎ ōŜƛƴƎ ǘƘŜǊŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ ƴƻǘ ƘŀǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ōȅ ǇǳǊŜ ŎƘŀƴŎŜΦ L ƘŀŘ ōȅ ǘƘŜƴ ƭŜŀǊƴǘ ǘƘŀǘ 

RoericƘΩǎ Ƴƛǎǎƛƻƴ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ƳŜǊŜƭȅ ŀƴ ŀǊǘƛǎǘƛŎ ŀƴŘ ǎŎƛŜƴǘƛŦƛŎ ŜƴǘŜǊǇǊƛǎŜΦ 9ǾŜƴ ƛƴ tǳƴƧŀōΣ ǿƘƛƭŜ 

waiting for his team to arrive, I had noticed that that the news of the expedition had 

attracted attention from both the agents of the foreign services as well as the Soviet 

intelligence. It was rumoured that Roerich would be attempting reconciliation with the 

new power, which he had previously attacked fervently, by offering to monitor British 

activities in the area. The closer we got to the Russian border, the clearer it became that 

he was assisted with logistics and funds by the Soviet government. Yet, the Western 

newspapers heralded him as a prominent member of the League of Nations on a goodwill 

mission. 

άwƻŜǊƛŎƘ ǿŀǎ ƻōǾƛƻǳǎƭȅ ǇƭŀȅƛƴƎ ŀ ŘƻǳōƭŜ ƎŀƳŜΦ {ƻ ǘƘŜǊŜ Ƴǳǎǘ ƘŀǾŜ been something 

that he was able to offer to both sides; that made him equally valuable to both arch-

enemies alike. 

ά¢ƘŜ ŀǊǊƛǾŀƭ ƻŦ ŀƴ !ƳŜǊƛŎŀƴ ς be he called an explorer or an agent ς only deepened my 

doubts.  

ά¢ƘŜ ǊŜŦŜǊŜƴŎŜǎ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ Ψ.ƛƎ ǇƭŀƴΩ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ Ƴȅǎterious object ς a stone or a jewel of a 

kind ς in his possession offered both an explanation as well as a new and progressively 

developing puzzle. The secret of the well-guarded crate seemed to be known only to 

Roerich and his closest team members. The only thing that I found out during this period 

was that he is about to return something of great value to Tibet. As he and the object 

arrived from the United States, I could only deduce that it must have been something that 

was at one point stolen from Tibet, or loaned to the League of Nations by the Tibetan 

ƎƻǾŜǊƴƳŜƴǘ ƻǊ ōȅ ǘƘŜ ŎƻǳƴǘǊȅΩǎ ǎǇƛǊƛǘǳŀƭ ƭŜŀŘŜǊΣ 5ŀƭŀƛ [ŀƳŀΦ  

ά{ƘƻǊǘƭȅ ŀŦǘŜǊ ǘƘŜ ŀǊǊƛǾŀƭ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ !ƳŜǊƛŎŀƴΣ ǿƘƻ ǘƘŜƴ ƧƻƛƴŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǘŜŀƳΣ wƻŜǊƛŎƘ 

announced that the expedition was not going to proceed along the initially planned route 

across the Gobi desert into Eastern Tibet, but would embark on a six month tour to Soviet 

Russia, eventually reaching Moscow. This came as a surprise to both me and Chapman 
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Andrews, but not to his own team members. Soviet assistance in relocating the route 

towards Moscow became blatantly evident, with Bolshevik soldiers assisting the Mongol 

porters and Soviet cigarettes appearing in vast quantities.  

άL ƘŀŘ ǘŀƪŜƴ ƎǊŜŀǘ ŎŀǊŜ ƴƻǘ ǘƻ ŀƴǘŀƎƻƴƛȊŜ wƻŜǊƛŎƘ ƻǊ Ƙƛǎ ŦŀƳƛƭȅ ƛƴ ŀƴȅ ǿŀȅΣ ōǳǘ ŀƭǎo not 

to appear overly toadying. As a result he considered me a harmless occultist, a wealthy 

eccentric who enjoys the company of a great thinker. I had completely won the approval 

of his wife Elena, who had found in me a dedicated spiritualist, always eager to attend her 

ƛƳǇǊƻǾƛǎŜŘ ǎŞŀƴŎŜǎΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎ ǎƘŜ ǿƘƻ, ƻƴ ƻǳǊ ƭŀǎǘ ŜǾŜƴƛƴƎ ǘƻƎŜǘƘŜǊΣ ǘƻƭŘ ƳŜ ƻŦ wƻŜǊƛŎƘΩǎ 

final destination ς the Kailash Mountain.  

άL ƪƴƻǿ ƻŦ ǘƘƛǎ ǇƭŀŎŜ as being one of the most sacred locations in both Hinduism and 

Buddhism. It is a most remarkable natural structure like no other: a mountain that stands 

almost completely on its own, barely touching the mountain range. It has the shape of a 

pyramid and it towers above other peaks in the range. There are stories which claim that 

Kailash is not a mountain at all but a man-made structure, built by the very first civilization 

on Earth, hundreds of thousands ς perhaps millions ς of years ago, with the help of the 

superhuman race who engineered us. The winds have dulled the shape of the pyramid, 

but people often say that a likeness of the Lord Shiva can still be visible on one side, as the 

setting sun accentuates the shapes on the mountain wall.  

ά¢Ƙƛǎ Ƙƻƭȅ ǇƭŀŎŜ Ƙŀǎ ƴŜǾŜǊ ōŜŜƴ ǎǘǳŘƛŜŘΣ ƴƻǊ Ƙŀǎ ǘƘŜǊŜ ŜǾŜǊ ōŜŜƴ ŀƴ ŀǘǘŜƳǇǘ ǘƻ ŎƭƛƳō 

it: it is forbidden even to set foot on it. Entrances to caves can be seen ς yet the only 

stories that circulate tell us about those who have dared to overstep the ban and who 

have either disappeared or died. Three monasteries with hundreds of monks are guarding 

the mountain at a close distance. These monasteries are so well hidden in the caves in the 

walls of the surrounding hills that it is almost impossible to see them.  

ά{ƻ ƛǘ ƛǎ ƻōǾƛƻǳǎ ǘƘŀǘ Ƴŀƴȅ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ŎƭŀƛƳ YŀƛƭŀǎƘ ǘƻ ōŜ ǘƘŜ ŜƴǘǊŀƴŎŜ ǘƻ {ƘŀƳōƘŀƭŀΣ ǘƘŜ 

underworld city where the ruler of the world lives with his people in peace and prosperity. 

An ancient legend says that the army of the King of the World will one day ride forth from 

Shambhala, raining death and destruction on the world infested by greed, injustice and 

violence. A day of purge will arrive, and a new era of enlightenment will begin with the 

great king sharing his power with equally enlightened rulers of the five continents. 

άaŀŘŀƳŜ wƻŜǊƛŎƘ ŎƭŀƛƳŜŘ ǘƻ ōŜ ƛƴ ǘŜƭŜǇŀǘƘƛŎ ŎƻƴǘŀŎǘ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ǎǇƛǊƛǘǳŀƭ ƭŜŀŘŜǊ ƻŦ 

ShamōƘŀƭŀΣ ǘƘŜǊŜŦƻǊŜ wƻŜǊƛŎƘΩǎ Ǿƛǎƛǘ ǘƻ YŀƛƭŀǎƘ aƻǳƴǘŀƛƴ Ŏŀƴ ƻƴƭȅ ōŜ ƛƴǘŜǊǇǊŜǘŜŘ ŀǎ ŀƴ 
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attempt to enter Shambhala, perhaps at the invitation of the ruler himself. And when he 

arrives ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ƳƻǳƴǘŀƛƴΣ ǿŜΩƭƭ ōŜ ǘƘŜǊŜΣ ǿŀƛǘƛƴƎΦέ 

ά{ƻ ǿƘŀǘ ƘŀǇǇŜƴŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ȅƻǳ ŀƴŘ wƻȅΚέ aŀǊƛŀ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ 

ά²Ŝ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ōŀŎƪ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ Ŧƻƻǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ !ƭǘŀȅ aƻǳƴǘŀƛƴǎ ŀƴŘ ǊƻŘŜ ǘƘǊŜŜ Řŀȅǎ ǘƻ «ǊǸƳǉƛΣ 

where Chapman Andrews had left his aeroplane. He was kind enough to fly me to 

Srinagar, from where I travelled here. During these days together, we barely spoke; not 

ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ƻŦ ŀƴȅ ƻōǾƛƻǳǎ Ƙƻǎǘƛƭƛǘȅ ōŜǘǿŜŜƴ ǳǎΣ ōǳǘ ǎƛƳǇƭȅ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ƘŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ 

interested in having a discussion. Such subjects as the political climate left him cold. He 

ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ƛƴǘŜǊŜǎǘŜŘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƻŎŎǳƭǘ ŜƛǘƘŜǊΣ ŜǾŜƴ ǘƘƻǳƎƘ ǿƘŜƴ L ƳŜƴǘƛƻƴŜŘ ȅƻǳΣ Ƙe showed 

interest and asked many questions about the nature of your received messages and about 

ǘƘŜ ŎƘŀǊŀŎǘŜǊ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ DŜǊƳŀƴ ŜȄǇŜŘƛǘƛƻƴΦέ 

Maria held her breath. 

άaŜΚ ¸ƻǳ ŘƛǎŎǳǎǎŜŘ ƳŜΚέ 

ά²Ŝ ŘƛŘΣέ ǘƘŜ ōŀǊƻƴ ŎƻƴǘƛƴǳŜŘΦ άCƻǊ ǘǿƻ Řŀȅǎ ȅƻǳ ǿŜǊŜ ƻǳǊ Ƴŀƛƴ ǘƻǇƛŎΦ L knew that you 

were soon to arrive, but I had no idea Chapman Andrews was friends with Sven Hedin and 

ǿƻǳƭŘ ƳŜŜǘ ȅƻǳ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ƘƛƳΦ IŀŘ L ƪƴƻǿƴ ǘƘŀǘΣ L ǿƻǳƭŘΩǾŜ ƘŜƭŘ Ƴȅ ǘƻƴƎǳŜΦέ 

ά.ǳǘ ǿŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƳŜŜǘ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ IŜŘƛƴΣέ aŀǊƛŀ ǎŀƛŘ ǇŜƴǎƛǾŜƭȅΦ 

ά²Ƙŀǘ Řƻ ȅƻǳ ƳŜŀƴΚέ ǘƘŜ ōŀǊƻƴ ǿŀǎ ŎƻƴŦǳǎŜŘΦ ά¸ƻǳ ǘƻƭŘ ƳŜ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŜ ƻŦŦŜǊŜŘ ǘƻ Ŧƭȅ ȅƻǳ 

ǘƻ [ŜƘΣ ƻƴŎŜ ȅƻǳ ƘŀŘ ƳŜǘ IŜŘƛƴ ŀƴŘ ǊŜŎŜƛǾŜŘ Ƴȅ ƭŜǘǘŜǊΦέ 

ά¸ŜǎΣέ aŀǊƛŀ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘΣ άōǳǘ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǘƘŜ ŦƛǊǎǘ ǘƛƳŜ L ƘŀŘ ƳŜǘ wƻȅΦέ 

It was her turn now to tell baron her story; of what seemed to have been a chance 

meeting on a platform at the Bucharest railway station.  

ά{ƻ - ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƭƛƎƘǘ ƻŦ ǿƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ Ƨǳǎǘ ǘƻƭŘ ƳŜΣέ ǎƘŜ ŎƻƴŎƭǳŘŜŘΣ άƛǘ ǎŜŜƳǎ ǾŜǊȅ ŘƛŦŦƛŎǳƭǘ 

to believe that our meeting - or at least his inflexible wish to be on the Orient Express that 

morning - ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǇǊŜƳŜŘƛǘŀǘŜŘΦέ 

άL ŀƳ ǎƻ ǎƻǊǊȅΣέ ǘƘŜ ōŀǊƻƴ ǎŀƛŘ ŀŦǘŜǊ ŀ ǎƘƻǊǘ ǇŀǳǎŜ ǊŜƳƻǊǎŜŦǳƭƭȅ ŀƴŘ ǘƻƻƪ aŀǊƛŀΩǎ ƘŀƴŘΦ 

ά5ƻ ȅƻǳ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘȅ wƻȅ ƴŜŜŘŜŘ ǘƻ ōŜ ƛƴ .ǳŎƘŀǊŜǎǘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŦƛǊǎǘ ǇƭŀŎŜΚέ aŀǊƛŀ ǇƻƴŘŜǊŜŘΦ 

άLΩƳ ƴƻǘ ǎǳǊŜΣέ Ǿƻƴ {ŜōƻǘǘŜƴŘƻǊŦ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘΣ άōǳǘ L ƛƳŀgined he was in a hurry to report his 

findings about Roerich, about the change of his route and probably about something he 

had found out about the mysterious cargo. The most eastbound office of the League of 

Nations is in Bucharest. I thought he deemed the information to be of such importance 

ŀƴŘ ŘŜƭƛŎŀŎȅ ǘƘŀǘ ƛǘ ƘŀŘ ǘƻ ōŜ ŎƻƴǾŜȅŜŘ ǇŜǊǎƻƴŀƭƭȅΦέ 
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ά!ƴŘ ȅƻǳ ǘƻƭŘ ƘƛƳ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜ DŜǊƳŀƴ ǘŜŀƳ ς ǘƘŀǘ L ŀƳ ƻƴ ǘƘŀǘ ǎǇŜŎƛŦƛŎ ǘǊŀƛƴΚέ 

άL ǘƘƛƴƪ L ŘƛŘΣέ ǘƘŜ ōŀǊƻƴ ŀŘƳƛǘǘŜŘΣ ǿǊƛƴƎƛƴƎ Ƙƛǎ ƘŀƴŘǎ ŀǇƻƭƻƎŜǘƛŎŀƭƭȅΦ άWǳǎǘ ōŜŦƻǊŜ L ǘook 

off with Roerich, I had received a cablegram from Karl Haushofer, giving me exact details 

ƻŦ ȅƻǳǊ ŘŜǇŀǊǘǳǊŜ ŀƴŘ ŀǊǊƛǾŀƭΦέ 

¢Ƙƛǎ ƴŜǿǎ ǿŀǎ ŘƛǎƛƭƭǳǎƛƻƴƛƴƎ ŀƴŘ aŀǊƛŀΩǎ ǇǊŜǾƛƻǳǎ ŜȄŎƛǘŜƳŜƴǘ ŀƴŘ ŜȄƘƛƭŀǊŀǘƛƻƴ ǎǳŦŦŜǊŜŘ 

a severe blow. She needed to be alone for a while. She noticed that there was something 

else that the baron wished to tell her, but she was too upset to listen and the baron was 

too much of a gentleman to insist. 

By dinnertime, however, he had reached a conclusion that a change in subject could be 

the welcome diversion Maria needed.   

ά¸ƻǳ Ƴǳǎǘ ōŜ ǿƻƴŘŜǊƛƴƎΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ άǿƘȅ L ŀǎƪŜŘ ȅƻǳ ǘƻ Ƨƻƛƴ ƳŜ ƘŜǊŜ ǿƛǘƘ ǎǳŎƘ 

ǳǊƎŜƴŎȅΦέ  

ά²ƛǘƘ ŜǾŜǊȅǘƘƛƴƎ ǘƘŀǘ Ƙŀǎ ōŜŜƴ ƘŀǇǇŜƴƛƴƎ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ƳŜΣ LΩƳ ƭƻǎƛƴƎ Ƴȅ ŀōƛƭƛǘȅ ǘƻ 

ǿƻƴŘŜǊΣέ aŀǊƛŀ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘΦ 

άLǘΩǎ ŦƻǊǘȅ ȅŜŀǊǎΣέ ǘƘŜ ōŀǊƻƴ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ōƻǘƘŜǊŜŘ ōȅ ƘŜǊ ǊŜǇƭȅΣ άǎƛƴŎŜ ŀƴ ƻŎŎǳǊǊŜƴŎŜΣ ǿƘƛŎƘ 

was to result in a shameful scandal and distortion of truth. Had the world taken notice, we 

would perhaps live in a completely different reality today. Alas, the world fought back and 

tore to pieces that what could have been a new beginning. 

άLǘ ǿŀǎ ƻƴ ǘƘŀǘ ǎǇǊƛƴƎ ŦƻǊǘȅ ȅŜŀǊǎ ŀƎƻ ǘƘŀǘ ŀ ƘƻǊǎŜ ōǳŎƪŜŘ ƻŦŦ Ƙƛǎ ǊƛŘŜǊ ƛƴ ǘƘŜǎŜ 

mountains. The rider, a young Cossack officer and war correspondent, suffered from a 

badly fractured leg and was in agony. His comrades carried him to the nearest place where 

help could be obtained - it was this one, the Hemis monastery. The Russian was left here 

to recover, while his fellows had to advance with their journey.  

ά¢ƘŜ ȅƻǳƴƎ Ƴŀƴ ǿŀǎ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ bƛŎƘƻƭŀǎ bƻǘƻǾƛŎƘ ŀƴŘ ƘŜ ǎƻƻƴ became friends with the 

monks who attended him, and even with the chief lama himself. One day, the latter told 

him a story. It was a legend that was quite well known in India and Tibet, but had until 

then never reached a Christian ς or had been swiftly dismissed by those it did as 

nonsense. The lama, who had only rarely met, let alone befriended, a white man, sought 

to amuse him by telling him of another white man, far away from home, who had 

ventured into these far-away lands a long time ago.  

ά¢Ƙƛǎ ǿŀǎ ǘhe story of Saint Issa, Best of the Sons of Men ς how he, a youth of thirteen, 

joined the merchants and travelled down the Silk Road for a long time, until he reached 
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Sindh in the Eastern India. For many years the youth travelled around in India, studying 

the laws of the great Buddhas and ancient religious texts. He studied and later taught in 

several holy cities, including Rajagriha and Varanasi, not far from the Himalayas, probably 

ǊŜŀŎƘƛƴƎ [ŀŘŀƪƘ ŀƴŘ ¢ƛōŜǘ ƻƴ Ƙƛǎ ƧƻǳǊƴŜȅǎΦ Iƛǎ ǘŜŀŎƘƛƴƎǎ ǿŜǊŜƴΩǘ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ǘƻ the liking of 

the religious men, because Issa condemned several injustices of Hindu life, such as the 

caste system.   

ά¢ƘŜ ǎǘƻǊȅ ǘƘŜƴ ŎƻƴǘƛƴǳŜǎ ǿƛǘƘ Lǎǎŀ ǊŜǘǳǊƴƛƴƎ ƘƻƳŜ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ŀƎŜ ƻŦ ǘǿŜƴǘȅ-nine, as an 

enlightened spiritual master. After a year on the road, he reached Jerusalem and started 

preaching there, eventually infuriating both the Jewish leaders and the Romans. He was 

ŀǇǇǊŜƘŜƴŘŜŘΣ ŎƻƴǾƛŎǘŜŘ ŀƴŘ ŜȄŜŎǳǘŜŘ ƻƴ ŀ ŎǊƻǎǎΦέ 

Maria was unable to believe her ears.  

ά!ǊŜ ǿŜ ǘŀƭƪƛƴƎ ŀōƻǳǘΧΚέ  

ά²Ŝ ŀǊŜΣέ ǘƘŜ ōŀǊƻƴ ŎƻƴŦƛǊƳŜŘΦ ά¢ƘŜǎŜ ŀǊŜ ǘƘŜ ƭƻǎǘ ŜƛƎƘǘŜŜƴ ȅŜŀǊǎ ƻŦ WŜǎǳǎ /ƘǊƛǎǘΣ ƻǊ 

Jezeus Krishna, as the Frenchman Jacolliot called him. For Issa is the name of Jesus in the 

countries that follow Mohammad, and even there the travels of the Jewish prophet are 

recorded in ŀƴŎƛŜƴǘ ǘŜȄǘǎΦέ 

ά¢ƘŜƴ Ƙƻǿ ƛǎ ƛǘ ǇƻǎǎƛōƭŜ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŜ ƘŀǾŜ ƴŜǾŜǊ ƘŜŀǊŘ ƻŦ Iƛǎ ǘǊŀǾŜƭǎ ǘƻ ǘƘŜǎŜ ǊŜƎƛƻƴǎΚέ 

Maria asked. 

ά¢ƘŜ Iƻƭȅ {ŎǊƛǇǘǳǊŜǎ ŀǊŜ ǎƛƭŜƴǘ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ƭƛŦŜ ƻŦ ƻǳǊ {ŀǾƛƻǳǊ ōŜǘǿŜŜƴ ǘƘŜ ŀƎŜǎ ƻŦ мн ŀƴŘ 

олΣέ ǘƘŜ ōŀǊƻƴ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘΦ ά!ƴŘ ǿƘŜǊŜ ǘƘŜǊŜ ƛǎ ƴƻǘƘƛƴƎ ς ǘƘŜǊŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ŜǾŜǊȅǘƘƛƴƎΦέ 

ά{ƻ ǿƘȅ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǘƘƛǎ ŘƛǎŎƻǾŜǊȅ ǊŜŀŎƘ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊƭŘΚέ aŀǊƛŀ ƛƴǎƛǎǘŜŘΦ  

άbƻǘƻǾƛŎƘ ƭŜŀǊƴǘ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŜǊŜΣ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ Ǿŀǎǘ ƭƛōǊŀǊȅ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƳƻƴŀǎǘŜǊȅΣ ǘƘŜ ŀƴŎƛŜƴǘ ǘŜȄǘ ǿŀǎ 

being preserved, translated from Pali more than a thousand years ago. With the help of a 

translator, the legend of Saint Issa was read to him. He made notes and tried to arrange 

the verses into a coherent text. Upon reaching Europe, Notovich published his findings 

ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ǘǊŀƴǎƭŀǘƛƻƴ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǘŜȄǘ ƛƴ ŀ ōƻƻƪ Ψ¦ƴƪƴƻǿƴ ƭƛŦŜ ƻŦ WŜǎǳǎ /ƘǊƛǎǘΩΦ  

ά!ǎ ƻƴŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ ŜȄǇŜŎǘΣ ƘŜ ŦŜƭƭ ǳƴŘŜǊ ŀǘǘŀŎƪ ŦǊƻƳ ŀƭƭ ŘƛǊŜŎǘƛƻƴǎΦ ²Ƙŀǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿƴΣ ǿŀǎ 

that the most ferocious attackers were those few who knew that his tale was the truth but 

who had sworn to protect the secret. Several famed orientalists and Indologists, but in 

ŦŀŎǘ CǊŜŜƳŀǎƻƴǎΣ ǎǳŎƘ ŀǎ [ŜƻǇƻƭŘ Ǿƻƴ {ŎƘǊƻŜŘŜǊ ŀƴŘ aŀȄ aǸƭƭŜǊΣ ŦŀōǊƛŎŀǘŜŘ ŎƻǳƴǘŜǊ-

evidence, which included alleged correspondence with and the visit to the lama of the 
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Hemis monastery, who was reported as stating that no such manuscript had ever existed 

and that neither Notovich nor any white man had ever set foot in Hemis.  

άbƻǘƻǾƛŎƘ ǿŀǎ ƛǎǎǳŜŘ ŀƴ ǳƭǘƛƳŀǘǳƳ ōȅ ǘƘŜ ǊŜǇǊŜǎŜƴǘŀǘƛǾŜǎ ƻŦ ǎŜǾŜǊŀƭ ǎŜŎǊŜǘ ǎƻŎƛŜǘƛŜǎΣ 

and in conclusion he was forced to recant, confessing to deliberate forgery.  

ά¢Ƙǳǎ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊƭŘ ǎƻƻƴ ŦƻǊƎƻǘ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ΨƘƻŀȄΩΦ bƻǘƻǾƛŎƘ ƘƛƳǎŜƭŦ ǿŀǎ ƳȅǎǘŜǊƛƻǳǎƭȅ ƭƻǎǘ ŀ 

few years later, and with him the sole witness of the mysterious manuscript. 

ά²ƘŜƴ ƛƴ YŀǊŀŎƘƛ ƭŀǎǘ ȅŜŀǊΣ L ƘŜŀǊŘ ƻŦ ŀ Ƴŀƴ ǿƘƻ ƘŀŘ ǎŜǘ ƻǳǘ ǘƻ ŘŜōǳƴƪ bƻǘƻǾƛŎƘΣ ōǳǘ 

instead had arrived at astonishing findings. His name is Swami Abhedananda. In his youth, 

ƘŜ ǎǇŜƴǘ ȅŜŀǊǎ ƛƴ bŜǿ ¸ƻǊƪ ŀƴŘ [ƻƴŘƻƴΣ ǿƘŜǊŜ ƘŜ ŀƭǎƻ ōŜŦǊƛŜƴŘŜŘ aŀȄ aǸƭƭŜǊ ƻŦ hȄŦƻǊŘΦ 

IŜŀǊƛƴƎ ƻŦ ŀƴŘ ŘƛǎōŜƭƛŜǾƛƴƎ bƻǘƻǾƛǘŎƘΩǎ ǎǘƻǊȅΣ ƘŜ ǘƻƻƪ ŀ ŘŜŎƛǎƛƻƴ ǘƻ ƛƴǾŜǎǘƛƎŀǘŜ ƛǘ ōǳǘ ƻƴly 

got around to do so five years ago. He crossed the Himalayas on foot and arrived here at 

the Hemis monastery.  

ά¢ƻ Ƙƛǎ ōŜǿƛƭŘŜǊƳŜƴǘ ƘŜ ƻōǎŜǊǾŜŘ ǘƘŜ ƭŀƳŀ ǘŀƪŜ ǘƘŜ ƳŀƴǳǎŎǊƛǇǘ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ǎƘŜƭŦ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ 

library at his request and hand it to him. It was indeed the very manuscript, the existence 

ƻŦ ǿƘƛŎƘ ƘŀŘ ōŜŜƴ ΨŘŜōǳƴƪŜŘΩ ōȅ ǎŎƛŜƴǘƛǎǘǎΦ  

ά{ǿŀƳƛ ǘƘŜƴ ǇǊƻŘǳŎŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ƻǿƴ ǘǊŀƴǎƭŀǘƛƻƴ ŦǊƻƳ tŀƭƛ ǘƻ .ŜƴƎŀƭƛΣ ǿƘƛŎƘ ƛǎ ŜǎǎŜƴǘƛŀƭƭȅ ǘƘŜ 

same that was published by Notovich. But his research led him a step closer to the 

original: the lama here had told him about the location of the original manuscript in the 

Pali language. He was reluctant to betray the secret, so I decided to find this out on my 

own. My pre-war connection with the Yellow Hats now paid off handsomely ς the lama 

here agreed to receive me and to help me in my research. He knew that I am bound by 

oath to guard the knowledge that has been revealed to me in secrecy, so after some 

hesitation, he told me that the manuscript was kept in one of the hidden monasteries 

surǊƻǳƴŘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ YŀƛƭŀǎƘ aƻǳƴǘŀƛƴΦέ 

ά{ƻΣ ȅƻǳ ōŜƭƛŜǾŜ wƻŜǊƛŎƘ ƛǎ ƛƴǘŜǊŜǎǘŜŘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƳŀƴǳǎŎǊƛǇǘΚέ aŀǊƛŀ ŀǎƪŜŘΣ ŜǾŜƴ ǘƘƻǳƎƘ 

overwhelmed by the amount of information and struggling to follow each new disclosure. 

ά²Ƙŀǘ L ƘŀǾŜ ŎƻƳŜ ǘƻ ōŜƭƛŜǾŜΣέ ǘƘŜ ōŀǊƻƴ ƭƻǿŜǊŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ǾƻƛŎŜΣ άƛǎ ƳǳŎƘ ƳƻǊŜΦ L ƘŀǾŜ 

been working on a puzzle, and what emerges is nothing short of revelation. Yes, I am 

convinced that Roerich knows about the original manuscript being at the monastery in 

Kailash. But perhaps he also knows more: that the mountain is the actual entrance to 

Shambhala, where he needs to go to return a mysterious Stone. If Shambhala is real, 

guarded by monasteries, one of which has in its possession the original record of the lost 
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years of Jesus ς ŎŀƴΩǘ ǿŜ ŀƭƭƻǿ ƻǳǊǎŜƭǾŜǎ ǘƻ ǎǇŜŎǳƭŀǘe, that Jesus Himself visited these 

ancient monasteries and the mountain? And, if He visited the mountain, can it be that He 

was in Shambhala and emerged from there with the wisdom of the Ruler of the World and 

the power to spread His message? And perhaps more than just wisdom: Meher Baba is 

convinced that Jesus learnt the secret of Vril, learnt to harness the creative power of it. He 

ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŘƛŜ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ŎǊƻǎǎ ŀǎ ǿŜ ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘŀƴŘ ƛǘ ς he entered a state without bodily 

consciousness. The power of Vril then activated him on the third day ς leaving as proof 

the Turin Shroud where His image remains irradiated. And what if there is more proof in 

Kailash ς ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǘƘŀǘ ŎƘŀƴƎŜ ŜǾŜǊȅǘƘƛƴƎΚέ  

The baron was ecstatic.  

άWǳǎǘ ǘƘƛƴƪΣ ǿƘŀǘ ǘƘƛǎ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƳŜŀƴ ǘƻ ƻǳǊ ŎŀǳǎŜΥ ƛǘ ǿƻǳld offer proof that Jesus was 

gathering knowledge from our ancient Aryan forefathers and was able to overcome death 

with the power of Vril! The Jewish-Christian religion would at once be revealed as Aryan-

Christian! Would anyone be able not to recognize and bow to the godliness of the Aryan 

ǊŀŎŜΚέ 

It was evident that in this predicted discovery Baron von Sebottendorf saw not only the 

beginnings of a new global religion, but also his personal redemption: it was to be his 

ticket back to the list of the highest ranking political elite of Germany.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter XIX: Hemis - Tholing, 1927 

 

 

In the monastery, time had a different pace and a different message, which it 

whispered gently to those who were willing to listen, instead of yelling it blatantly in the 

face of every living being. In Munich, each new dawn brought along new demands for 

radical changes and shouted new slogans in your ear. If you refused to listen, you were 

caught in the cogs of a relentless apparatus of time, which tore you to pieces or moulded 
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you into a socially acceptable little bolt with the sole function of sustaining its work. In 

Europe, time was your master; in Asia, it was your friend.  

Here, in the monastery, the chants of the monks seemed to lure the sun to roll across 

the firmament and the stars to light at night.  

Maria learnt a lot during the next weeks. She had two mentors, both very different: 

one was Baron von Sebottendorf, who relished the power of words and the sound of his 

own voice. From him, Maria learnt about the many secrets of Tibetan monks; about their 

ǘŜŎƘƴƛǉǳŜ ǘƻ ŀŎƘƛŜǾŜ ŀƴŘ ƳŀǎǘŜǊ ǇƻǿŜǊǎ ǘƘŀǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ōŜƭƻƴƎ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŎƻƳǇŜǘŜƴŎŜ ƻŦ 

mainstream science. She learnt about men who are able to levitate and others who can 

run for days without sleep, their feet barely touching the ground.  

The other was Meher Baba, who had chosen to lead a life of silence. At first, Maria had 

wondered when she learnt that the man had attracted quite a following and was 

considered a powerful teacher. How can one teach anything without words?  

But Meher Baba, whose real name was Merwan, had obtained the power to lead and 

enlighten without relying on traditional methods. He taught Maria to listen ς to the 

sounds of the mountains, of the earth, of time flowing in different directions. In this 

silence, a connection was found which reached from one consciousness to another at a 

level which was unattainable using words.  

Maria had had her trainee period with another quiet man, so the silence of Merwan no 

longer intimidated her but encouraged her to explore the riches of it. They often indulged 

in long walks at the foot of the Himalayas or in meditations in the dark halls of the 

monastery. They visited the marketplace of the village and admired the frequent religious 

festivals, celebrated by the monks and inhabitants displaying fantastic costumes and 

rituals. They explored the amazing centuries-old murals or the even older manuscripts in 

the library. The baron was talking; Maria and Merwan were tuned to a different 

wavelength and barely took notice of him. Maria often wondered, how the man would 

react if he knew that in her mind Maria referred to him as Merwan ς the passionate man, 

instead of Meher Baba ς ΨǘƘŜ ŎƻƳǇŀǎǎƛƻƴŀǘŜ ŦŀǘƘŜǊΩΦ {ƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ƛŦ ƘŜ ǿƛǎƘŜŘ ǘƻ ōŜ 

considered a priest rather than a man, but there was nothing fatherly about the way 

Merwan looked into her eyes or made her heart race in silence to the point when Maria 

was embarrassed the man would hear it. She had learnt that when a man says nothing, it 

is the right of the woman to hear in his silence everything she has ever yearned for. 
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With each passing day, the memory of Munich life, represented only by its sole 

emissary, Baron von Sebottendorf, became more blurred. By the end of February, Munich 

seemed to appear more surreal than Tibet had done merely two months earlier. Slowly, 

spring began, generating warmth and light not so much from the sun or the air, but from 

her own inner furnace that had found a new and unquenchable source of fuel. Like a 

spiritual blood transfusion, the flow of energy and wisdom renewed and powered her 

days and nights, keeping her tapped into the essence of the elements of this mystic world.  

Wǳǎǘ ŀǎ ǉǳƛŎƪƭȅ ŀǎ ǘƘŜ ǎǳƳƳŜǊǎ ƻŦ aŀǊƛŀΩǎ ŎƘƛƭŘƘƻƻŘ ƘŀŘ ǇŀǎǎŜŘΣ ǘƘŜ ǎƘƻǊǘ Řŀȅǎ ƎǊŜǿ 

into longer weeks and even longer months, until the mountains began to steam in the 

warm sunlight and the barren yellow-grey landscape became rich in unexpected spots of 

bright colour.  

Soon it would be time to leave Hemis and journey hundreds of kilometres to the east, 

where the expedition of Roerich was supposed to arrive in May. The baron had finished 

making an exact copy of the ancient manuscript, which had kept him quite busy and which 

he wished to compare against the alleged original in a Kailash monastery. Merwan was to 

come with them, and the monastery assigned two monks to accompany them on their 

journey. The monks were riding peculiar little horses while a yak-drawn carriage was 

prepared for the guests.  

The farewell was both sad and a happy occasion - Maria knew she would probably 

never visit Hemis again. She had spent wonderful weeks there and discovered both 

magnificent and discouraging things about herself and others who had come into her life. 

But she had found her resolution and the thought of moving along fed her hunger for 

further discoveries. She looked back at the monastery, which in the barren landscape was 

visible for hours; yet her thoughts flew before her. 

The journey lasted for a week. They travelled south-east along the Indus River and 

spent the first night in Hymia. The river then took a turn south and led them to Kiari, then 

made a half loop and wriggled back east, leading them to Nior Nis and Kidmang, to the 

green oasis of Chumathang, and southwards again to Hanle. From there, the river 

proceeded south-west, whereas the Photi La road took them to Ngari, where they rested 

for a day, before proceeding to their next destination ς Tholing monastery.  
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They passed through a passage cutting the high and steep snow-covered mountain 

range in two and were greeted by the sight of the red and white temples of the thousand-

years-old monastery, overlooking a vast plain.  

Baron von Sebottendorf was eager to spend some days exploring the ancient capital of 

a lost kingdom of Guge, of which he had heard many legends. The ruins of the abandoned 

city covered the mountain walls, the dark window openings observing them like empty 

eye sockets. The monastery belonged to the dGe lugs-pa, The Yellow Hats sect, and even 

though the baron had never met the chief lama, the runner monk from Hemis had taken 

word to Tholing and returned with the message that the baron, Meher Baba and their 

lady companion were welcome.  

They were greeted with a colourful reception; dinner was given in their honour and the 

travellers were shown to their rooms. 

On the first night in Tholing Maria awoke at the sensation of someone calling her. She 

was confused, but her exhaustion outweighed her curiosity, so she fell asleep again in a 

minute.  

Lǘ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ƳƻǊŜ ǘƘŀƴ ŀƴ ƘƻǳǊ ƭŀǘŜǊ ǿƘŜƴ ǘƘŜ ǎŀƳŜ ǇŜǊŎŜǇǘƛƻƴ ŀǿŀƪŜƴŜŘ 

her again. This time it was even more disturbing. Maria got up from her bedstead and 

walked over to the window, opening towards the plain and the sky which was only 

beginning to glow in the anticipation of the sunset.   

Whatever her dream had been, it had vanished the moment Maria had opened her 

eyes. What remained was the vague feeling that someone had been trying to contact her 

ς a woman; but both her image and message were unclear, as if Maria had been watching 

someone from a great distance who was trying in vain to shout and gesture in order to be 

understood.  

The same sensation was repeated the next night, even more intensely, awakening her 

four or five times. The night was full of unsettlingly vivid dreams, which left her utterly 

tired as she finally gave up battling her visions and got out of her bed at the first rays of 

the sun. She had dreamt of many whom she knew, but instead of having dreams in the 

traditional sense, these had been as if they were encounters with those people ς but 

sleeping and unresponsive. Maria had an unpleasant and embarrassing feeling she had 

visited her friends at very inappropriate moments and taken peeks into their private 

dreams. But above these encounters, which had featured Sigrun, Merwan and her mother 
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in Vienna, there hovered a shadow of someone who had entered her dream, speaking to 

her in many words which had all disappeared, melting into the whole dreamscape like 

individual raindrops into the sea. 

She told the baron about her unsettling visions; he confessed to having had 

extraordinarily graphic dreams himself and promised to consult the lama. He returned 

that evening with a victorious smile on his lips. 

ά¢Ƙƛǎ ƳƻƴŀǎǘŜǊȅΣέ ƘŜ ŜȄǇƭŀƛƴŜŘΣ άǿŀǎ ōǳƛƭǘ ƻƴ ŀ ǎǇƻǘ ǿƛǘƘ ŜȄǘǊŜƳŜƭȅ ǎǘǊƻƴƎ ŜƴŜǊƎȅ 

vortices. Most of the thousands of monasteries in Asia are built on ley lines and energy 

pockets, on locations where spiritual energy is suited to facilitate meditation and prayer as 

well as to pry open our own hidden powers, as these energies interact with our inner 

selves. Yet only a few monasteries are as strongly influenced as Tholing. These vortex sites 

ƘŀǾŜ ŀƴ ŜƴŜǊƎȅ Ŧƭƻǿ ǘƘŀǘ Ŏŀƴ ŜȄƛǎǘ ƻƴ ƳǳƭǘƛǇƭŜ ŘƛƳŜƴǎƛƻƴǎΦ ¢ƘŜȅ ƳŀƪŜ ƻƴŜΩǎ ŀǎǘǊŀƭ ōƻŘȅ 

very light ς ǘƘŜ ƴŀƳŜ Ψ¢ƘƻƭƛƴƎΩ ƳŜŀƴǎ ΨƘƻǾŜǊƛƴƎ ōŜǘǿŜŜƴ ǘƘŜ ǎƪȅ ŀƴŘ ŜŀǊǘƘΩ ƛƴ ¢ƛōŜǘŀƴΦ 

What you experienced, was very real: we indeed were in close contact with the people we 

ƪƴƻǿΦέ 

ά.ǳǘ ǿƘƻ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜ ƻƴŜ ǿƘƻ ǿŀǎ ŜŀƎŜǊ ǘƻ ŎƻƴǘŀŎǘ ƳŜΚέ aŀǊƛŀ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ άL ŘƻƴΩǘ ǘƘƛƴƪ ƛǘΩǎ 

ŀƴȅƻƴŜ L ƪƴƻǿ ƻŦΦέ 

ά/ƻǳƭŘ ƛǘ ƘŀǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ǘƘŜ !ƭŘŜōŀǊŀƴ ǎǇƛǊƛǘΚέ ǘƘŜ ōŀǊƻƴ ŀǎƪŜŘ ŜŀƎŜǊƭȅΦ ά!ŦǘŜǊ ŀƭƭΣ General 

IŀǳǎƘƻŦŜǊ ǿŀǎ ƘƻǇƛƴƎ ǘƘƛǎ ƧƻǳǊƴŜȅ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜ ǎǳŎƘ ŀ ǊŜƴŜǿŀƭ ŜŦŦŜŎǘ ƻƴ ȅƻǳΦέ  

Maria shook her head. 

ά¢Ƙƛǎ ǿŀǎ ŀ ǊŜŀƭ ǿƻƳŀƴΣ ƭƛǾƛƴƎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǊŜŀƭ ǿƻǊƭŘΣ ǊƛƎƘǘ ƴƻǿΦ L Ŏŀƴ ŀƭƳƻǎǘ ǎŜŜ ƘŜǊ ŦŀŎŜΧέ 

ά²Ƙŀǘ ŘƛŘ ǎƘŜ ƭƻƻƪ ƭƛƪŜΚέ ǘƘŜ .ŀǊƻƴ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ  

ά!ƭƳƻǎǘΣέ aŀǊƛŀ ǊŜǇŜŀǘŜŘΦ ά.ǳǘ ŦƻǊ ǎƻƳŜ ǊŜŀǎƻƴΣ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŀǎƭŜŜǇΣ ōǳǘ ǿŀǎ ǘǊȅƛƴƎ ǘƻ 

ŎƻƴǘŀŎǘ ƳŜΧέ 

She suddenly looked up. 

ά²ƘŀǘΩǎ ǘƘŜ ǘƛƳŜ ŘƛŦŦŜǊŜƴŎŜ ōŜǘǿŜŜƴ ǳǎ ŀƴŘ aǳƴƛŎƘΚέ  

The baron rolled his eyes as if calculating. 

άLǘ Ƴǳǎǘ ōŜ ŦƛǾŜ ƘƻǳǊǎΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ ά{ƻ ƛǘ ƛǎ ƳƛŘƴƛƎƘt in Munich, when the sun rises over 

ƘŜǊŜΦ bƻǘ ŜǾŜǊȅƻƴŜ ƛǎ ŀǎƭŜŜǇ ŀǘ ƳƛŘƴƛƎƘǘΣέ ƘŜ ŀŘŘŜŘΦ 

That day, the baron invited Maria and Meher Baba to explore the ancient capital 

Tsaparang. Once the site of the magnificent palace of the Guge rulers, it was now an eerie 

ghost town clinging to the mountain wall, climbing upwards to great heights, each white 
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house like a bleached skull with a gaping mouth. The sight was at once frightening and 

irresistible. The houses were just fronts ς they led into an intricate labyrinth of caves, 

wriggling upwards towards the palace. Even though everything lay in ruins, Maria was 

astonished to find several murals, which had been preserved in a most amazing condition. 

The colours were richly bright, bringing to life scenes of the inhabitants of this once rich 

and powerful city.  

As night fell, Maria decided to face her dreams in a prepared state of mind ς to find out 

the identity of the one who was trying to communicate with her. She was excited and at 

first found it hard to fall asleep. 

When she finally did, she experienced a feeling of great clarity. In her childhood, she 

had often been locked in a dream which she knew to be a dream, where she was able to 

do whatever she wished and which she was able to end at will. This was a similar 

sensation. But even before she had begun experimenting with her temporary and unreal 

powers, she felt the entity from previous two nights make an appearance. It was like 

searching for someone in the darkness, but she had a feeling of getting closer to a woman 

who was calling her name in her mind. There was nothing that spoke of danger; the call 

was filled with kindness and sincerity. Maria followed. 

She woke to the sounds of what she knew to be a damru drum, created by the lord 

Shiva to call into being the spiritual vibrations which regulate the universe. The sounds 

nevertheless dissolved her dream universe, and before it was to be irretrievably lost Maria 

struggled to grasp some of its shards and take them with her into wakefulness.  

άL ǘƘƛƴƪ L ƪƴƻǿΣ ǿƘƻ ƛǎ ǘǊȅƛƴƎ ǘƻ ŎƻƴǘŀŎǘ ƳŜΣέ ǎƘŜ ǘƻƭŘ ǘƘŜ ōŀǊƻƴ ŀǎ ǘƘŜȅ ǿŜǊŜ ƘŀǾƛƴƎ po 

cha - butter tea - that morning.  

Von Sebottendorf stopped his cup in midair and looked at Maria with questioning eyes, 

as did Merwan. It seems the baron had begun to explore and appreciate the many 

possibilities of wordless conversation.  

άL ōŜƭƛŜǾŜ ƛǘ ƛǎ aŀŘŀƳŜ wƻŜǊƛŎƘΣέ aŀǊƛŀ ǎǘŀǘŜŘΦ 

άhƘΣ Ƙƻǿ ƛƴǘŜǊŜǎǘƛƴƎΗέ ǘƘŜ ōŀǊƻƴ ǊŜǎǳƳŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ǇƻǿŜǊ ǘƻ ǎǇŜŀƪΦ ά²Ƙŀǘ ƳŀƪŜǎ ȅƻǳ ǘƘƛƴƪ 

ǘƘŀǘΚέ 

ά.ŜŎŀǳǎŜ L ŦŜŜƭ ƘŜǊ ƎŜǘǘƛƴƎ ŎƭƻǎŜǊΣέ aŀǊƛŀ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘΦ ά!ƴŘ ǎƘŜ ǘŜƭƭǎ me about our meeting, 

which she anticipates eagerly as she has something very important to disclose to me. She 

ǿƛƭƭ Řƻ ǘƘŀǘ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǎŀŎǊŜŘ YŀƛƭŀǎƘ aƻǳƴǘŀƛƴΦέ 
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ά¢Ƙƛǎ ƛǎ ŜȄŎƛǘƛƴƎΣέ .ŀǊƻƴ Ǿƻƴ {ŜōƻǘǘŜƴŘƻǊŦ ǎŀƛŘΣ ŀŦǘŜǊ ǘŀƪƛƴƎ ŀ ǎƘƻǊǘ ǇŀǳǎŜ ǘƻ ǇƻƴŘŜǊ 

aŀǊƛŀΩǎ ǿƻǊŘǎ and take a sip from his bowl of po cha, which was immediately refilled to 

ǘƘŜ ōǊƛƳ ōȅ ŀƴ ŀǘǘŜƴŘƛƴƎ ƳƻƴƪΣ ŀǎ ǘƘŜ ŎǳǎǘƻƳ ǊŜǉǳƛǊŜŘΦ ά/ŀƴ ȅƻǳ ǘŜƭƭ me what she looked 

ƭƛƪŜΚέ 

άbƻǘ ǊŜŀƭƭȅΣέ aŀǊƛŀ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘΦ άLǘΩǎ ƴƻǘ ŀǎ ƛŦ L ƳŜǘ ƘŜǊ ŦŀŎŜ ǘƻ ŦŀŎŜΦέ {ƘŜ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ŀōƻǳt the 

ōŀǊƻƴΩǎ ǉǳŜǎǘƛƻƴ ŦƻǊ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ ƳƻƳŜƴǘΦ  

άL Ŏŀƴ ŦŜŜƭ ƘŜǊΣ ōǳǘ ƳƻǊŜ ŀǎ ǎƘŜ ŦŜŜƭǎ ƘŜǊǎŜƭŦΦ !ƴŘ ŜǾŜǊȅ ǿƻƳŀƴ ŦŜŜƭǎ ōŜŀǳǘƛŦǳƭΣ L 

ǎǳǇǇƻǎŜΣέ aŀǊƛŀ ǎŀƛŘΦ 

άDƻ ƻƴΣέ ǘƘŜ ōŀǊƻƴ ǳǊƎŜŘΦ 

ά{ƘŜ ƛǎ ŀǇǇǊƻŀŎƘƛƴƎ ŦƛŦǘȅΣ L ǇǊŜǎǳƳŜΦ IŜǊ ƻƴŎŜ ŘŀǊƪ ƘŀƛǊΣ ǿƘƛŎƘ ǎƘŜ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ǿŜŀǊǎ up, is 

turning grey in strands, which forms fascinating waves when she arranges it. I can feel her 

having been a very beautiful woman in her prime, and she may still retain some of the 

capriciousness that often accompanies it. There is something in her which men liken to 

ŀƴƛƳŀƭǎΦ L ōŜƭƛŜǾŜ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊŘ ΨǾƛȄŜƴΩ ƛǎ ƻŦǘŜƴ ǳǎŜŘΦέ 

The baron had forgotten about his tea. 

ά¢Ƙƛǎ ƛǎ ǳƴŎŀƴƴȅΣ ǘƻǘŀƭƭȅ ǳƴŎŀƴƴȅΗέ ƘŜ ƎŀǎǇŜŘΦ ά¢ƘŜǊŜ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ōŜ ŀ ōŜǘǘŜǊ ŘŜǎŎǊƛǇǘƛƻƴ 

ƻŦ aŀŘŀƳŜ wƻŜǊƛŎƘ ŜǾŜƴ ƛŦ ƛǘ ŎŀƳŜ ŦǊƻƳ ƘŜǊ ƻǿƴ ƭƛǇǎΗέ IŜ ƴƻŘŘŜd absent-mindedly, 

ƻōǾƛƻǳǎƭȅ ǇŀƛƴǘƛƴƎ aŀŘŀƳŜ wƻŜǊƛŎƘΩǎ ƛƳŀƎŜ ƛƴ Ƙƛǎ ƳƛƴŘΦ  

ά{ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ŀƴŘ ǎǘƛƭƭ ƛǎ ŀ ǊŜƳŀǊƪŀōƭŜ ōŜŀǳǘȅΣέ ƘŜ ŀŘŘŜŘΦ 

Maria looked at the man with surprise. 

ά²ƘȅΣ ōŀǊƻƴΗέ ǎƘŜ ƎŀǎǇŜŘΦ ά/ŀƴ ƛǘ ōŜ ǘƘŀǘ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ǎƳƛǘǘŜƴ ǿƛǘƘ aŀŘŀƳŜ wƻŜǊƛŎƘΚέ 

Instead of expressing loud resentment and rebuke, as Maria had expected him to do, 

the baron reacted with a bashful smile. His earlobes turned slightly red. 

ά²Ƙƻ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ōŜΚέ ƘŜ ƳǳǊƳǳǊŜŘ ŀƴŘ ƭƻǿŜǊŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ŜȅŜǎΣ ŀǎ ƛŦ ǎƛƎƴŀƭƭƛƴƎ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘƛǎ ǘƻǇƛŎ 

was closed. 

ά.ǳǘ ǿƘȅ ǿƻǳƭŘ ǎƘŜ ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ƳŜǎǎŀƎŜ ŦƻǊ ƳŜΚέ aŀǊƛŀ ǿŀǎ ǎǘƛƭƭ ŀƴȄƛƻǳǎΦ άCǊƻƳ ǿƘƻƳΚ 

!ōƻǳǘ ǿƘŀǘΚέ 

άtŜǊƘŀǇǎΣέ ǘƘŜ ōŀǊƻƴ ǎǳƎƎŜǎǘŜŘΣ άǘƘŜ !ƭŘŜōŀǊŀƴ ǎǇƛǊƛǘ ƛǎ ǳƴŀōƭŜ ǘƻ ƳŀƪŜ ŎƻƴǘŀŎǘ ǿƛǘƘ 

ȅƻǳ ŀƴŘ ƛǎ ǳǎƛƴƎ aŀŘŀƳŜ wƻŜǊƛŎƘΚέ 

Maria doubted that, but the baron went on to praise thŜ aŀŘŀƳŜΩǎ ŜǎƻǘŜǊƛŎ ǉǳŀƭƛǘƛŜǎΦ 

άLŦ ǎƘŜ Ƙŀǎ ōŜŜƴ ǊŜŎŜƛǾƛƴƎ ƳŜǎǎŀƎŜǎ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ƭŜŀŘŜǊǎ ƻŦ {ƘŀƳōƘŀƭŀΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ 

άƳŜǎǎŀƎŜǎ ǿƛǘƘ ǎǳŎƘ ǇǊŜŎƛǎƛƻƴ ǿƘƛŎƘ ŜƴŀōƭŜǎ ǘƘŜƛǊ ŜȄǇŜŘƛǘƛƻƴ ǘƻ ŀŎǘǳŀƭƭȅ ŦƛƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǇƭŀŎŜΣ 
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why would it be inconceivable that she can also receive messages from the one who calls 

ƘŜǊǎŜƭŦ Ψ{ǳƳƛΩΚ ¦ƴƭŜǎǎΧέ 

ά¦ƴƭŜǎǎ ǿƘŀǘΣ ōŀǊƻƴΚέ 

Von Sebottendorf seemed to have arrived at a new and irresistible idea. 

ά¦ƴƭŜǎǎ ǘƘŜ ƭŜŀŘŜǊǎ ƻŦ {ƘŀƳōƘŀƭŀ ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ƳŜǎǎŀƎŜ ŦƻǊ ȅƻǳΗέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ǾŜǊȅ ǎƭƻǿƭȅΦ 

Maria saw him calculating that the odds of their entering Shambhala with the Roerichs 

were growing tenfold. 

Merwan, whose attention had been divided between her, the baron, and his butter tea, 

looked at Maria in a very peculiar way. Had he been in her dreams? Or she in his? Maria 

didnΩǘ ǊŜŎŀƭƭ ŀ ƴƛƎƘǘƭȅ ŜƴŎƻǳƴǘŜǊ ōǳǘ ŦŜƭǘ ƘŜǊǎŜƭŦ ōƭǳǎƘƛƴƎ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ƳŜǊŜ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘΦ 

!ŦǘŜǊ ŀ ǿŜŜƪ ǘƘŜ ōŀǊƻƴ ōŜƎŀƴ ƻǊƎŀƴƛȊƛƴƎ ǘƘŜƛǊ ŘŜǇŀǊǘǳǊŜΦ aŀǊƛŀΩǎ ŘǊŜŀƳǎ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ 

brought any tangible information: Madame Roerich might have been a powerful medium, 

but her telepathic powers failed to communicate her exact message.  

aŀǊƛŀΩǎ ŀǘǘŜƳǇǘǎ ǘƻ ŎƻƴǘŀŎǘ ǘƘŜ ƻǘƘŜǊ ƳŜƳōŜǊǎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ DŜǊƳŀƴ ǘŜŀƳ ǿŜǊŜ Ŝǉǳŀƭƭȅ 

ǳƴǎǳŎŎŜǎǎŦǳƭΣ ŀǎ ƛŦ ǎƘŜ ƘŀŘ ƴƻ ŎƻƴǘǊƻƭ ƻǾŜǊ ǿƘƻ ǿŀǎ ƻǊ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŀŎŎŜǎǎƛōƭŜ ǘƻ ƘŜǊΦ tŜǊƘŀǇǎ 

she only reached those who were themselves thinking about her? If that was the case 

then young Georg was the only team member who did, because she felt his presence 

once or twice.  

On the other hand, Merwan had become a frequent guest in her dreams, occasionally 

ǘŀƪƛƴƎ ƻƴ wƻȅΩǎ ŦŜŀǘǳǊŜǎΣ ōǳǘ always remaining silent. On some mornings after especially 

intense dreams, Maria hesitated to look the man in his eyes, but whenever she evaded his 

look, she could feel Merwan smile in satisfaction.  

¢Ƙƛǎ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŀ ǇƭŀŎŜ ǿƘŜǊŜ ǘƘƛƴƎǎ ŎƻǳƭŘ ǊŜƳŀƛƴ ƘƛŘŘŜƴΦ 

The three-day journey which followed had them spending the first night at Dabaxiang. 

Maria was anxious to find out whether the absence of Tholing energy would affect her 

dreams, but either their quarters were influenced by a similarly strong energy, or being 

exposed to it had opened new capabilities in her, because the call from Madame Roerich 

became louder and clearer each night.  

In the morning light, the glittering snowy top of the Kailash Mountain became visible in 

the east. During a very long day of travel it grew in size, beckoning them to hurry, yet still 

remaining in the far distance. The setting sun painted the snow cap with blinding gold, 
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making it glow for a long time after everything else had fallen into shadows. They finally 

reached Mencixiang in the pale moonlight.  

{ŜǘǘƛƴƎ ƻŦŦ ŜŀǊƭȅ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƳƻǊƴƛƴƎΣ ŀŦǘŜǊ ƻƴƭȅ ŀ ŎƻǳǇƭŜ ƻŦ ƘƻǳǊǎΩ ǎƭŜŜǇΣ ǘƘŜ ǘǊŀǾŜƭƭŜǊǎ 

moved along a straight road running parallel to the Himalayan range, with the vast desert-

like plain on their right, and with the Kailash peak as their unfailing beacon. 

The baron, tired of adopting silence as his main means of self-expression, recited to 

Maria the many legends connected with the holy place they were approaching. Told under 

the watchful eye of the actual mountain, the stories acquired a new and multidimensional 

character. Maria discovered that every year thousands of pilgrims arrive to take a holy 

walk around the mountain, either on foot or on their hands and knees, spending many 

days in doing so. One such walk would cleanse the pilgrim of all the sins of one lifetime; to 

be purified of all the bad karma of all previous lives and to be released from future 

reincarnations, one hundred and eight such pilgrimages were required. There were 

several monasteries around the mountain to provide rest for the pilgrims, as well as the 

hidden monasteries with the purpose of guarding the mountain and its secrets from those 

who would defile the sacred place. Foreigners were very rare in these parts and not 

necessarily welcome, unless they had powerful protectors inside the monastic system. 

They reached Lhara, a small village at the foot of the mountain, where pilgrims began 

their walk. Much of the Kailash, still miles away, had by then disappeared behind some of 

the lower hills that surrounded it, as the travellers were too close to see over them. There 

they left their yak-drawn cart and mounted small horses. Only when they had proceeded 

through the passage between the intervening hills did the whole enormous scale of the 

Kailash reveal itself to them. 

As they approached the majestic mountain, even the baron grew quiet, expressing his 

awe less with selected words and more with a look of sheer astonishment and even 

dread. 

Lǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŀ Ƴƻǳƴǘŀƛƴ ǘƘŀǘ ƻƴŜ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƻōǎŜǊǾŜΥ ƛǘ ƻōǎŜǊǾŜŘ ȅƻǳΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎ ƴƻ 

escape from its scrutiny.  

άtŜƻǇƭŜ ƛƴ !ǎƛŀ ŎƻƴǎƛŘŜǊ YŀƛƭŀǎƘ ǘƻ ōŜ ǘƘŜ ŎŜƴǘǊŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊƭŘΣ ǘƘŜ ǇƛƭƭŀǊ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ 9ŀǊǘƘΣ 

ǘƘŜ ƴŀǾŜƭ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǳƴƛǾŜǊǎŜΣέ ǘƘŜ ōŀǊƻƴ ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊŜŘΣ Ƙƛǎ ŜȅŜǎ ƛƴǎǇŜŎǘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ƳȅǎǘŜǊƛƻǳǎ ǎƘŀǇŜǎ 

ƻƴ ǘƘŜ Ƴƻǳƴǘŀƛƴ ǿŀƭƭΦ άLǘΩǎ ōŜŜƴ ǎǇŜŎǳƭŀǘŜŘ ǘƘŀǘ, ages aƎƻΣ ǘƘŜ 9ŀǊǘƘΩǎ Ǌƻǘŀǘƛƻƴŀƭ ŀȄƛǎ 

passed through this place, that the mountain was literally the pivotal shaft on which the 
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Earth rotated, with the lost continent of Atlantis the antipode of it, on the other side of 

the planet. When the axis shifted, the vast ocean around the Himalayan mountain range 

receded, whereas Atlantis was covered by the waters of the Pacific Ocean. That lost 

civilization probably possessed either the technology or the spiritual powers to pass 

through the Earth, so some of the survivors emerged here and, from here, began their 

journey towards Europe, establishing what we consider to be the earliest civilizations on 

ƻǳǊ ǇƭŀƴŜǘΦ ¸Ŝǘ ǘƘŜ Ƴƻǳƴǘŀƛƴ ƴŜǾŜǊ ƭƻǎǘ ƛǘǎ ǇƻǿŜǊΦ Lǘ ƛǎ ŀ ōŜŀŎƻƴ ƛƴǘƻ ǎǇŀŎŜΦ LǘΩǎ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ǎŀƛŘ 

that the gods use it to visit us, the people of the Earth. Even before Buddhism reached 

¢ƛōŜǘΣ ǘƘŜ ǎƪȅ ƎƻŘŘŜǎǎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ .ǀƴ ǊŜƭƛƎƛƻƴΣ {ƛǇŀƛƳŜƴΣ ǿŀǎ ōŜƭƛŜǾŜŘ ǘƻ ƭƛǾŜ ƘŜǊŜΦέ 

While the baron was speaking Maria was unable to turn her eyes from the mountain. 

Indeed, it was difficult to fathom this being a natural monument ς so perfect was its 

shape, its sides facing the four cardinal points of a compass. There was a frightening 

vertical gash down its south face, running from the top to the bottom in the exact middle, 

as if the mountain was an enormous gateway that could open up any moment.  

The baron observed her face and followed the direction of her eyes. 

ά{ŜŜ Ƙƻǿ ƛǘ ŦƻǊƳǎ ǘƘŜ ƘƻƭƛŜǎǘ ƻŦ ǎƘŀǇŜǎ ς ǘƘŜ ǎǿŀǎǘƛƪŀΚέ ƘŜ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ 

Indeed, the huge fault, running across the horizontal layers of the mountain and with 

the top part near the peak turning left almost at a right angle, created the appearance of a 

gigantic swastika. 

They rode for another hour, circling the mountain, until the monks pointed up, towards 

the smaller mountains facing Kailash, and took a turn into a narrow passageway, which 

looked as if it led nowhere. It proved to be a difficult and often dangerous climb, with the 

road occasionally narrowing to the width of only a few feet, along the edge of a steep 

ravine. It got darker, and that bought even greater uneasiness.  

Finally, they reached a small group of buildings  supported by wooden pillars, 

ǊŜǎŜƳōƭƛƴƎ ŀ ƎǊƻǳǇ ƻŦ ƘƻǊƴŜǘǎΩ ƴŜǎǘǎ ƎƭǳŜŘ ŀƎŀƛƴǎǘ ǘƘŜ ƳƻǳƴǘŀƛƴΦ ¢ƘŜǎŜ ǿŜǊŜ ǎƻ ǿŜƭƭ-

hidden from view that Maria noticed the structures only when they had arrived under 

them. It seemed to be a very small settlement, housing no more than perhaps a dozen 

monks. Maria was wondering where the poor animals would be housed, if that was to be 

where all of them were about to spend the night.  
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A monk appeared and took the reins of the first horse. He led it towards an almost 

invisible gap in the rock, barely large enough for the horse with a rider to pass through, 

while the others followed meekly. There lay complete darkness ahead.  

As they rode into this natural tunnel, the sounds of the outside world died away with 

the last light. Nothing could be heard other than the sound of the hooves and their own 

ōǊŜŀǘƘƛƴƎΦ aŀǊƛŀ ƘŀŘ ƛƴǎǘƛƴŎǘƛǾŜƭȅ ōŜƴǘ ƭƻǿ ƻǾŜǊ ƘŜǊ ƘƻǊǎŜΩǎ ƴŜŎƪΣ ŀǎ ǎƘŜ ƘŀŘ ƴƻ ƛŘŜŀ ƻŦ 

the height of the ceiling, even though, judging by the echo, the space around her had 

grown larger than it had appeared at first. 

After perhaps a minute in the darkness a faint glow of light became visible ahead. 

aŀǊƛŀ ǿŀǎ ǎǘŀǊǘƭŜŘ ǿƘŜƴ ǎƘŜ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ǳǇ ŀƴŘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŜǾŜƴ ŀōƭŜ ǘo discern the ceiling, so 

high had it now lifted. The width of the tunnel, too, had been at least tripled.  

The passageway then formed a portal, from which another range of steep mountains 

could be seen. A waterfall was rushing down from the wall of the mountain opposite 

them, pouring into a river or a lake almost a kilometre beneath them. This was a 

frightening sight regardless of its breathtaking beauty.  

Maria saw the first horse, carrying one of the monks from Tholing, turn right and the 

ƳƻƴƪΩǎ ŜȅŜǎ ǿƛŘen in astonishment, as he seemed to be observing something that was 

ǊŜŀŎƘƛƴƎ ƘƛƎƘ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǎƪȅΦ aŀǊƛŀΩǎ ƘƻǊǎŜ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜ ǘƘƛǊŘ ƛƴ ƭƛƴŜ ǘƻ ƳŀƪŜ ǘƘŀǘ ǘǳǊƴΣ ŀƴŘ ƘŜǊ 

heart began racing. 

The dim dusk light of the evening, bright by comparison, made her squint her eyes as 

her horse also emerged and turned onto a rather narrow pathway with a drop on one side 

into a steaming abyss of foaming water.  

They were inside a mountain which formed a vast funnel, as if looking up from within a 

volcano. When lowering her eyes, which she had turned towards the sky, she saw the 

most incredible structure she had ever come across in a picture, in cinema, or in her 

dreams. 

The footpath led to a suspension bridge, which in its turn led to the entrance of a 

monastery, the likes of whicƘ ǎƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ŜǾŜƴ ƘŀǾŜ ŜƴǾƛǎƛƻƴŜŘ ƛƴ ƘŜǊ ǿƛƭŘŜǎǘ ŦŀƴǘŀǎȅΦ Lǘ 

was carved out of the rock, in the shape of an immense Buddha, the smiling face of whom 

was veiled in a thin layer of clouds. The size of this whole complex, totally invisible from 

anywhere outside, was so awe-inspiring that Maria had to close her eyes for a while in 

order to force herself to take a deep breath and calm down.  
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The crossing of the suspension bridge was done with closed eyes again. There had been 

a number of such bridges on their way, but nothing like this ς narrow, long and hanging 

over a gorge so deep that the fading daylight was unable to reveal the contents of its pitch 

black bed. It was like dancing on the brink of a bottomless well.  

Finally she heard the hooves of her horse hit stone again. The travellers gathered on a 

large platform beneath the gigantic statue, facing a high wooden gate. Not a soul was to 

be seen.  

The monk who had led them into the cave stepped to the gate where an extremely 

long brass horn was fastened to the wall with chains. He took a deep breath and blew into 

it.  

At the low, menacing sound, the horses neighed and backed up in fear. A flock of birds 

took off from the mountains and circled above them, before settling down again in their 

obscure location. Some unseen animal, probably a monkey, screeched.  

With a crackling sound, reminding Maria of the widening of the gates to the 

Underworld, the large gateway began to open. It revealed an inner courtyard inside the 

mountain, large enough in itself to house a monastery, lit by numerous blazing torches.  

The travellers dismounted and followed the monk, while the two who had opened the 

gate tended the horses and yet another led the Tholing monks off in another direction. 

Maria, the baron and Meher Baba followed the monk into yet deeper regions of the 

mountain. From an intersecting corridor, another monk took over the leadership by 

bowing to them and motioning for them to follow. They descended a stairway and found 

themselves in front of a forged iron gate almost as high as the main entrance to the 

hidden monastery had been. There the monk paused and chimed a small bell hanging on 

it.  

After a moment of silence, the gate began to open. 

From the inside, a couple of monks appeared and stepped aside to welcome the 

visitors.  

They entered and found themselves in a large round hall underneath a dome. Other 

than that there were very few decorations of any kind, and no furniture whatsoever, save 

a circle of carpets on the floor. Maria was unable to discern the source of lighting, but a 

warm glow made everything visible.  
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Instinctively, the group moved to the centre of the room. The baron coughed and 

quickly covered his mouth with both hands: the resonance bounced back from the curved 

walls, generating a shocking effect, as if this sound had originated from inside the head of 

the hearer.  

In yet another minute the ringing of little bells was heard, accompanied by a rhythmic 

beats of drums. A figure of a venerable old man, probably the chief lama of this 

mysterious monastery, accompanied by several monks, halted just inside the door. The 

music stopped and the monks slowly closed the gates behind them. The old man moved 

ǘƻǿŀǊŘǎ ǘƘŜƳΦ aŀǊƛŀ ŎƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜ ǎǿƻǊƴ ǘƘŀǘ Ƙƛǎ ƭŜƎǎ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǘƻǳŎƘ ǘƘŜ ƎǊƻǳƴŘΣ ōǳǘ ǘƘƛǎ 

might have been an effect created by the dim light, the source of which was still invisible. 

He was wearing an elaborate robe and headgear, and he must have been very old. He 

faced the three travellers and bowed to them. Then he lifted his finger as if to warn them. 

ά5ƻƴΩǘ ǎǇŜŀƪΦ ¢ƘŜǊŜ ŀǊŜ ƴƻ ǿƻǊŘǎ ƛƴ ǘƘƛǎ ǊƻƻƳΦέ 

He had said this in a clear voice, which ς like the cough emitted by the baron ς seemed 

ǘƻ ƻǊƛƎƛƴŀǘŜ ŦǊƻƳ ƛƴǎƛŘŜ aŀǊƛŀΩǎ ƻǿƴ ƘŜŀŘΦ !ƴŘ ȅŜǘΣ Ƙƛǎ ƭƛǇǎ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ƳƻǾŜŘΦ  

ά²ŜƭŎƻƳŜ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ Iŀƭƭ ƻŦ /ƻƳǇǊŜƘŜƴǎƛƻƴΣέ ǘƘŜ ƭŀƳŀ ŎƻƴǘƛƴǳŜd, a Buddha-like smile still 

ƻƴ Ƙƛǎ ƭƛǇǎΦ άIŜǊŜΣ ǿŜ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƴŜŜŘ ǿƻǊŘǎ ƻǊ ŘƛŦŦŜǊŜƴǘ ƭŀƴƎǳŀƎŜǎΦ ²ƘŀǘŜǾŜǊ ƛǎ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ƛǎ 

ƘŜŀǊŘ ŀƴŘ ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘƻƻŘΦέ 

He turned to Meher Baba, approached him and bowed deeply. 

ά²ŜƭŎƻƳŜΣ ƎǊŜŀǘ ŀǾŀǘŀǊΣ DƻŘ ǊŜƛƴŎŀǊƴŀǘŜŘΣ ŎƻƳǇŀǎǎƛƻƴŀǘŜ ŦŀǘƘŜǊΗέ 

Merwan also bowed and took the hands of the old man in his: 

άIt is an honour to be hereΣ ŜǘŜǊƴŀƭ ƎǳŀǊŘƛŀƴ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƪŜȅΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ ŀƭǎƻ ǿƛǘƘƻǳǘ ŀŎǘǳŀƭƭȅ 

speaking. 

The lama now turned to the baron: 

ά²ŜƭŎƻƳŜΣ ǎŜŜƪŜǊ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǘǊǳǘƘΣ ǘǊŀǾŜƭƭŜǊ ŦǊƻƳ ŀŦŀǊΦέ 

The ōŀǊƻƴ ŀƭǎƻ ōƻǿŜŘΣ ōǳǘ ŜƛǘƘŜǊ ǘƻƻ ǎǘǳǇŜŦƛŜŘ ƻǊ ǳƴǎǳǊŜ ƻŦ Ƙƛǎ ƻǿƴ ǇƻǿŜǊǎΣ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǎŀȅ 

- or rather, think - any response. 

The lama faced Maria and took a long look at her. 

ά²ŜƭŎƻƳŜΣ ƎǊŜŀǘ ƳƻǘƘŜǊΣέ Ƙƛǎ ƎǊŜŜǘƛƴƎ ǎƻǳƴŘŜŘ ƛƴ ƘŜǊ ƘŜŀŘ ŀƴŘ ƘŜŀǊǘΦ  

Maria was astounded, but forced herself to think of a reply. Could she make herself 

heard to this man, to everyone? 
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ά¢Ƙŀƴƪ ȅƻǳ ŦƻǊ ǊŜŎŜƛǾƛƴƎ ǳǎΣέ ǎƘŜ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘΣ ŀƴŘ ƘŜŀǊŘ ƘŜǊ ƻǿƴ ǾƻƛŎŜ ƛƴ ƘŜǊ ƻǿƴ ƘŜŀŘΣ 

not in a specific language, but saying exactly that.  

The lama smiled and bowed his head.  

ά¸ƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ ǘǊŀǾŜƭƭŜŘ ŦŀǊ ŀƴŘ ƭƻƴƎΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ ά!ƴŘ ȅƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ ǇƻǿŜǊŦǳƭ ŦǊƛŜƴŘǎΦ ¢Ƙƛǎ 

monastery is not a place where outsiders could come to explore. Admittance is reserved 

for those only who are directed here by providence, on an important mission. We have 

looked into your souls and we know that each of you is predestined to fulfil a task ς of 

ǿƘƛŎƘ ȅƻǳ ȅƻǳǊǎŜƭǾŜǎ ƳƛƎƘǘ ƴƻǘ ōŜ ŀǿŀǊŜΣ ōǳǘ ǿƘƛŎƘ ƛǎ ȅƻǳǊ ƪŀǊƳŀ ƴŜǾŜǊǘƘŜƭŜǎǎΦέ 

ά.ǳǘΧ Ƙƻǿ ƛǎ ǘƘƛǎ ǇƻǎǎƛōƭŜΚέ .ŀǊƻƴ Ǿƻƴ {ŜōƻǘǘŜƴŘƻǊŦ Ŧƛƴŀƭƭȅ ƳŀŘŜ ƘƛƳǎŜƭŦ heard, 

looking startled at the sound of his own voice speaking in a nameless language. 

ά{ǳǊǊƻǳƴŘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ YŀƛƭŀǎƘ aƻǳƴǘŀƛƴΣ ǘƘŜ Ƴƻǎǘ ǇƻǿŜǊŦǳƭ ŀȄƛǎ ƻŦ ŜƴŜǊƎȅ ƻƴ 9ŀǊǘƘΣέ ǘƘŜ 

ƭŀƳŀ ŜȄǇƭŀƛƴŜŘΣ άŀǊŜ ƻǘƘŜǊ ŜƴŜǊƎȅ ǾƻǊǘŜȄŜǎΦ {ŜǾŜǊŀƭ ƳƻƴŀǎǘŜǊƛŜǎ ŀǊŜ ōǳƛƭǘ ǳǇƻƴ ǘƘŜǎŜΣ to 

harness the energy and amplify it even further. There is one monastery which houses the 

Hall of Levitation, to help the monks to learn that ancient technique. Yet another 

monastery is guarding the Hall of Healing, where all wounds, spiritual or physical, may be 

healed.  

ά²Ŝ ŀǊŜ ƛƴ ŎƘŀǊƎŜΣ ŀƳƻƴƎ ƻǘƘŜǊǎΣ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ Iŀƭƭ ƻŦ /ƻƳǇǊŜƘŜƴǎƛƻƴ ς here, a telepathic 

communication with each other and with the whole world is possible. To reach out over 

great distances ς that requires years of practice. But you are now aware of how to do so 

ƻǾŜǊ ǎƘƻǊǘŜǊ ƻƴŜǎΦέ 

The lama turned to the baron. 

ά¸ƻǳ ς ȅƻǳ ŀǊŜ ǎŜŀǊŎƘƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ ǘǊǳǘƘ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ Ƴŀƴ ȅƻǳ Ŏŀƭƭ ȅƻǳǊ {ŀǾƛƻǳǊΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ ά¸ƻǳ 

are very close to the truth ς ȅŜǘΣ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ȅƻǳ ŀǇǇǊƻŀŎƘ ŀƴȅ ŦǳǊǘƘŜǊΣ ȅƻǳΩƭƭ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ŀǎƪ 

yourself: why am I searching for the proof? Would this bring along greater happiness to 

the world ς or great confusion and misery? Is it for the benefit of the whole of mankind, 

ƻǊ Ƨǳǎǘ ŦƻǊ Ƴȅ ƻǿƴΚέ 

¢ƘŜ ōŀǊƻƴ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƳƻǾŜ ƻǊ ǎŀȅ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎΦ ²ƛǘƘƻǳǘ ǿŀƛǘƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ ŀƴ ŀƴǎǿŜǊ, the lama now 

turned to Meher Baba.  

ά¸ƻǳ ŀǊŜ ŜŀƎŜǊ ǘƻ ǘŜŀŎƘ ς ŀǎ ȅƻǳ ǿŜǊŜ ƳŜŀƴǘ ǘƻΣέ ǘƘŜ ƭŀƳŀ ǘƻƭŘ ƘƛƳΦ ά¸ƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ ŀƭǎƻ 

decided to free yourself from every worldly burden and desire, and embark on teaching. 

But what is the most important goal for you: to reach for Nirvana, to achieve perfection by 
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renouncing your physical self, or ς to assist others in their search and do it 

ǿƘƻƭŜƘŜŀǊǘŜŘƭȅΣ ŜǾŜƴ ƛŦ ǘƘƛǎ ƳŜŀƴǎ ǘƘŀǘ ȅƻǳǊ ŎƛǊŎƭŜ ƻŦ ǊŜōƛǊǘƘ ƛǎƴΩǘ ōǊƻƪŜƴ ȅŜǘΚέ 

Finally, he faced Maria. 

ά¸ƻǳΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ άƘŀǾŜ ŀƭǿŀys yearned to take a look behind the curtain that divides us 

from the other side. But are you sure you have the courage to tear that curtain down and 

ŦŀŎŜ ǿƘŀǘŜǾŜǊ ŀǿŀƛǘǎ ŦƻǊ ȅƻǳ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǳƴƪƴƻǿƴΚέ 

άL ŀƳ ǎƻǊǊȅΣέ aŀǊƛŀ ǎŀƛŘΣ ƳǳǎǘŜǊƛƴƎ ǳǇ ƘŜǊ ŎƻǳǊŀƎŜΣ άǿƘȅ ŘƛŘ ȅƻǳ Ŏŀƭƭ ƳŜ ΨƎǊŜŀǘ 

ƳƻǘƘŜǊΩΚέ 

ά.ŜŎŀǳǎŜΣέ ǘƘŜ ƭŀƳŀ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘΣ άȅƻǳǊ ŎƘƛƭŘ ǎƘŀƭƭ ƻƴŜ Řŀȅ ƭŜŀŘ Ƴŀƴȅ ǘƻ ŀ ƧƻǳǊƴŜȅ ōŀŎƪ 

home ς or astray. But only ς ƛŦ ȅƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƘŜ ŎƻǳǊŀƎŜ ƛǘ ǘŀƪŜǎΦέ  

Maria would have wanted to ask more, but the lama turned away from her to face 

them all. 

ά¸ƻǳ ŀǊŜ ŀƭƭ ŘǊƛǾŜƴ ōȅ ǘƘŜ ǿƛǎƘ ǘƻ ŦƛƴŘ {ƘŀƳōƘŀƭŀ ŀƴŘ ǘƻ ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘŀƴŘ ŀƴŘ ƳŀǎǘŜǊ ǘƘŜ 

ǳƴƛǾŜǊǎŀƭ ŜƴŜǊƎȅ ǘƘŀǘ ǇƻǿŜǊǎ ƻǳǊ ǿƻǊƭŘΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ ά!ƴŘ ȅŜǘΣ ȅƻǳ ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ ŀŎŎŜǇǘ ƎǊŜŀǘ Ǌƛǎƪ 

in doing so. You shall face Shambhala in three days ς if you dare to croǎǎ ǘƘŜ ǘƘǊŜǎƘƻƭŘΦέ  

At these words, the lama bowed and turned around, The doors reopened, and he 

exited the hall as if floating slightly above the ground. 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter XX: Kailash, 1927, part I 

 

 

In the Hall of Comprehension Maria had not merely heard the words that were put into 

thoughts, but also sensed the feelings and emotions of her fellow companions. She had 

felt Merwan touch her ς not physically, but at a level where spirits entwine in an eternal 

dance and become one in their search for fulfilment. {ƘŜ ƘŀŘ ōŜƎǳƴ ƭƻƴƎƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ƳŀƴΩǎ  

nearness, sensing his warmth even through the closed doors and walls that were between 

them. 
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The words of the lama were burning on her mind. Was she to give birth to another 

child? Why was that child meant to have such importance? She was eager to discuss these 

ǘƘƛƴƎǎ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ƭŀƳŀΣ ōǳǘ ƘŜ ƴƻ ƭƻƴƎŜǊ ǎƘƻǿŜŘ ƘƛƳǎŜƭŦ ŀƴŘ aŀǊƛŀΩǎ ǘŜƭŜǇŀǘƘƛŎ ǇƻǿŜǊǎ 

ǿŜǊŜƴΩǘ ǎǘǊƻƴƎ ŜƴƻǳƎƘ ǘƻ enable her to speak to the lama outside the Hall of 

Comprehension.  

She spent the next day in a library which was like a labyrinth of books. It was called the 

Hall of Knowledge, and the energy in that hall made the ancient manuscripts sing. The 

words - in unknown languages, perhaps no longer spoken by anyone - seemed to float 

from the sheets and reveal their secrets. Merwan was by her side: he, no doubt, had taken 

ŀ ƭƻƻƪ ƛƴ aŀǊƛŀΩǎ ƘŜŀǊǘ ŀƴŘ ƘŀŘ ǎŜŜƴ ƛǘ ǊŜŦƭŜŎǘ Ƙƛǎ ƻǿƴ ŜƳƻǘƛƻƴǎΦ  

The baron was presented with a manuscript that had been kept in the vault for over a 

thousand years.  

άIŜǊŜ ƛǘ ƛǎΗέ ƘŜ ƎŀǎǇŜŘΣ ŀǎ ŀ Ƴƻƴƪ ƭŀƛŘ ƛǘ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ƘƛƳΦ ά¢ƘŜ ǎǘƻǊȅ ƻŦ ƻǳǊ [ƻǊŘ WŜǎǳǎΣ ŀǎ 

ǘƻƭŘ ōȅ !ǇƻǎǘƭŜ ¢ƘƻƳŀǎ ƻƴ Ƙƛǎ ŀǊǊƛǾŀƭ ƛƴ LƴŘƛŀΦέ Iƛǎ ƘŀƴŘ ǿŀǎ Ǿƛǎƛōƭȅ ǎƘŀƪƛƴƎ ŀǎ ƘŜ ƻǇŜƴŜŘ 

the cover.  

Glowing letters took off from the fragile pages like fireflies, filling the hall, attaching 

themselves to the minds of those in it. They brought along intuitive knowledge of what 

had been written; not words, but memories and emotions.  

That night, Maria was awakened by the sound of the ominous horn and realized that 

someone must be at the gates. She sat up on her bedstead and looked out of the window, 

facing the inner sanctum of the mountain.  

There was a group of people, maybe some eight to ten of them, on horses. They wore 

western clothing and there was a lady among them. On the back of one of the horses a 

wooden crate was fastened. These had to be Nicholas Roerich and his team, arriving here 

in Kailash exactly as planned. And the woman on the horse ς she had to be the one who 

for the last two weeks had contacted Maria telepathically.  

The lama had said that the gates to Shambhala would be opened before them in three 

days. This would be the second day. Did the holy man mean it literally ς that they would 

be accompanying Roerich to his appointment with the ruler of the mystic city? This idea 

seemed so fantastic and unbelievable that Maria gave an involuntary chuckle. She felt the 

room awaken around her, probing her, to decide if any action should be taken, and then 
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closing its eyes again, while she held her breath. Living in this place was like sleeping in 

the lap of a dragon. 

Maria slept late and dressed hurriedly. Madame Roerich had no longer invaded her 

dreams ς instead of that, almost everyone in the monastery had. It appeared there was no 

privilege of private dreams in here, where all the conscious and subconscious minds were 

shared and explored.  

She stepped out of her room, not sure where she should go to find the newcomers. 

Behind her door, she saw a monk meditating. At the sound of Maria exiting, he opened his 

eyes and beckoned Maria to follow him.  

They went down many corridors, past the library, until they reached a round doorway 

opening into a little indoor garden with a view over the waterfall. Sitting on small carpets 

and pillows on the floor were a group of people, among them the baron and Merwan. She 

also recognized Madame Roerich ς ŜǾŜƴ ǘƘƻǳƎƘ ǎƘŜ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ŀŎǘǳŀƭƭȅ ǎŜŜƴ ƘŜǊ ƻǊ ƘŜǊ 

likeness, the image that had formed in her mind was remarkably accurate.  

The baron rose to her feet, as did the other gentlemen. 

ά²Ŝ ǿŜǊŜ ǿŀƛǘƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ ȅƻǳΣ Ƴȅ ŘŜŀǊΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ƛƴ CǊŜƴŎƘΣ ǘƻ ƛƴŘƛŎŀǘŜ ǘƘŜ ŎƻƳƳƻƴ 

language in the company.  

Madame Roerich also arose, hastened towards Maria and embraced her as if meeting 

an old friend.  

ά5ƛŘ ȅƻǳ ƘŜŀǊ Ƴȅ ŎŀƭƭΚέ ǎƘŜ ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊŜŘΦ άL ƪƴƻǿ ȅƻǳ ŘƛŘΣ L Ŏŀƴ ŦŜŜƭ ƛǘΗέ 

άL ŘƛŘΣέ aŀǊƛŀ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘΦ άL ǿƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜ ƪƴƻǿƴ ȅƻǳ ŀƴȅǿƘŜǊŜΦ .ǳǘΧ ǿƘȅΚέ 

ά²Ŝ Ŏŀƴ ŘƛǎŎǳǎǎ ǘƘƛǎ ƭŀǘŜǊΣ ƛƴ ǇǊƛǾŀǘŜΣέ aŀŘŀƳŜ wƻŜǊƛŎƘ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘ ǉǳƛŜǘƭȅ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜƴ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ 

towards the gentlemen. 

άaŀȅ L ǇǊŜǎŜƴǘ aŀŘŜƳƻƛǎŜƭƭŜ hǊǎƛŎ ς ŀ ƳŜŘƛǳƳ ŀǎ ǇƻǿŜǊŦǳƭ ŀǎ ƳȅǎŜƭŦΣέ ǎƘŜ ŜȄŎƭŀƛƳŜŘΦ  

She introduced Maria to her husband, the leader of the expedition, Nicholas Roerich, 

who looked older than his years; there followed their son George, a young man also 

appearing older than his years due to a full beard, and six gentlemen who were 

introduced as representatives of various scientific organisations, mostly from the United 

States.  

άL ōŜƭƛŜǾŜ ȅƻǳΩǾŜ ŀƭǊŜŀŘȅ ƳŜǘ aƛǎǘŜǊ /ƘŀǇƳŀƴ !ƴŘǊŜǿǎΣέ aŀŘŀƳŜ wƻŜǊƛŎƘ ŎƻƴŎƭǳŘŜŘ 

rather cautiously.  
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Maria felt her face turn pale. Roy had been sitting behind the group of men and she 

ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ƴƻǘƛŎŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ǇǊŜǎŜƴŎŜΦ 

ά¸ŜǎΣέ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ ƘŜǊ ǘƻƴƎǳŜ ŘǊƛŜŘ ǘƻ ƘŜǊ ǇŀƭŀǘŜΦ ά!ƴŘ ƴƻǘ ōȅ ŎƻƛƴŎƛŘŜƴŎŜΦέ  

άL ƪƴƻǿ aƛǎǘŜǊ /ƘŀǇƳŀƴ !ƴŘǊŜǿǎ ǿƻǳƭŘ ŀƭǎƻ ǿƛǎƘ ǘƻ ŘƛǎŎǳǎǎ ǘƘƛǎ ǿƛǘƘ ȅƻǳ ǇŜǊǎƻƴŀƭƭȅΣ 

ƭŀǘŜǊΣέ aŀŘŀƳŜ wƻŜǊƛŎƘ ǎŀƛŘΣ ƛƴŘƛŎŀǘƛƴƎ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎ ŀǿŀǊŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŎŀǳǎŜ ƻŦ aŀǊƛŀΩǎ 

bitterness. 

άaȅ ǿƛŦŜ ǎŜŜƳǎ ǘƻ ƘŀǾŜ ƎǊŜŀǘ ǘǊǳǎǘ ƛƴ ȅƻǳ ŀƴŘ L ŀƳ ƴƻǘ ƛƴ the habit of doubting her 

ǿƻǊŘǎΣέ bƛŎƘƻƭŀǎ wƻŜǊƛŎƘ ǎŀƛŘ ŀǎ ǘƘŜȅ ŀƭƭ ǊŜǎǳƳŜŘ ǘƘŜƛǊ ǎŜŀǘǎΦ ά{ƘŜ Ƙŀǎ ŎƻƴǎǳƭǘŜŘ ƘƛƎƘŜǊ 

beings and they have vouched for you. Which ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ Ǝƻ ǘƻ ǎŀȅ ǘƘŀǘ L ǾŀƭǳŜ .ŀǊƻƴ Ǿƻƴ 

{ŜōƻǘǘŜƴŘƻǊŦΩǎ Ŝǉǳŀƭƭȅ ƘƛƎƘ ƻǇƛƴƛƻƴ ƻŦ ȅƻǳ ƭŜǎǎ ǘƘŀƴ L Řƻ ǘƘŜ ŜǾŀƭǳŀǘƛƻƴ ŦǊƻƳ ƛƴƘŀōƛǘŀƴǘǎ 

of the other dimension. Although, you see, the living ones sometimes do have a tendency 

ǘƻ ƭƛŜΦέ 

ά5ŜŀǊ bƛŎƘƻƭŀǎΗέ ǘƘŜ ōŀǊƻƴ ǇǊƻǘŜǎǘŜŘ ŜȄǇǊŜǎǎƛǾŜƭȅΦ άL ǇƭŜŀŘ Ǝǳƛƭǘȅ ƻŦ ƻƴƭȅ ƻƴŜ 

accusation ς of being alive! Of the other ς ƴŜǾŜǊΗέ 

άL ŀƳ ƎƭŀŘ ǘƻ ƘŜŀǊ ǘƘŀǘΣέ wƻŜǊƛŎƘ ŎƻƳƳŜƴǘŜŘΦ ά.ŜŎŀǳǎŜΣ ƭŀŘƛŜǎ ŀƴŘ ƎŜƴǘƭŜƳŜƴΣ ǿŜ ŀǊŜ 

currently in the Garden ƻŦ ¢ǊǳǘƘǎΦέ 

He paused and seemed to enjoy the confused looks on the faces of the baron and 

Maria, as well as the members of his own team.  

The chief lama, who was sitting among them next to Merwan, smiled omnisciently. 

Maria was certain that he was able to understand everything that was spoken, perhaps 

even able to make himself understood had he wanted to.  

άLƴŘŜŜŘ ǿŜ ŀǊŜΣέ wƻŜǊƛŎƘ ǇǊƻŎŜŜŘŜŘΣ άŀƴŘ ǘƘŀǘ ƛǎ ƻƴŜ ǊŜŀǎƻƴ ǿƘȅ L ŀƳ ǿƛƭƭƛƴƎ ǘƻ 

disclose the details of my own mission. Because, first of all, you -έ ǘƘƛǎ ǿŀǎ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƻ aŀǊƛŀ 

ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ōŀǊƻƴΣ ά- are dȅƛƴƎ ǘƻ ŦƛƴŘ ƻǳǘ Ƴȅ ǊŜŀƭ ƳƛǎǎƛƻƴΦ ¸ƻǳ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ŘŜƴȅ ƛǘΣέ ƘŜ 

ŀŘŘŜŘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ōŀǊƻƴΣ ǿƘƻ ǿŀǎ ƎŜǘǘƛƴƎ ǊŜŀŘȅ ǘƻ ǇǊƻǘŜǎǘΦ ά{ŜŎƻƴŘƭȅΣ LΩƳ ŀǿŀǊŜ ǘƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ ŀǊŜ 

the people who, like myself and my wife, have devoted themselves to the cause of 

bringing mankind closer to the age of enlightenment. Therefore, you are worthy of the 

secret that must remain hidden from those who would be tempted to use it for their own 

benefit. Thirdly: should I be mistaken ς and I rarely am ς that your motives are selfless, my 

mistake shall soon be revealed, for, as I said, we are in the Garden ƻŦ ¢ǊǳǘƘΦ !ƴŘΣ ǘƘŜǊŜΩǎ 

ǘƘŜ ŦƻǳǊǘƘ ŀƴŘ ǇŜǊƘŀǇǎ ǘƘŜ Ƴŀƛƴ ŀǊƎǳƳŜƴǘΧέ 
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He really had practiced this oration before, Maria thought involuntarily, listening to the 

meticulously-argued case, presented with gusto and cleverness.    

ά¢Ƙƛǎ ŀǊƎǳƳŜƴǘ ƛǎΥ ƴƻōƻŘȅ ǿƻǳƭŘ ōŜƭƛŜǾŜ ȅƻǳ ŀƴȅǿŀȅΣέ wƻŜǊƛŎƘ ŎƻƴŎƭǳŘŜŘΦ  

ά.ŜƭƛŜǾŜ ǿƘŀǘΚέ ǘƘŜ ōŀǊƻƴ ŀǎƪŜŘΣ ƭƻƻƪƛƴƎ ŎƻƴŦǳǎŜŘΦ 

ά!ƴȅ ƻŦ ƛǘΣέ wƻŜǊƛŎƘ ŎƘǳŎƪƭŜŘΦ άaȅ ƳƛǎǎƛƻƴΣ ȅƻǳǊ ƳƛǎǎƛƻƴΣ ŀƴŘ ƻǳǊ ǘǊƛǇ ǘƻ {ƘŀƳōƘŀƭŀΦέ 

ά{ƻ ƛǘ ƛǎ ǘǊǳŜΧέ .ŀǊƻn von Sebottendorf gasped, and beads of excitement broke out on 

his forehead and upper lip almost instantly.   

ά¸ŜǎΣ Ƴȅ ŦǊƛŜƴŘΣ ƛǘ ƛǎ ǘǊǳŜ ς ƛŦ ȅƻǳ ŘŀǊŜ ƛǘ ǘƻ ŎƻƳŜ ǘǊǳŜΗέ wƻŜǊƛŎƘ ǎŀƛŘΣ ŀƴŘ Ƙƛǎ ŦƭƛǇǇŀƴǘ 

mood of a moment ago was transformed into sudden solemnity.  

άL ǿƻǳƭŘ ƭŀȅ Řƻǿƴ Ƴȅ ƭƛŦŜΦΦΦέ ǘƘŜ ōŀǊƻƴ ǊŀƛǎŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ƘŀƴŘǎΦ 

ά¢Ƙŀǘ ƳƛƎƘǘ ǾŜǊȅ ǿŜƭƭ ōŜ ǘƘŜ ǊŜǉǳƛǊŜƳŜƴǘΣέ wƻŜǊƛŎƘ ƛƴǘŜǊǊǳǇǘŜŘ ƘƛƳΦ ά!ƴŘ ƛŦ ƛǘ ǿŜǊŜ ς 

ǿƻǳƭŘ ȅƻǳ ǎǘƛƭƭ ōŜ ǿƛƭƭƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƭŀȅ Řƻǿƴ ȅƻǳǊ ƭƛŦŜΣ Ƨǳǎǘ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ŀ ƎƭƛƳǇǎŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ IƛŘŘŜƴ /ƛǘȅΚέ 

ά²Ƙŀǘ Řƻ ȅƻǳ ƳŜŀƴΚέ ǘƘŜ ōŀǊƻƴ ŀǎƪŜŘ ǳƴŜŀǎƛƭȅΣ Ƙƛǎ ǊŜŎŜƴǘ ǎŜƭŦ-assurance shattered to 

pieces.  

ά!ǊŜ ȅƻǳ ǿƛƭƭƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǘŜƭƭ ǘƘŜ ǘǊǳǘƘΚέ wƻŜǊƛŎƘ ǇŜǊǎƛǎǘŜŘΦ 

άL ŀƳΣέ ǘƘŜ ōŀǊƻƴ ǎŀƛŘΦ άL ƘŀǾŜ ƴƻǘƘƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƘƛŘŜΦέ 

ά¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ƎƻƻŘ ǘƻ ƪƴƻǿΣ ōŀǊƻƴΣέ wƻŜǊƛŎƘ ǎŀƛŘΦ άLŦ ς if you indeed are ŀ ōŀǊƻƴΚέ 

Von Sebottendorf stared at him blankly. Everyone else was observing the baron with 

equal astonishment at the question.  

άLΧέ ǘƘŜ ōŀǊƻƴ ƎǳƭǇŜŘΦ άLΧέ  

ά!ǊŜ ȅƻǳ ς ƻǊ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳ ƴƻǘ ŀ ōŀǊƻƴΚέ wƻŜǊƛŎƘ ǎŀƛŘΣ ŀƴŘ Ƙƛǎ ǘƻƴŜ ǿŀǎ ŦǊƛƎƘǘŜƴƛƴƎƭȅ 

compelling.  

άLΧ ŀƳΧ ƴƻǘΧέ ǘƘŜ ōŀǊƻƴ ƎǊƻŀƴŜŘ ŀǎ ƛŦ ŀƎŀƛƴǎǘ Ƙƛǎ ƻǿƴ ǿƛƭƭΦ  

ά²ŜƭƭΣ ǿƘŀǘ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳ ǘƘŜƴΚέ wƻŜǊƛŎƘ ŎƻƴǘƛƴǳŜŘΦ  

άLΧέ  

¢ƘŜ ōŜŀŘǎ ƻŦ ǎǿŜŀǘ ǎŜŜƳŜŘ ǘƻ ƳƛȄ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ōŀǊƻƴΩǎ ǘŜŀǊǎΣ ŎƻƴŘƛǘƛƻƴŜŘ ŜƛǘƘŜǊ ōȅ Ƙƛǎ 

emotional or physical strain to produce - or resist - these words.  

άΧ ŀƳ ƴƻǘΣέ ƘŜ Ŧƛƴŀƭƭȅ ǎŀƛŘΦ άL ŀƳ ōƻǊƴ !ŘŀƳ !ƭŦǊŜŘ wǳŘƻƭŦ DƭŀǳŜǊΦ aȅ ŦŀǘƘŜǊ ǿŀǎ ŀƴ 

engine driver from Dresden. When I lived in Turkey, before the war, I associated with the 

Germanenorder and one of my lodge brothers, Baron Heinrich von Sebottendorf, who, as 

LΣ ƘŀŘ ŦƭŜŘ DŜǊƳŀƴȅ ƛƴ ƻǊŘŜǊ ǘƻ ƭƛǾŜ ŀōǊƻŀŘΣ ƻŦŦŜǊŜŘ ǘƻ ŀŘƻǇǘ ƳŜΦέ 
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ά²ƻƴŘŜǊŦǳƭΣ ŘŜŀǊ ōŀǊƻƴΗέ wƻŜǊƛŎƘ ŎƻƳƳŜƴŘŜŘΣ ǳǎƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ǘƛǘƭŜ ǿƛǘƘ ƛƴǘŜƴǘƛƻƴŀƭ ǊŜǎǇŜŎǘΦ 

ά¸ƻǳ ŀǊŜ ŎŀǇŀōƭŜ ƻŦ ǘŜƭƭƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ǘǊǳǘƘ ς even if it happened against your will. But the 

Garden ƻŦ ¢ǊǳǘƘ Ŏŀƴƴƻǘ ōŜ ŘƛǎƻōŜȅŜŘΦέ 

He walked over to the baron, who sat crouching on his carpet, and laid his on his 

shoulder.  

ά¢ƘŜ ǘǊǳǘƘ Ƙŀǎ ǇǳǊƛŦƛŜŘ ȅƻǳΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ άL ŎƻǳƭŘ ƴŜȄǘ ŘŜƳŀƴŘ ǘƻ ƪƴƻǿ ŀōƻǳǘ ȅƻǳǊ ǊŜŀƭ 

mission ς in meeting me, and in joining my team with no apparent motivation save your 

love for Asia. But I shall not. I shall rest this upon your own conscience. Because, 

{ƘŀƳōƘŀƭŀ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ǇŜǊƳƛǘ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ǿƛǘƘ ǎŜŎǊŜǘǎ ǘƻ ŜƴǘŜǊ ƛǘǎ ƎŀǘŜǎΦέ 

Without elaborating on this alarming assertion, Roerich now faced Maria.  

άLǘ ƛǎ ŀƴ ŀƴŎƛŜƴǘ ƴƻǘƛƻƴ ǘƘŀǘ ƭŀŘƛŜǎ ƘŀǾŜ ŀƴŘ ŀǊŜ ǎǳǇǇƻǎŜŘ ǘƻ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƘŜƛǊ ǎŜŎǊŜǘǎΣέ ƘŜ 

ǎŀƛŘΣ ǎǇŜŀƪƛƴƎ ƛƴ ŀ ǎƻŦǘŜǊ ǘƻƴŜ ǘƘŀƴ ƘŜ ƘŀŘ ǳǎŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ Ǿƻƴ {ŜōƻǘǘŜƴŘƻǊŦΦ ά{ƻ ŦƻǊƎƛǾŜ ƳŜ ŦƻǊ 

breaching this age-old notion. A secret must be told in this gardenΦ LǘΩs like a seal to your 

affidavit to honesty. Like three drops of blood you give for eternal youth ς or for a glimpse 

ƻŦ {ƘŀƳōƘŀƭŀΦέ 

ά²ƘŀǘΧ ǿƘŀǘ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ L ǘŜƭƭ ȅƻǳΚέ aŀǊƛŀ ǎǘǳǘǘŜǊŜŘΦ άL ŀƳ ƘŜǊŜ ǘƻ ǘǊȅ ǘƻ ǊŜƎŀƛƴ Ƴȅ ǇƻǿŜǊǎ 

that are fading. That I am sitting here today, is a sum of coincidental events. Or -έ ǎƘŜ 

ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ŀǘ wƻȅΣ ά- ƴƻǘ ǎƻ ŎƻƛƴŎƛŘŜƴǘŀƭΦέ 

/ƘŀǇƳŀƴ !ƴŘǊŜǿǎ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ƭƻƻƪƛƴƎ ŀǘ ƘŜǊΣ ŜƛǘƘŜǊ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘŀƴŘ ƘŜǊ ς or 

because he did. 

άaȅ ŘŜŀǊΣέ aŀŘŀƳŜ wƻŜǊƛŎƘ ƴƻǿ ǎǇƻƪŜ ǎƻƻǘƘƛƴƎƭȅΦ άLǘ ǿŀǎ ǿŜ ǿƘƻ ǎent Roy to you, to 

make your acquaintance and study your character. And, eventually, to allow things to 

develop towards the current outcome ς of all of us meeting in the Garden ƻŦ ¢ǊǳǘƘΦέ 

This confession, even though not yet quite clear to her, eased the cruel grasp Maria had 

felt around her heart for the last couple of weeks.  

ά{ƻ ǘŜƭƭ ƳŜΣ ŎƘƛƭŘΣέ aŀŘŀƳŜ wƻŜǊƛŎƘ ŎƻƴǘƛƴǳŜŘΣ ŀǇǇǊƻŀŎƘƛƴƎ aŀǊƛŀ ŀƴŘ ǘŀƪƛƴƎ ƘŜǊ 

ƘŀƴŘǎΦ ά5ƻ ȅƻǳ ƭƻǾŜ wƻȅΚέ 

Time seemed to stop for Maria. It was like an electric shock from a malfunctioning 

switch that appears to be lasting for endless hours whereas in fact it lasts only for a 

fraction of a second. 

ά¸ŜǎΣέ ǎƘŜ ƘŜŀǊŘ ƘŜǊǎŜƭŦ ǎŀȅƛƴƎΦ  

Roy looked up at her. 
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άL ǿŀǎ ƘƻǇƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƘŜŀǊ ǘƘŀǘΣέ aŀŘŀƳŜ wƻŜǊƛŎƘ ǎŀƛŘΦ ά.ǳǘ Řƻ ȅƻǳ ŀƭǎƻ ƭƻǾŜ ƘƛƳΚέ 

She pointed at Merwan, who seemed to understand every word. 

ά¸ŜǎΣέ aŀǊƛŀ ŀƎŀƛƴ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘΣ ŜǾŜƴ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ǎƘŜ ƘŀŘ ǘƛƳŜ ǘƻ ŀǎƪ ƘŜǊǎŜƭŦ ǘƘŜ ǎŀƳŜ ǉǳŜǎǘƛƻƴ 

in the privacy of her heart.  

ά²ƻƴŘŜǊŦǳƭΣέ aŀŘŀƳŜ wƻŜǊƛŎƘ ǎƳƛƭŜŘ ŀƎŀƛƴΦ {ƘŜ ǘƘŜƴ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ǘƻ aŜǊǿŀƴΦ 

ά5ƻ ȅƻǳ ƭƻǾŜ ƘŜǊ? ÍȓÖ }Þɭ Ě×ɟØ ¾ØÍɭ ßɨ?έ  

Merwan nodded slowly. 

ά²Ƙŀǘ ŀōƻǳǘ ȅƻǳΣ wƻȅΚέ aŀŘŀƳŜ wƻŜǊƛŎƘ ƴƻǿ ǎƳƛƭŜŘ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ !ƳŜǊƛŎŀƴΣ ŀǎ ƛŦ ƭŜŀŘƛƴƎ 

ǎƻƳŜ ǿƛŎƪŜŘƭȅ ƛƴŘŜƭƛŎŀǘŜ ǇŀǊƭƻǳǊ ƎŀƳŜΦ ά5ƻ ȅƻǳ ƭƻǾŜ aŀǊƛŀΚέ 

ά¸ŜǎΣέ ǘƘŜ Ƴŀƴ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘ ƛƴǎǘŀƴǘƭȅΦ  

άIŜǊŜ ǿŜ ŀǊŜ ǘƘŜƴΣέ aŀŘŀƳŜ wƻŜǊƛŎƘ sighed blissfully.  

Nicholas Roerich now leaned towards the baron who was still stunned and panting 

heavily, and looked him in the eyes with a sly smile.  

ά5ƻ ȅƻǳ ƭƻǾŜ Ƴȅ ǿƛŦŜΚέ 

ά¸ŜǎΗέ ǘƘŜ ōŀǊƻƴ ŜȄŎƭŀƛƳŜŘΣ ǘƘŜƴ ōƛǘ Ƙƛǎ ƭƛǇ ƭƛƪŜ ŀƴ ŀōŀǎƘŜŘ ǎŎƘƻƻƭƎƛǊƭΦ  

ά¸ƻǳ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ŜȄǇƭŀƛƴ ƻǊ ŀǇƻƭƻƎƛȊŜΦ LΩƳ ƴƻǘ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ challenge you to a duelΣέ 

wƻŜǊƛŎƘ ǎŀƛŘΦ άLƴ ŦŀŎǘΣ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜ ƻƴƭȅ ŀŎŎŜǇǘŀōƭŜ ŀƴǎǿŜǊΦ !ƴȅƻƴŜ ǿƘƻ ǿƛǎƘŜǎ ǘƻ ŜƴǘŜǊ 

{ƘŀƳōƘŀƭŀ Ƴǳǎǘ ŜƴǘŜǊ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ƭƻǾƛƴƎ ƘŜŀǊǘΦ LΩƳ ƴƻǘ ǊŜŦŜǊǊƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǎǳŎƘ ƭƻǾŜ ŀǎ ǘƘŜ ƭƻǾŜ ƻƴe 

feels for his fatherland or for mankind ς I am talking about a simple and humane feeling, 

ǘƘŜ ƻƴŜ ǿŜ ƻŦǘŜƴ ǊŜǇǊŜǎǎ ŜǾŜƴ ǘƘƻǳƎƘ ǿŜ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ŎƘŜǊƛǎƘ ŀƴŘ ǎƘŀǊŜ ƛǘΦέ 

The chief lama now made a sign to one of the monks, who immediately lit some heavily 

fragrant incense. 

άbƻǿ ǘƘŀǘ L ƘŀǾŜ ƘŜŀǊŘ ȅƻǳǊ ǎŜŎǊŜǘǎΣ ȅƻǳ ǎƘŀƭƭ ƘŜŀǊ ƳƛƴŜΣέ wƻŜǊƛŎƘ ǎǇƻƪŜΦ άhƴƭȅ ƛǘΩǎ ƴƻǘ 

mine ς ƛǘΩǎ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƎǊŜŀǘ ǎŜŎǊŜǘǎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊƭŘΦ !ƴŘ ƛǘ ŀƭƭ ōŜƎŀƴ ŀ ƭƻƴƎ ǘƛƳŜ ŀƎƻΣ ŘǳǊƛƴƎ 

the reign of Lha Thothori Nyantsen, the 28th king of Tibet, over one and a half millennia 

ŀƎƻΦέ 

At the mention of the king, a distant singing bowl, assisting the monks in meditation, 

began to chime.  

ά{ƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ŘŜǎŎŜƴŘŜŘ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ǎƪȅ ς for the lack of better word, the chronicles refer 

ǘƻ ƛǘ ŀǎ ŀ ΨǎƛƭǾŜǊȅ ŎƘŜǎǘΩΣέ wƻŜǊƛŎƘ ǇǊƻŎŜŜŘŜŘΦ άCǊƻƳ ƛǘΣ ǎŜǾŜǊŀƭ ǊŜƭƛŎǎ ŜƳŜǊƎŜŘΣ ŀƳƻƴƎ ǘƘŜƳ 

the original Mani stone with the mantra Om Mani Padme Hum inscribed on it, as well as a 
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large round green jewel which seemed to be alive, as if made of a constantly moving liquid 

matter. The king was unable to understand these objects, so the chest was locked again 

and kept in his palace.  

ά¸ŜŀǊǎ ǇŀǎǎŜŘΣ ŀƴŘ ƻƴŜ Řŀȅ ƳȅǎǘŜǊƛƻǳǎ ǎǘǊŀƴƎŜǊǎΣ ǿƘƻ ǎŜŜƳŜŘ ǘƻ ōŜ ƴƻǘ ƻŦ ǘƘƛǎ ǿƻǊƭŘΣ 

appeared before the king. They explained him the meanings and purpose of each object. 

The living jewel was able to show flashes of the past and the future. If one was pure of 

heart and acted under the rules of dharma ς free of greed, jealousy, self-profit and 

ignorance ς the Stone was able to manifest physical and nonphysical things, such as 

emotions and feelings or healing powers, which could then be sent out to the four corners 

of the world. The strangers told the king the Stone must never leave his city; yet, when 

imminent danger was threatening mankind, be it disease, war or natural disaster, 

fragments of the Stone could be sent to assist humans, as long as their return to the City 

was guaranteed.  

ά¢ƘŜȅ ŘŜƳƻƴǎǘǊŀǘŜŘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƪƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ŀƳŀȊƛƴƎ ǉǳŀƭƛǘƛŜǎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ {ǘƻƴŜΥ ƛǘ ōŜŎŀƳŜ ǇƭƛŀōƭŜ 

like clay; from it fragments could be broken off, while the stone and the fragment both 

kept their round shape. Once the piece was returned, it was attached to the Stone, which 

ŀǘ ƻƴŎŜ ōŜŎŀƳŜ ǿƘƻƭŜ ŀƎŀƛƴΦέ 

Roerich scanned the group. 

ά¸ƻǳ Řƻ ƪƴƻǿ ǘƘŜ ƴŀƳŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŎƛǘȅΣ ǿƘŜǊŜ ǘƘŜ ƪƛƴƎ ƭƛǾŜŘΣ ŘƻƴΩǘ ȅƻǳΚέ ƘŜ ŀsked. 

No-one said a word, but Maria and everyone else knew it: Shambhala. 

Roerich went on. 

ά! ŦŀƳŜŘ ŜǎƻǘŜǊƛŎ ǘŜŀŎƘŜǊ DǳǊŘƧƛŜŦŦ ǘǊŀǾŜƭƭŜŘ ǘƻ ¢ƛōŜǘ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ǘƘŜ DǊŜŀǘ ²ŀǊ ŀƴŘ ƭŜŀǊƴǘ 

about the secret of the Stone, now referred to as the Cintamani Stone. He himself, 

however, never saw it. After his return to Russia as the war broke out, he found a young 

pupil who also returned from his travels in Asia and who soon exceeded him in his 

esoteric powers and spiritual greatness. His name is Pyotr Ouspensky. He began to 

ŘŜǾŜƭƻǇ Ƙƛǎ ƳŜƴǘƻǊΩǎ ǎȅǎǘŜƳ ŦǳǊǘƘŜǊΣ ŀƴŘ ǎƻƳŜ ȅŜŀǊǎ ŀƎƻ ŘŜŎƛŘŜŘ ǘƻ Ǝƻ Ƙƛǎ ƻǿƴ ǿŀȅΦ !ƭƭ 

news of him stopped a couple of years ago and everyone thought him lost on his journeys. 

Yet, we met in London, just before Elena and I were about to leave for America.  

άhǳǎǇŜƴǎƪȅ ǘƻƭŘ ƳŜ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŜ Ƙŀǎ ŀ Ƴƛǎǎƛƻƴ ŦƻǊ ƳŜΦ ¸ƻǳ ŎƻǳƭŘ ƛƳŀƎƛƴŜ Ƴȅ ǎǳǊǇǊƛǎŜ ς I 

had barely met him in Russia and not once since the Revolution. Yet he was adamant that 

it was his duty to empower me to take a mystic stone to the United States, which refused 
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to become a member of the League of Nations. He told me that even though the war was 

over and Europe was finally settling down, an even greater disaster was approaching. To 

avoid it, to avoid the devastation and suffering of mankind, the stone was given to him in 

Shambhala so that he could give it to me. 

άLΣ ƴŀǘǳǊŀƭƭȅΣ ǿŀǎ ƪŜŜƴ ǘƻ ƭŜŀǊƴ ŀōƻǳǘ {ƘŀƳōƘŀƭŀΣ ŀ ǇƭŀŎŜ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŀŘ ŦŀǎŎƛƴŀǘŜŘ ƳŜ ǎƛƴŎŜ 

my youth. Yet Ouspensky was very terse on that subject, saying only that no-one who has 

ever gained entrance to Shambhala can ever talk about it: as one decides to or is required 

ǘƻ ƭŜŀǾŜ ǘƘŜ /ƛǘȅΣ ŜǾŜǊȅ ǘǊŀŎŜ ƻŦ ƳŜƳƻǊȅ ƻŦ ƛǘ ƛǎ ǿƛǇŜŘ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŀǘ ǇŜǊǎƻƴΩǎ ƳƛƴŘΦ  

άL ŀǊǊƛǾŜŘ ƛƴ !ƳŜǊƛŎŀ ǘƻ ƳŜŜǘ tǊŜǎƛŘŜƴǘ ²ƛƭǎƻƴ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ŀ ȅƻǳƴƎ ǇƻƭƛǘƛŎƛŀƴΣ IŜƴǊȅ 

Wallace, who had been notified of the arrival of a mystic instrument.  As a matter of fact, I 

never met the President in person, but Wallace arranged for the President to have a 

private viewing of the Stone.  

ά²Ƙŀǘ ǘƻƻƪ ǇƭŀŎŜ ŘǳǊƛƴƎ ǘƘŀǘ ǎŜǎǎƛƻƴ ƻǊ ǿƘŀǘ ǘƘŜ tǊŜǎƛŘŜƴǘ ǿŀǎ ǎƘƻǿƴ by the Stone ς 

of this I have no idea. But Wallace reported the President as saying that the Stone must be 

shown to Lenin and I, as a Russian, should do it. Wallace was instructed to arrange our 

journey to Russia and to Tibet. 

άL ƪƴƻǿ ǘƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ ŀǊŜ ƪŜŜƴ ǘƻ ƭŜŀǊn about my detour to Russia. It is often said that you 

can let go of Russia, but she never lets go of you. This saying is more than a figure of 

speech: all of us who fled the country from the Bolsheviks are constantly surrounded by 

Russian agents and spies. When in London, preparing for our trip to Russia, where we 

ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ōŜŜƴ ŦƻǊ ǎƛȄ ȅŜŀǊǎΣ ǿŜ ƭŜŀǊƴǘ ƻŦ [ŜƴƛƴΩǎ ǎǳŘŘŜƴ ŘŜŀǘƘΦ ¢Ƙƛǎ ǳǇǎŜǘ Ƴȅ ǇƭŀƴǎΥ L ƘŀŘ ƴƻ 

idea what sort of upheaval was to follow next. Therefore I decided not to proceed towards 

Moscow but taƪŜ ǘƘŜ {ǘƻƴŜ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ ¢ƛōŜǘΣ ŘƛǎǊŜƎŀǊŘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ tǊŜǎƛŘŜƴǘΩǎ ǿƛǎƘΦ  

άCǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ŎƻǾŜǊ ƻŦ ¢ƛƳŜ aŀƎŀȊƛƴŜΣ L ƭŜŀǊƴǘ ǘƘŀǘ wǳǎǎƛŀ ǿŀǎ ƴƻǿ ƭŜŘ ōȅ !ƭŜȄƛǎ wȅƪƻǾΣ 

whom I had met in Paris where he was exiled before the War. As soon as we reached 

Continental Europe, Bolshevik agents began to approach me. Evidently Lenin had been 

informed of my mission and since his demise his successor was privy to it.  

άL ǎǘƛƭƭ ƘŜǎƛǘŀǘŜŘΣ ǳƴǘƛƭΣ ŀǎ ǿŜ ǊŜŀŎƘŜŘ /ŜƴǘǊŀƭ !ǎƛŀΣ L ǊŜŎŜƛǾŜŘ ŀ ǇŜǊǎƻƴŀƭ ƭŜǘǘŜǊ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ 

new premier, promising me every assistance and a safe passage through Russia, should I 

come to Moscow. I agreed.  

ά¢Ƙƛǎ ǘƛƳŜ L ǿŀǎ ǇǊŜǎŜƴǘ ǿƘŜƴ ǘƘŜ {ǘƻƴŜ ǿŀǎ ǳƴŎƻǾŜǊŜŘΦ Lǘ ŎƻƴǘŀŎǘŜŘ ǳǎ ǘŜƭŜǇŀǘƘƛŎŀƭƭȅΥ 

we saw horrible visions of war and destruction, of unimaginable weapons and 
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unconceivable suffering. As we emerged from that nightmare, one feeling which remained 

was the certainty that the new Bolshevik regime was an integral part of it, as it would 

some day clash violently with another, equally godless regime that would seek to destroy 

it. 

OǳǊ ƳŜŜǘƛƴƎ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ Ǝƻ ǿŜƭƭΦ wȅƪƻǾ ǊŜƎŀǊŘŜŘ ǘƘŜ {ǘƻƴŜ ŀǎ ƴƻǘƘƛƴƎ ƳƻǊŜ ǘƘŀƴ ŀ 

ƳŀƎƛŎƛŀƴΩǎ ǘǊƛŎƪΣ ŘŜǎƛƎƴŜŘ ǘƻ ǎŎŀǊŜ ƘƛƳ ƻŦŦ ǘƘŜ ŎƻǳǊǎŜ ƻŦ /ƻƳƳǳƴƛǎƳΦ L ŎƻƴǎƛŘŜǊŜŘ ƳȅǎŜƭŦ 

lucky that I was able to take my trip back to Siberia on my own, instead of being taken 

ǘƘŜǊŜ ōȅ ǘƘŜ ƳƛƭƛǘƛŀΦέ 

ά{ƛƴŎŜ ǘƘŜ ǘƛƳŜ ǘƘŜ {ǘƻƴŜ ǿŀǎ ŀǎǎƛƎƴŜŘ ǘƻ ǳǎΣέ aŀŘŀƳŜ wƻŜǊƛŎƘ ƴƻǿ ǘƻƻƪ ƻǾŜǊΣ άL ƘŀǾŜ 

been contacted by a strong entity, who calls himself Allal Ming, the spiritual leader of 

Tibet. He revealed to me that Nicholas has been chosen to spread the message of a 

coming pan-Buddhist state which incorporates all the lands from Siberia to China, where 

ǘƘŜ ƛƴǾƛǎƛōƭŜ Ŏƛǘȅ ƻŦ {ƘŀƳōƘŀƭŀ ǿƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ƳŀƴƛŦŜǎǘŜŘΦέ 

άLǎƴΩǘ ǘƘƛǎ ŜȄŀŎǘƭȅ ǿƘŀǘ ǘƘŜ ƳŀŘ ōŀǊƻƴ Ǿƻƴ ¦ƴƎŜǊƴ-Sternberg, the self-proclaimed ruler 

of aƻƴƎƻƭƛŀΣ ŜƴǾƛǎƛƻƴŜŘΚέ Ǿƻƴ {ŜōƻǘǘŜƴŘƻǊŦ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ 

ά¸ŜǎΣ ōǳǘ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ǎƘƻǘ by the Reds, ǿƘŜǊŜŀǎ L ǊŜǘǳǊƴŜŘΣέ wƻŜǊƛŎƘ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘΦ άwŜǘǳǊƴŜŘΣ ǘƻ 

Ǝƻ ǿƛǘƘ ȅƻǳ ŀƭƭ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ Ŏƛǘȅ ǘƘŀǘ Ƙŀǎ ǊŜƳŀƛƴŜŘ ƘƛŘŘŜƴ ŦǊƻƳ ²ŜǎǘŜǊƴ ŜȅŜǎ ŦƻǊ ŀ ƭƻƴƎ ǘƛƳŜΦέ 

ά.ǳǘ ǿŜ ŀǊŜ ƴƻǘ ǘƘŜ ŦƛǊǎǘ ǿƘƻ ǎŜŜƪ ǘƻ ŜƴǘŜǊ {ƘŀƳōƘŀƭŀΣ ŀǊŜ ǿŜΚέ aŀǊƛŀ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ 

άbƻΣ ǘƘŜǊŜ ƘŀǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ƳŀƴȅΣέ aŀŘŀƳŜ wƻŜǊƛŎƘ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘΣ άōǳǘ ǾŜǊȅ ŦŜǿ ŜǾŜǊ ƳŀƪŜ ƛǘ ŦŀǊ 

enough to tryΦέ {ƘŜ ǊŀƛǎŜŘ ƘŜǊ ƘŀƴŘǎΣ ƛƴŘƛŎŀǘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ƳƻƴŀǎǘŜǊȅΣ ǘƘŜƛǊ Ŧƛƴŀƭ ǎǘƻǇ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ǘƘŜ 

proposed arrival to that mystic city. ά²Ŝ ŀǊŜ ǘƘŜ ƭǳŎƪȅ ƻƴŜǎ ς and providence has arranged 

for us, strangers from different corners of the world, to meet here as equals, united by the 

DǊŜŀǘ {ǇƛǊƛǘ ǿƘƻ ƭŜŘ ǳǎ ƘŜǊŜΗέ 

The lama said something quietly to Roerich, and Maria found little amazement in a 

feeling that she had understood what was being said. 

ά¢ƻƴƛƎƘǘΣέ wƻŜǊƛŎƘ ǊŜǇŜŀǘŜŘ ǘƘŜ ƭŀƳŀΩǎ ǿƻǊŘǎ, confirming her understanding of them, 

άǿŜ ǎƘŀƭƭ ŀƭƭ ŀǘǘŜƴŘ ŀ ŎŜǊŜƳƻƴȅ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǳǘƳƻǎǘ ƛƳǇƻǊǘŀƴŎŜΦέ 
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Chapter XXI: Kailash, 1927, part II 

 

 

As they left ǘƘŜ ŎƘŀƳōŜǊΣ aŀŘŀƳŜ wƻŜǊƛŎƘ ǘƻƻƪ aŀǊƛŀΩǎ ŀǊƳΦ 

ά/ŀƴ ǿŜ ǘŀƭƪ ƛƴ ǇǊƛǾŀǘŜΚέ ǎƘŜ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ  

Maria concurred eagerly. The latter invited Maria to her own room, similar to that of 

Maria, but with a somewhat different view from the window. 

άL ǿŀƴǘŜŘ ǘƻ ŀǎƪ ȅƻǳ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎΣ ōǳǘ L Ŏŀƴ ǎŜŜ ǘƘŜ ŀƴǎǿŜǊ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ƳŜΣέ aŀŘŀƳŜ wƻŜǊƛŎƘ 

said. 

ά²ƻǳƭŘ ȅƻǳ ŀǎƪ ƛǘ ŀƴȅǿŀȅΚέ aŀǊƛŀ ǊŜŀǎǎǳǊŜŘ ǘƘŜ ƻƭŘŜǊ ǿƻƳŀƴΦ 

άLƴ Ƴȅ ǾƛǎƛƻƴǎΣ ǿƘƛŎƘ ōŜƎŀƴ ŜǾŜƴ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ǿŜ ƭŜŦǘ [ƻƴŘƻƴΣέ aŀŘŀƳŜ wƻŜǊƛŎƘ ǎŀƛŘΣ άL ǿŀǎ 

shown a woman. I was unable to find out who she was, so I just waited, knowing that 

some explanation would sooner or later present itself. Once Baron von Sebottendorf told 

me about you, things became clear. When I saw your picture, I knew you instantly. Do you 

know the baron carries a photo of you among Ƙƛǎ ƭǳƎƎŀƎŜΚέ  

άL ƘŀŘ ƴƻ ƛŘŜŀΗέ aŀǊƛŀ ǿŀǎ ǎƻƳŜǿƘŀǘ ŀǎǘƻƴƛǎƘŜŘ ǘƻ ƭŜŀǊƴ ǘƘƛǎΦ  

άIŜ ŘƻŜǎ ƛƴŘŜŜŘ ς you in a dark dress, with your hair down, posing in profile like a 

queen or a goddess. The likeness was very close to what I had seen in my visions, where 

you were introduced as almost a goddess ς ŀ ƳƻǘƘŜǊ ƎƻŘŘŜǎǎΦέ 

Maria opened her mouth to say something, but no words came to her and Madame 

Roerich continued without taking note. 

άLƴ Ƴȅ ǾƛǎƛƻƴǎΣ ƛǘ ōŜŎŀƳŜ ŎƭŜŀǊ ǘƻ ƳŜ ǘƘŀǘ ȅƻǳǊ Ƴƛǎǎƛƻƴ ƛǎ ǘƻ ƎƛǾŜ ōƛǊǘƘ ǘƻ ŀ ŎƘƛƭŘ, who in 

some way is connected to the Stone, to the ruler of Shambhala. Therefore, it was my first 

ƛƴǎǘƛƴŎǘ ǘƻ ŀǎƪ ȅƻǳΣ ǿƘŜǘƘŜǊ ȅƻǳ ŀƭǊŜŀŘȅ ŀǊŜ ŀ ƳƻǘƘŜǊΦέ 

{ƘŜ ǎǘǊƻƪŜŘ aŀǊƛŀΩǎ ŎƘŜŜƪΣ ƴƻǘ ǿŀƛǘƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ ŀƴ ŀƴǎǿŜǊΦ 

ά.ǳǘ ǎŜŜƛƴƎ ȅƻǳΣ L ƘŀŘ Ƴȅ ŀƴǎǿŜǊΦ ¸ƻǳ ǎŜŜΣ L Ƙŀve two sons myself and I recognize 

another mother when I see one. Mothers are the people with half a heart: they only carry 

ƻƴŜ ƘŀƭŦ ƻŦ ǘƘŜƛǊǎ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜƳΣ ǿƘƛƭŜ ǘƘŜ ƻǘƘŜǊ ǊŜƳŀƛƴǎ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ŎƘƛƭŘΦέ 

Maria had no wish or reason to argue, so she lowered her eyes. 

άL ƘŀǾŜ ƴƻ ŎƘƛƭŘΣέ ǎƘŜ ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊŜŘΦ 



 190 

άL ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ŀǎ ƳǳŎƘΣ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ȅƻǳǊ ƘŜŀǊǘ ƛǎ ŀƭƭ ȅƻǳǊ ƻǿƴΣέ aŀŘŀƳŜ wƻŜǊƛŎƘ ŎƻƴŦƛǊƳŜŘΦ άL 

ōŜƭƛŜǾŜ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ Ƴȅ ǘŀǎƪ ǘƻ ǳǊƎŜ ȅƻǳ ǘƻ ƘŀǾŜ ƻƴŜΦέ 

ά¢ƻΧ ǘƻ ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ŎƘƛƭŘΚέ aŀǊƛŀ ƭƛŦǘŜŘ ƘŜǊ ŜȅŜǎ ƛƴ ǎǳǊǇǊƛǎŜΦ 

ά¸ŜǎΣ Ƴȅ ŘŜŀǊΣέ aŀŘŀƳŜ wƻŜǊƛŎƘ ǎŀƛŘΦ ά¢ƘŜ ōŀǊƻƴ ǘƻƭŘ ƳŜ ȅƻǳ ŀǊŜ ŀŦǊŀƛŘ ǘƻ ƘŀǾŜ ƭƻǎǘ 

ȅƻǳǊ ŀōƛƭƛǘƛŜǎ ŀǎ ŀ ƳŜŘƛǳƳΦ ¸ƻǳ ǎƘƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǿƻǊǊȅΥ ǘƘƛǎ ƎƛŦǘ ƴŜǾŜǊ ŀōŀƴŘƻƴǎ ǳǎΦ Lǘ Ŏŀƴ 

sometimes be shifted, just like a radio station would change their broadcast frequency; 

yet the radio is still able to pick up the signals ς ŀƭƭ ȅƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ Řƻ ƛǎ ǘǳƴŜ ƛǘΗέ 

άLǘ ǎƻǳƴŘǎ ǊŜŀǎƻƴŀōƭŜΣέ aŀǊƛŀ ǎŀƛŘΦ ά5ǳǊƛƴƎ Ƴȅ ƧƻǳǊƴŜȅΣ L ƘŀǾŜ ŜȄǇŜǊƛŜƴŎŜŘ ŀ ƴŜǿ 

opening, as if my spirit were finally able to overcome gravity and follow the call of the 

ǎǘŀǊǎΦέ 

άLǘ ǎƻ Ŝŀǎȅ ƛƴ ǘƘƛǎ ǇŀǊǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊƭŘΗέ aŀŘŀƳŜ wƻŜǊƛŎƘ ŜȄŎƭŀƛƳŜŘΦ άLΩǾŜ ǎŜŜƴ ƳŜƴ ŀƴŘ 

animals, our entire entourage pause in mid-step as if time itself had suddenly stopped. 

¢ƘŜ ōƛǊŘǎ ŘƻƴΩǘ ǎƛƴƎΣ ǘƘŜ ŘƻƎǎ ǿƻƴΩǘ ōŀǊƪΤ ǘƘŜ ƳŜƴ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ōŜŀǎǘǎ ŜȄǇŜǊƛŜƴŎŜ ƻƴƭȅ 

heavenly peace, wheƴ ǘƘŜ ŘƻƻǊ ǘƻ ¢ƘŜ DǊŜŀǘ bƻǘƘƛƴƎƴŜǎǎ ƛǎ ƳƻƳŜƴǘŀǊƛƭȅ ƻǇŜƴŜŘΦέ 

She sat on her bed and beckoned Maria to take a seat next to her. 

άL ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ƛŦ ǿŜΩƭƭ ŦƛƴŘ {ƘŀƳōƘŀƭŀΣέ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ άōǳǘ L ƪƴƻǿ ǘƘŀǘΣ ŀǎ ǿŜ ƭŜŀǾŜΣ ŜŀŎƘ ƻƴŜ 

of us will have found something they have either been searching for ς or have 

subconsciously been led towards. In your case ς L ƘƻǇŜΣ Ƴȅ ŘŜŀǊΣ ǘƘŀǘ ȅƻǳΩƭƭ ƭŜŀǾŜ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ 

ŎƘƛƭŘΗέ 

ά! ŎƘƛƭŘΣέ aŀǊƛŀ ǊŜǇŜŀǘŜŘ ŀǳǘƻƳŀǘƛŎŀƭƭȅΦ aŀŘŀƳŜ wƻŜǊƛŎƘΩǎ ǎƻŦǘ ǾƻƛŎŜ ŀƴŘ ƘŜǊ ǿƻǊŘǎ 

had created a dreamy atmosphere, almost as if Maria were preparing to go into a trance.  

ά!ƴŘ ƛǎƴΩǘ ǘƘƛǎ ŀ ǇŜǊŦŜŎǘ ǇƭŀŎŜ ǘƻ ƛǎǎǳŜ ŀ Ŏŀƭƭ ŦƻǊ ŀ ƴŜǿ ǎǇƛǊƛǘ ǘƻ ǘŀƪŜ ǎŜŜŘ ƛƴ ȅƻǳǊ ōƻŘȅΚέ 

aŀŘŀƳŜ wƻŜǊƛŎƘ ŎƻƴǘƛƴǳŜŘ ƘŜǊ ƳǳǊƳǳǊƛƴƎ ƳŀƴǘǊŀΦ άLƴ ǘƘƛǎ Ƙƻƭȅ ƭƻŎŀǘƛƻƴ ŜǾŜǊȅǘƘƛƴƎ 

celebrates connection with the stars! The supreme intellect has crossed your path with 

most remarkable men ς whom you yourself confessed to lovingΗέ 

άbƻΣ ƴƻΣ ǿŜ ƳǳǎǘƴΩǘ ƳŜƴǘƛƻƴ ǘƘŀǘ ŀƎŀƛƴΧέ aŀǊƛŀ ǇǊƻǘŜǎǘŜŘΦ άL ƭƛƪŜ ōƻǘƘ wƻȅ ŀƴŘ 

aŜǊǿŀƴΧ L ǎǳǇǇƻǎŜ L ŎƻǳƭŘ ƛƳŀƎƛƴŜ ŦŀƭƭƛƴƎ ƛƴ ƭƻǾŜ ǿƛǘƘ ōƻǘƘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜƳΧ ōǳǘ ǘƻ ŎƻƴŦŜǎǎ Ƴȅ 

love ς LΩƭƭ ƴŜǾŜǊ ŦƻǊƎƛǾŜ ƳȅǎŜƭŦ ŦƻǊ ǎŀȅƛƴƎ ǘƘŀǘ ŀƭƻǳŘΗέ 

ά¸ƻǳ ǘƻƭŘ ǘƘŜ ǘǊǳǘƘΣ ŀǎ ŘƛŘ ǘƘŜȅΗέ aŀŘŀƳŜ wƻŜǊƛŎƘ ǎŀƛŘΦ ά¢Ƙƛǎ ƛǎ ƴƻǘ 9ǳǊƻǇŜΣ ǿƘŜǊŜ ƻǳǊ 

understanding of love is one of a complex system of financial and social relationships, 

which can only culminate in a legal act of monogamous marriage. We are in the land of 

true love! Its call must be answered, never rejected! And if you feel you must, but are 
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unable to choose between two great men ς let fate take its course during toniƎƘǘΩǎ 

ŎŜǊŜƳƻƴȅΗ Lǘ ƛǎ ŎƻƴŘǳŎǘŜŘ ƛƴ ȅƻǳǊ ƘƻƴƻǳǊΦέ 

άaȅ ƘƻƴƻǳǊΧΚέ aŀǊƛŀ breathed hesitantly.  

ά¸ŜǎΦ ¢ƘŜ ŎƘƛŜŦ ƭŀƳŀ ŀǎƪŜŘ ƳŜ ƭŀǎǘ ƴƛƎƘǘ ŀǎ ǿŜ ŀǊǊƛǾŜŘΥ Ψ!ǊŜ ȅƻǳ ƭƻƻƪƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ƎǊŜŀǘ 

mother? You have found her ς ǎŜŀǊŎƘ ƴƻ ƳƻǊŜΗΩ L ƪƴŜǿ ǘƘŜƴ ǘƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ ŀƭǊŜŀŘy arrived 

here and everything is going as planned by the Great Spirit. And today, before we 

gathered in the Chamber of Truth, the chief lama told me that once you enter the invisible 

Ŏƛǘȅ ŎŀǊǊȅƛƴƎ ŀ ŎƘƛƭŘΣ ŀ ƎǊŜŀǘ ǇǊƻǇƘŜŎȅ ǿƛƭƭ ōŜ ŦǳƭŦƛƭƭŜŘΦέ 

άL ŘƻƴΩǘ ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘŀƴŘ ŀƴȅ ƻŦ ƛǘΗέ aŀǊƛŀ ǊƻǎŜ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ōŜŘ ŀƴŘ ǘƻƻƪ ŀ ŦŜǿ ƘǳǊǊƛŜŘ ǎǘŜǇǎ 

ǘƻǿŀǊŘǎ ǘƘŜ ǿƛƴŘƻǿΦ ά²Ƙȅ ƳŜΚ ²Ƙȅ ŀ ŎƘƛƭŘΚέ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ ά/ŀƴ ȅƻǳ ƘƻƴŜǎǘƭȅ ŜȄǇŜŎǘ ƳŜ ǘƻ 

ƎƛǾŜ ƳȅǎŜƭŦ ǘƻ ŀ Ƴŀƴ L ōŀǊŜƭȅ ƪƴŜǿΤ ǘƻ ǘǿƻ ƳŜƴ L ōŀǊŜƭȅ ƪƴƻǿΣ ǘƻƴƛƎƘǘΚέ 

ά¸ƻǳǊ ƘŜŀǊǘ ŀƴŘ ǎǇƛǊƛǘ ƪƴƻǿǎ them ς ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ŜƴƻǳƎƘΗέ aŀŘŀƳŜ wƻŜǊƛŎƘ ǎŀƛŘΣ ǎǘƛƭƭ 

remaining seated on the bed as if not wishing to impose on Maria in her confused state. 

άIŜǊŜ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ōŜƭƛŜǾŜ ǘƘŀǘ ƭƻǾŜ ƛǎ ƭƛƪŜ ƭƛƎƘǘ ς ƛǘ ŜƛǘƘŜǊ ŜȄƛǎǘǎ ƻǊ ƛǘ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘΦ ¢ƘŜǊŜ ƛǎ ƴƻ 

society whose rules you must obey, no-ƻƴŜ ǘƻ ŎƻƴǾƛƴŎŜ ƻŦ ȅƻǳǊ ŘŜŎƛǎƛƻƴΩǎ ǊƛƎƘǘƴŜǎǎ ƻǘƘŜǊ 

than you yourself. And your body ς L Ŏŀƴ ǘŜƭƭΥ ǘƻƴƛƎƘǘ ƛǘΩǎ ǊŜŀŘȅΦέ  

ά.ǳǘ Ƙƻǿ Ŏŀƴ L ǎǳŘŘŜƴƭȅ ŀōŀƴŘƻƴ ŀƭƭ Ƴȅ ŎƻƴǾƛŎǘƛƻƴǎ ς even though these are just social 

ǎǘŀƴŘŀǊŘǎΚέ aŀǊƛŀ ǊŜŀǎƻƴŜŘΦ 

άWǳǎǘ ƘŀǾŜ ǘǊǳǎǘΣέ aŀŘŀƳŜ wƻŜǊƛŎƘ ǎŀƛŘΦ ά¢ƻƴƛƎƘǘΣ ŀǎ ǘƘŜ Ǌƛǘǳŀƭ ƻŦ cham dance begins, 

ȅƻǳ ǿƛƭƭ ōŜŎƻƳŜ ǎƻƳŜƻƴŜ ŜƭǎŜΗέ 

aŀǊƛŀ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ƳŜŀƴƛƴƎ ƻŦ ǘƘƻǎŜ ǿƻǊŘǎ ǳƴǘƛƭ ǘƘŀǘ ŜǾŜƴƛƴƎΣ ǿƘŜƴ ǘƘŜȅ 

were to gather in the monastery yard at sunset. Strange incense began to seep into her 

room, where she had gone to prepare herself. Regardless of it having only a slight aroma 

of herbs, it had the power to trigger her memories and bring back the scents she had 

known in the most important moments of her life. This scent was like an essence of all the 

emotions that can be stored in an aroma; that have lain dormant for years and still have 

the power to roll over you like a tidal wave once you have so much as touched the locks 

that keep them hidden. It replayed several moments before her eyes: the smell of the 

ŎŀƴŘƭŜǎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǎǳƳƳŜǊ ƘƻǳǎŜ ƻŦ {ƛƎǊǳƴΩǎ ǇŀǊŜƴǘǎΤ ǘƘŜ ǎƳŜƭƭ ƻŦ ŜƭŜŎǘǊƛŎƛǘȅ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŀƛǊ ŘǳǊƛƴƎ 

the thunderstorms at Konstanz; the smell of cheap Viennese coffee houses as the sounds 

of zither music made the air vibrate in ripples as if someone had thrown a stone in the 

pool of silence. But mostly, it painted an image of several men: her father, Lothar, Adolf, 
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wƻȅΣ aŜǊǿŀƴΧ Lƴ ǘƘŀǘ ǎŎŜƴǘΣ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǿŜǊŜ ǘǊŀŎŜǎ ƻŦ ŜǾŜǊȅƻƴŜΣ ƛƴ ŀ ƳŀƴƴŜǊ ǘƘŀǘ ŘŜŦƛŜŘ 

common sense. Maria decided to lie down for a while, to empty her mind and to forget 

that once again something was expected of her. 

As she opened her door, she was startled by a strange, frightening figure standing in 

front of her. In a moment she understood: this was a costume; a dress, a mask and a head-

gear she was supposed to wear. She had watched a couple of festivals and ritual dances in 

Hemis and Tholing; she had never taken part in any of them. Now, she dressed herself in 

the elaborate red silk gown with golden ornaments, put on the mask which depicted a 

beautiful princess, adorned herself with a head-gear and stepped into embroidered 

slippers.  

The costume seemed to grow on her ς it made her feel special: delicate, beautiful and 

unattainable, yet adventurous and courageous enough to accept everything that fate 

might plan to surprise her with. She understood what Madame Roerich had meant when 

she had claimed that Maria would become someone else: she was no longer a lonely 

medium from Munich ς she had broken the ties with her past, to become a spirit-being 

that existed only here, only now.  

On her way to the yard, several monks joined her, each wearing a mask of a different 

character with a different emotion, both positive and negative, beautiful and ugly. Others 

had already gathered in front of the gate. The dimness of the yard was contrasted by the 

bright gold of the mountaintops high above, illuminated by the setting sun.  

The long, low wail of the horn chained to the gate signalled the beginning of 

something. The monks began humming, and many bearing lit torches emerged from their 

midst. A kapala, being a cup made of a carved and decorated human skull, was passed 

around, filled with a bitter wine that tasted of roots and bark. Maria was gently pushed 

forward to a circle that was forming in the midst of the monks. There were several people 

with horrifying large masks ς of dragons, of deities, of animals, of death. There was only 

one other woman so this must have been Madame Roerich; others were most likely the 

members of her own and RoerƛŎƘΩǎ ǘŜŀƳΣ ōǳǘ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎ ǳƴŀōƭŜ ǘƻ ŘƛǎŎŜǊƴ ǿƘƻ ǿŀǎ ǿƘƻΦ  

Another howl from the horn, this time loud and menacing. More monks with the skull-

cup, offering her a slightly sweeter drink, not permitting her to stop until she had drained 

the bizarre vessel. Silent explosions of light moved rhythmically clockwise.  
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Unknowing when or how she had started, Maria found herself dancing. Everyone was 

dancing or at least moving around to the rules of some inexplicable system that was 

carrying them along in an intricate pattern. Each movement was a thought, each thought 

was a prayer: everything told an eternal story, the beginning and the end of which was 

unknown to Maria. The higher the golden sunlight against the darkening sky climbed the 

steeples of the surrounding mountains, the higher the flames in the murky valley rose. 

The music was getting louder; it had a hypnotic pattern of only a couple of notes on 

trumpets, against which the deep horn was blown, creating a hollow and menacing 

interval that ripped apart the illusion of reality, displaying a frightening dimension at its 

core. 

Maria felt no longer bound to the ground, but drawn towards heaven, wishing to glide 

upwards and disappear with the vanishing sunlight. Some of the dancers, presumably the 

elder members of the team, had left the circle; others remained and kept telling the 

never-ending story of perpetual rebirth and death. The dance had lasted for a long time, 

ōǳǘ aŀǊƛŀ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŦŜŜƭ ŀƴȅ ŜȄƘŀǳǎǘƛƻƴΦ {ƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŦŜŜƭ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ ǎŀǾŜ ǘƘŜ ǿƛǎƘ ǘƻ ƭŜǘ ǘƘŜ 

story be told through her and observe it unravel as if through the eyes of the princess - or 

the goddess - she had become.  

As the music became louder and more instruments joined in, her whirling almost lifted 

ƘŜǊ ƻŦŦ ǘƘŜ ƎǊƻǳƴŘΦ {ƘŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǎǇƛƴƴƛƴƎ ŜƛǘƘŜǊ ƭŜŦǘ ƴƻǊ ǊƛƎƘt ς she was spiralling in every 

possible direction, like time, or life or the universe.  

Stars poured over the firmament. Only two other characters remained ς both desiring 

her. One was a dragon-like warrior prince, magnificent and formidable, prepared to 

abandon and destroy everything, to defy death itself to win her and whisk her to his fiery 

kingdom. The other was Death. He, too, was eager to carry her away, to his realm of 

darkness and perpetual silence.  

The three of them got closer and closer, until they became a wheel which was unable 

to stop it rotation, because the rotation kept the universe moving. She wanted to give 

herself to Death with its absolute peace ς and to throw herself into the arms of Life with 

its roaring flames. She no longer cared who she belonged to, because she had realized 

that everything was revolving around her, originating from her,  resulting in her.  

The lights around them dimmed and the sounds faded into the distance. The familiar 

incense rose like a mist from the depths of darkness, wrapping its wings around them. 
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This was her destiny. From the small window of her chamber, she saw the blue moon 

spinning in the sky, reflected upon the smooth mask of Death. Or was it the dragon 

warrior?  

She fell into a deep peaceful lethargy, made safe and comfortable by the knowledge 

ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŀƭƻƴŜΦ {ƻƳŜƻƴŜ ǿŀǎ ǿƛǘƘ ƘŜǊ ƻƴ ǘƘŀǘ ƧƻǳǊƴŜȅΣ ǎƻƳŜƻƴŜ ǎǘǊƻƴƎ ŀƴŘ ǎƛƭŜƴǘΣ ǿƘƻ 

had made her his, and who belonged to her. 

.ǳǘ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎ ƛƴ ƘŜǊ Ǿƛǎƛƻƴ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ ǇǊŜǎŜƴŎŜΣ ǎƻƳŜƻƴŜ ǎƘŜ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ȅŜǘ ƳŜǘΣ ŀǘ ƭŜŀǎǘ not 

during her current lifetime. This presence, this entity clung to her, hungry for love, in need 

of protection. It had left behind everything ς its wisdom, its power, its greatness ς and 

entered her as nothing more than a glimmer of starlight. Maria accepted it, promised to 

protect and guard it until it would be time for it to shine on its own, bringing light to the 

darkest corners of the world. 

She woke with an exceptionally clear understanding of what had happened. Her senses 

were sharply tuned; yet there was no regret or bitterness. Even without opening her eyes, 

she knew she would find herself alone on her narrow bedstead. She had no need for 

someone to share her bed ς what had been shared last night, had been done with 

purpose and intensity unattainable to most people.   

¢ƘŜ ŜŦŦŜŎǘǎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ Ǌƛǘǳŀƭ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ǾŀƴƛǎƘŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ƴƛƎƘǘΦ Lǘ ƘŀŘ ǘŀƪŜƴ ƘŜǊ ǘƻ ŀ ǇƭŀŎŜ ŦǊƻƳ 

where people return in an altered state, rich with new wisdom that can hardly be dressed 

in words. A day before, she had considered Shambhala to be a beautiful legend, frantically 

pursued by several men around her, but a legend nevertheless. Today, she knew that in 

order to reach Shambhala, the real Shambhala, she had to be made to face herself, her 

fears and prejudices.  

Maria washed and got dressed. It was later than she thought ς the sun had already 

passed the zenith.  

A call of the dharma drum invited her to meditation. This was much more easily 

accomplished than ever before. She was like a flower that has sprung roots which would 

enable it to reach for the groundwater in a dry wasteland.  

People ς both the monks and the travellers ςseemed to speak only in whispers that 

day. The premonition of something sacred approaching was creating a tangible 

ŀǘƳƻǎǇƘŜǊŜ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǘƻ ōŜ ōǊƻƪŜƴ ōȅ ǘǊƛǾƛŀƭ ǎƻǳnds.   
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She was looking forward to meeting her silent lovers ς ōǳǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǉǳƛǘŜ ǇǊŜǇŀǊŜŘ ǘƻ 

face them both at once. The men were sitting together on a stone railing, overlooking the 

waterfall, each smoking his unique brand of weed in his unique way. When seeing Maria 

approach, they made room for her between them. Maria sat, took an arm of each, and 

closed her eyes. The silence between them had finally achieved perfection. 

As the sun set, the travellers gathered in the entrance hall, as if in some mysterious 

airport from where an unknown flying device is supposed to take them to an unknown 

destination. Nothing was to be carried with them: Maria, the baron and Merwan had left 

all the little luggage they had at the small village at the foot of the Kailash Mountain; the 

Roerich team had either done the same or, as they were probably in possession of 

extensive scientific equipment, had had it sent ahead with several porters and other 

members of the team.  

Only the small crate which reportedly hid the Cintamani Stone was there.  

A monk appeared and led them to the Hall of Comprehension, which was dark and 

empty. The group gathered in the centre of the hall, under the dome, and waited.  

The sound of little bells announced the appearance of the lama. This time it was 

eǾƛŘŜƴǘ ǘƘŀǘ Ƙƛǎ ŦŜŜǘ ǿŜǊŜƴΩǘ ǘƻǳŎƘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ƎǊƻǳƴŘ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŀǘ Ƙƛǎ ƭƻƴƎ ǊƻōŜ ƘǳƴƎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŀƛǊ 

above it.  

The monks entered and closed the door behind the lama. For a moment, total darkness 

ǊŜƛƎƴŜŘΦ ¢ƘŜƴΣ ǘƘŜ ǎƻǳƴŘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƭŀƳŀΩǎ ǾƻƛŎŜ ǾƛōǊŀǘŜŘ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ǘƘŜ ƘŀƭƭΥ 

άRamΦέ 

The frequency created by this word caused a physical sensation the likes of which 

Maria had never felt before. It was as if her every bone and muscle, every piece of 

garment she wore, and especially her hair, which she had worn loose in the monastery, 

acknowledged and accepted the secret meaning of the word. At the sound, several 

candles in the hall ignited spontaneously.  

The words of the lama were carried to her mind: 

ά¸ƻǳǊ ǎŜŀǊŎƘ Ƙŀǎ ǘŀƪŜƴ ȅƻǳ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ Ǉƻƛƴǘ ǿƘŜǊŜ ȅƻǳ ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ ŘŜŎƛŘŜ ǿƘŜǘƘŜǊ ǘƻ ǇǊƻŎŜŜd 

or turn back. Beneath these gates-έ ǘƘŜ ƭŀƳŀ ǇƻƛƴǘŜŘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŦƭƻƻǊΣ ǿƘŜǊŜ ƳŀǎǎƛǾŜ ƛǊƻƴ 

ŘƻƻǊǎ ǘƘŀǘ aŀǊƛŀ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ǇǊŜǾƛƻǳǎƭȅ ƴƻǘƛŎŜŘ ǿŜǊŜ ǾƛǎƛōƭŜ ά-is the entrance to a cave, which 

ƭŜŀŘǎ ŘƛǊŜŎǘƭȅ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ YŀƛƭŀǎƘ aƻǳƴǘŀƛƴΦέ 

The lama paused and looked at each one of the voyagers personally. 
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ά²Ƙŀǘ ƛǎ {ƘŀƳōƘŀƭŀΣ ŀƴŘ ǿƘŜǊŜ Řƻ ǿŜ ŦƛƴŘ ƛǘΚέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ άLǎ ƛǘ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ōŜƴŜŀǘƘ ǳǎΣ ƻǊ 

ŀōƻǾŜ ǳǎΚ !ǎ ǿŜ ƭƻƻƪ ǳǇΣ ǿŜ ŀǊŜ ŀōƭŜ ǘƻ ǎŜŜ ǎƻ ŦŀǊ ǘƘŀǘ ƻǳǊ ƳƛƴŘǎ ŀǊŜƴΩǘ ŎŀǇŀōƭŜ ƻŦ 

ŎƻƳǇǊŜƘŜƴŘƛƴƎ ƛǘΦ ¸ŜǘΣ ǿƘŜƴ ǿŜ ƭƻƻƪ ŘƻǿƴΣ ǿŜ ŎŀƴΩǘ ŜǾŜƴ see one inch under the crust of 

the earth. We can dig, but even the deepest goldmines barely scratch the surface. Does it 

ƘƛŘŜ ŀ ǿƻǊƭŘ Ŧǳƭƭ ƻŦ ǊƛŎƘŜǎΣ ƻŦ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ŀƴŘ ŎƛǘƛŜǎΚέ 

He walked towards the crate. 

ά²Ƙȅ ŘƻƴΩǘ ǿŜ ƭŜǘ ǘƘŜ {ǘƻƴŜ ǎƘƻǿ ǳǎ ǘƘŜ ǿŀȅΚέ 

With a complicated movement of his fingers, without touching the crate, he made the 

lock burst open and the lid rise. Another container was in the crate ς this one looked 

ŀƴŎƛŜƴǘ ŀƴŘ ǿŜƛǊŘΣ ƳŀŘŜ ƻŦ ǎƛƭǾŜǊȅ ƳŀǘŜǊƛŀƭ ŀƴŘ ŎƻǾŜǊŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ǎȅƳōƻƭǎ ǘƘŀǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ 

resemble any known language. 

When the second lid opened, an eerie green glow filled the room. The lama made 

slight moves with his fingers, as if beckoning what was inside the casket to appear. Slowly, 

a green orb rose from inside and floated in the air above it.   

άLƴ ǘƘŜ ŎƻǊŜ ƻŦ ƻǳǊ 9ŀǊǘƘΣέ ǘƘŜ ƭŀƳŀ ǎǇƻƪŜΣ άƛǎ ŀ ǘǊŜƳŜƴŘƻǳǎ Ƴŀǎǎ ƻŦ ǳƴŦŀǘƘƻƳŀōƭŜ 

ŜƴŜǊƎȅΥ ǘƘŜ .ƭŀŎƪ {ǳƴΦ LǘΩǎ ŀ ŎƻƴŎŜƴǘǊŀǘŜŘ ƘŜŀǊǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŦƻǊŎŜ ǘƘŀǘ Ŧƛƭƭǎ ǘƘŜ ǿƘƻƭŜ ǳƴƛǾŜǊǎŜ 

and, as such, it has the power to exist everywhere and at every moment in time 

simultaneously. Therefore, it is able to connect the whole universe, including other 

systems of stars and planets with Black Suns at their cores. Light has to travel at a given 

speed, and when it reaches very far, it grows faint and disappears. The darkness knows no 

limits of time or distance. It never fades. It is the one force that forms the basis from 

which existence can be generated. Such a power is the one superconductor in the 

universe. In it and through it, one can move instantaneously in every direction. Therefore, 

our inner Earth is a portal, which takes you anywhere. Shambhala is not beneath our feet. 

It can be somewhere very, very far. There might be several Shambhalas. No-one knows, 

because no-one can retain the memory of it. If you are able to cross the portal, you will be 

taken to those who have always been interacting with us, ever since the dawn of 

humanity ς be they called gods or angels. Some of them come from so far that in their 

own world they are long since dead and can only survive here with us. Others are still 

waiting to be born, but into a distant world which nevertheless is in connection with our 

own. Kailash Mountain is one of the main beacons to those travellers on our Earth ς the 

grand railway station from where one can travel to lesseǊ ŘŜǎǘƛƴŀǘƛƻƴǎΦέ 
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The baron gulped and everyone directed their eyes at him. 

ά²Ƙŀǘ Řƻ ȅƻǳ ƳŜŀƴ ς ƛŦ ǿŜ ΨŀǊŜ ŀōƭŜΩ ǘƻ ŎǊƻǎǎ ǘƘŜ ǇƻǊǘŀƭΚέ ƘŜ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ŀƭƻǳŘΦ 

The lama turned to face him. 

ά²Ƙŀǘ L ŀǎƪŜŘ ȅƻǳ ǘƘŜ ƻǘƘŜǊ ŘŀȅΥ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳ ǎǳǊŜ ƻŦ ȅƻǳǊ ƳƻǘƛǾŜǎΚ DǊŜŜŘΣ ǎŜŎǊŜts, self-

ǇǊƻŦƛǘ ŎŀƴΩǘ Ǉŀǎǎ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ǘƘŜ ǇƻǊǘŀƭΦ Lǘ ŜȄǇŜƭǎ ǘƘŜƳΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ 

άIƻǿΚέ ǘƘŜ ōŀǊƻƴ ǾƻƛŎŜŘΦ 

ά¢ƘƻǎŜ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ŘƻƴΩǘ ǎǳǊǾƛǾŜ ǘƘŜ ŎǊƻǎǎƛƴƎΣέ ǘƘŜ ƭŀƳŀ ǎŀƛŘΦ ά¢ƘŜǊŜŦƻǊŜ L ǳǊƎŜ ȅƻǳ ǘƻ 

enter this cave only if your heart is pure and filled with love. Every emotion will be 

amplified manifold; if you have fear or any other negative feelings in your heart it will 

break under the weight of those emotions. And to those of you who make it to the other 

side-έ ǘƘŜ ƭŀƳŀ ƴƻǿ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ǘƻ ŜǾŜǊȅƻƴŜ ŜƭǎŜΣ ά-you will be returned when your mission 

has been accomplished. You will have no memory of your time in Shambhala ς we are not 

designed to bring the sensations of other dimensions back in our three-dimensional 

brains. But what you will have learnt there will always stay with you: when you need it 

most, and expect it the least, this knowledge will return to you and help you make 

ŘŜŎƛǎƛƻƴǎ ǿƘƛŎƘ ŎƘŀƴƎŜ ǘƘŜ ŎƻǳǊǎŜ ƻŦ ƘƛǎǘƻǊȅΦέ 

The lama tapped his foot on the iron doors on the floor; this sounded like distant 

explosions on a battlefield. In a moment, the doors began to slide apart, driven by some 

unseen mechanism. A row of steps, carved into the cliff, was seen to lead downwards into 

darkness. 

ά¢ƘŜ ǎǘƻƴŜ ǿƛƭƭ ƭƛƎƘǘ ȅƻǳǊ ŘŜŎŜƴǘΣ ǳƴǘƛƭ ȅƻǳ ǊŜŀŎƘ ǘƘŜ ƳƻǳƴǘŀƛƴΣέ ǘƘŜ ƭŀƳŀ ǎŀƛŘΦ 

ά²ƘŀǘŜǾŜǊ ƘŀǇǇŜƴǎΣ ȅƻǳ ƳǳǎǘƴΩǘ ǘǳǊƴ ōŀŎƪ ƻǊ ǊŜǎƛǎǘΦέ 

The lama reached forward to rest the glowing stone above his palms, and took it to 

Roerich, who also held out his hands. 

ά¸ƻǳΣ ǿƘƻ ŀǊŜ ŜƴǘǊǳǎǘŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ Ƴƛǎǎƛƻƴ ƻŦ ǊŜǘǳǊƴƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ {ǘƻƴŜΥ Ŧƻƭƭƻǿ ǘƘŜ {ǘƻƴŜ ŀƴŘ 

lead tƘŜ ƻǘƘŜǊǎΗέ  

The orb made a slight jerk, like a small dog that is eager to run home and wishes the 

master to follow swiftly. Roerich stepped on the stairs and began to descend. 

The lama beckoned Madame Roerich to step closer. 

ά¸ƻǳΣ ƎǊŜŀǘ ǎŜŜǊΣ ǘƘŜ ƻƴŜ ǿƘƻ Ƙŀǎ ōŜŜƴ ŀǇǇǊƻŀŎƘŜŘΥ ƎǳƛŘŜ ǘƘŜƳ ǿƛǘƘ ȅƻǳǊ ǿƛǎŘƻƳΗέ 

Madame Roerich followed her husband. 

Merwan was called forth next.  
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ά¸ƻǳΣ ƎƻŘ ǊŜƛƴŎŀǊƴŀǘŜΣ ǿƘƻ ŎƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜ ŦǊŜŜŘ ȅƻǳǊǎŜƭŦ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ŎƘŀƛƴ ƻŦ ǊŜōƛǊǘƘ ōǳǘ 

choose to stay: take fatherly care of your companions!έ 

The green glow was now filling the passage into which Merwan walked. 

With a smile, the lama now looked at Maria. 

ά¸ƻǳΣ ǿƘƻ ŀǊŜ ƻƴŜ ōǳǘ ŜƴǘŜǊ ŀǎ ǘǿƻΣ ƳƻǘƘŜǊ ƻŦ ƎǊŜŀǘ ǿƛǎŘƻƳΥ ƎǳŀǊŘ ǘƘŜƳΣ ǿƘƻ ŀǊŜ 

ƻƴƭȅ ŀǎ ŎƘƛƭŘǊŜƴ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŦŀŎŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƎǊŜŀǘ ǳƴƪƴƻǿƴΗέ 

Maria turned and walked towards the stairs, taking a glance back over her shoulder. 

Baron von Sebottendorf stood with sweat beading on his plump face. 

άbƻΗέ ƘŜ ǎƘƻǳǘŜŘ ŀǎ ǘƘŜ ƭŀƳŀ ǊŜŀŎƘŜŘ ƻǳǘ ǘƻ ƘƛƳΣ ŀƴŘ Ƙƛǎ ǾƻƛŎŜ Ƙƛǘ ǘƘŜ ōǳǊƴƛƴƎ ŎŀƴŘƭŜǎ 

and Maria like a shockwave. άL ŎŀƴΩǘΗ [Ŝǘ ƳŜ ƻǳǘΗέ 

IŜ Ǌŀƴ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŎƭƻǎŜŘ ŘƻƻǊ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƘŀƭƭΦ aŀǊƛŀ ǎŀǿ wƻȅ ŀƴŘ wƻŜǊƛŎƘΩǎ ǎƻƴ ƳŀƪŜ ŀ ŦŜǿ 

steps to halt him, but the lama gestured to them not to follow.  

Von Sebottendorf was pounding on the door frantically, begging for it to be opened. 

Each beat was shattering the fluid which enabled people to be understood without words.  

The lama raised his hand and drew a half circle in the direction of the baron. Maria saw 

the baron still pounding, but the sounds of his blows and cries no longer reached the rest 

of them from the bubble of silence he now stood in.  

άIŜ ŎƘƻǎŜ ǿƛǎŜƭȅΣέ ǘƘŜ ƭŀƳŀ ǎŀƛŘΦ 

Maria turned and looked down the stairs. Merwan was standing a couple of paces 

beneath her, waiting for her with his hand stretched out. His dark eyes had acquired the 

same green glow that was surrounding them. Maria took his hand and followed into the 

faint light. Shortly after she saw Roerich junior join them, then the other members of the 

wǳǎǎƛŀƴΩǎ ǘŜŀƳΣ ǿƛǘƘ wƻȅ ǇǊƻōŀōƭȅ ōŜƛƴƎ ŀǎǎƛƎƴŜŘ ǘƻ ōŜ ǘƘŜ Ŧƛƴŀƭ ƎǳŀǊdian.  

They walked through what seemed to be a natural cave, changing its shape constantly: 

on occasions, it was too low for them to walk upright; then it took a turn and opened into 

a vast cathedral-like void where their steps acquired a deafening echo. Sometimes the 

passage forked, but obviously the Stone was leading Roerich faithfully, as he never paused 

or hesitated.  

They had been walking for what must have been at least an hour when a peculiar 

humming sound became discernible. It was at the same time low and high pitched, 

changing rapidly as if someone was toying with a radio control button, picking up 

electrical sounds from the ether. It became louder and more insistent as they approached 
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the source. The Stone seemed to react to every change in the pitch and frequency of the 

sound, pulsating at seemingly random intervals.  

The passage had narrowed again so they all had to walk in single file. A faint light, 

different from the luminous green glow of the Stone, became visible from ahead. It 

seemed that they were nearing their destination.  

Suddenly, a bolt resembling a huge electric discharge, accompanied by a deafening 

crackle, ripped through the passage ς through every one of them. For a while, Maria and 

the others had to stop as the unexpected flash had blinded them completely. Another one 

shot through the walls of the cave just a few steps away from Maria, blinding her again 

and making her ears ring. She groped for Merwan with closed eyes and felt the man grab 

her hand and lead her forward. Another series of bolts made her to let go of Merwan and 

cover her ears while squeezing her eyes shut. Automatically, she kept on walking with 

ŎŀǊŜŦǳƭ ǎǘŜǇǎΣ ƘƻǇƛƴƎ ǘƻ ŦŜŜƭ aŜǊǿŀƴΩǎ ƘŀƴŘ ƻŦŦŜǊƛƴƎ ǎǳǇǇƻǊǘ ŀƎŀƛƴΦ  

When she opened her eyes, she saw nothing but complete darkness. Her first thought 

ǿŀǎ ǘƘŀǘΣ ōƭƛƴŘŜŘ ōȅ ǘƘŜ ŦƭŀǎƘŜǎΣ ǎƘŜ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ǊŜŎƻǾŜǊŜŘ ǘƘŜ ŀōƛƭƛǘȅ ǘƻ ǎŜŜ ȅŜǘΤ ōǳǘ ǿƘŜƴ ǘƘŜ 

ŘŀǊƪƴŜǎǎ ǎǘƛƭƭ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǊŜŎŜŘŜ ŀŦǘŜǊ ŀ ŦŜǿ ǎŜŎƻƴŘǎΣ ǎƘŜ realizeŘ ǘƘƛǎ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǘƘŜ ŎŀǎŜΦ  

Also, the humming and other sounds had disappeared, including those of human 

footsteps on the tunnel floor. Maria opened her eyes wide and held her breath, trying to 

listen for the slightest noise.  

άaŜǊǿŀƴΣέ ǎƘŜ ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊŜŘΦ ¢ƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎ ƴƻ ǊŜǇƭȅΦ  

Then Maria noticed how different the air in the tunnel was ς not filled with electricity 

as it had been a moment ago, but rather damp and moist, resembling a basement in her 

Viennese apartment house. 

After a period of inching forward and groping for the wall of the cave as support, Maria 

saw a faint light shining ahead of her. How could she have dropped so far behind Merwan 

and everyone in the group? There seemed to be no-one anywhere near her.  

Picking up her pace, still groping for the wall and stumbling occasionally, she moved 

forward with determination. The light grew brighter.  

Next she saw a small patch of blue sky.  

The sun was shining over a beautiful landscape ς the lush green forests surrounding 

the mountains, no longer unfriendly but warm and smooth, like soft velvety fur. Here and 
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there a dark blue eye of a lake was visible. The air, warm and fragrant, was filled with the 

singing of birds and sounds of cowbells. 

LŦ ǘƘƛǎ ǿŀǎ {ƘŀƳōƘŀƭŀΣ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ŜǾŜǊȅǘƘƛƴƎ ƻƴŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜ ŘǊŜŀƳǘ ƻŦΦ hƴƭȅΣ ƛǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ 

Shambhala. Maria had been here before, even though this area had looked quite different 

during her last visit, on a murky February evening in 1919.  

She walked down the side of the hill until she reached a footpath, which had to lead 

somewhere. By then, her eyes had begun to notice familiar landmarks. A church steeple 

was visible. Somewhere near it was the hunting lodge that Guido von List had built. 

In about half an hour, she saw a maiden, pasturing sheep on the hillside. 

άDƻŘ ǎǇŜŜŘΗ .ŜŀǳǘƛŦǳƭ ŘŀȅΣ ƛǎƴΩǘ ƛǘΚέ ǘƘŜ ƎƛǊƭ ƎǊŜŜǘŜŘ ƘŜǊΦ 

It was. A beautiful day in Berchtesgaden.  

¢ƘŜ ƎƛǊƭ Ƴǳǎǘ ƘŀǾŜ ǿƻƴŘŜǊŜŘ ŀōƻǳǘ aŀǊƛŀΩǎ ŀǇǇŜŀǊŀƴŎŜΣ ƘŜǊ ŘǊŜǎǎ ŀƴŘ ƘŜǊ ōƻƻǘǎΣ ȅŜǘ 

ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ǎŀƛŘ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ ŜȄŎŜǇǘ ǘƻ ƎƛǾŜ  ƘŜǊ ǘƘŜ ǊŜǉǳŜǎǘŜŘ ŘƛǊŜŎǘƛƻƴǎ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǾƛƭƭŀƎŜ Ǉƻǎǘ ƻŦŦƛŎŜΦ 

Once there, Maria asked for a collect call to be put through to General Haushofer in 

Munich. While she was waiting for the call to be connected, her eyes fell on the 

newspaper on the counter.  

άLǎ ǘƘƛǎΧ ƛǎ ǘƘƛǎ ǘƻŘŀȅΩǎ ǇŀǇŜǊΚέ ǎƘŜ ŀǎƪŜŘ ƛƴ ŀƳŀȊŜƳŜƴǘΦ 

The clerk reached out for the paper to take a closer look. 

άhƘΣ ǎƻǊǊȅΣ aƛǎǎΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ ά¸ŜǎǘŜǊŘŀȅΩǎΦ ¢ƻŘŀȅΩǎ ǇŀǇŜǊ ƘŀǎƴΩǘ ŀǊǊƛǾŜŘ ȅŜǘΦ Lǘ ƛǎ ŘǳŜ ōȅ 

ƳƛŘŘŀȅ ŘŜƭƛǾŜǊȅΦέ 

There was no reply on the ƎŜƴŜǊŀƭΩǎ ǇƘƻƴŜΦ ¢ƘŜ ŎƭŜǊƪ ƻŦŦŜǊŜŘ ǘƻ Ǉǳǘ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ 

call but Maria needed a breath of fresh air before she was able to speak to anyone.  

The newspaper had been issued on May 20th, 1928.  

How and where had she lost a full year? Or, should she have asked herself, how and 

why had she walked out of the Black Mountain, after having been in the depths of a 

mountain range in Tibet only minutes ago?  

Was this a dream? 

With a sudden cold shiver, she slid her hand across her belly.  

A year had passed. She was ς or had believed herself to have been ς pregnant. Where 

was the child? 

 

*  
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aŀǊƛŀΩǎ ŜǾŜƴǘǳŀƭ ŀǊǊƛǾŀƭ ƛƴ aǳƴƛŎƘ, after a journey facilitated by a highly bewildered 

General Haushofer,  ǿŀǎ ƎǊŜŜǘŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ǾŀǊƛŜǘȅ ƻŦ ŜƳƻǘƛƻƴǎ ōǳǘ ƛǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŎŀǳǎŜ ǘƘŜ ǎƻǊǘ ƻŦ 

ǎǘƛǊ ǎƘŜ ƘŀŘ ōŜŜƴ ŀŦǊŀƛŘ ƻŦΦ ¢ƘŜ DŜǊƳŀƴ ǘŜŀƳ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ǊŜǘǳǊƴŜŘ ȅŜǘΣ ǎƻ ƛǘ ƘŀŘ ōŜŜƴ ŀǎǎǳƳŜŘ 

that, obviously, Maria was either with them or would be joining them eventually. Then, 

people did wonder why she had returned on her own and prematurely, without letting 

anybody know of her arrival, and she found it best to say that she had come back on her 

own after achieving all she had hoped would arise from her Tibet experiences.  

The few who were let in on her real secret seemed to be perplexed, either disinclined 

to believe that she was unable to recall anything about her stay in Shambhala, or clearly 

distrustful of the whole story. Maria became withdrawn and avoided meeting people who 

would potentially be interested in her experiences in Tibet. The less she mentioned 

anything that had happened to her, the happier she and everyone else remained.  

Only when Maria applied for a new passport and it became known ǘƘŀǘ ǎƘŜ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ 

officially re-entered Germany via any identifiable means, was the reservation in the eyes 

of her friends diminished. By then, though, Maria had herself begun doubting her 

experience, which seemed more and more like a distant hallucination. 

Before the German team returned, Maria had read articles in the newspapers about 

the mystery surrounding the Roerich expedition: it had been thought missing from May 

1927 to June 1928, during which period all communication with the team had been lost. 

In WǳƴŜΣ ǎƻƳŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǘŜŀƳ ƳŜƳōŜǊǎΣ ƛƴŎƭǳŘƛƴƎ wƻŜǊƛŎƘΩǎ ŦŀƳƛƭȅΣ ƘŀŘ ŜƳŜǊƎŜŘ ƛƴ LƴŘƛŀΦ 

They had reportedly been detained by Tibetan authorities for several months and forced 

to live in inhuman conditions. Five of the accompanying members had perished. 

The reporǘǎ ŎƻǊǊƻōƻǊŀǘŜŘ aŀǊƛŀΩǎ ǎǘƻǊȅΣ ŀƴŘ ƘŜǊ ŦǊƛŜƴŘǎ ς even very close ones such as 

Sigrun ς finally believed her and confessed to not having trusted her initial account 

without severe reservations. But Maria no longer cared. 

During the eighteen months the members of the German team had aged significantly: 

the harsh conditions of the journey had made the men appear ten years older. Yet Maria 

ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ŎƘŀƴƎŜŘΥ ǿƘŜƴ ǎƘŜ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ŀǘΣ ŀƴŘ ŎƻƳǇŀǊŜŘ ƘŜǊǎŜƭŦ ŀƎŀƛƴǎǘΣ ŀ ǎǘǳŘƛƻ ǇƻǊǘǊŀƛǘ ǘƘŀǘ 

had been taken seven or eight years ago ς the same portrait Baron von Sebottendorf had 

hidden in his notecase ς she saw the change in fashion, but not in her face. For a woman 

of thirty-two, she was looking astonishingly juvenile. The same assessment was reflected 
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ƛƴ ȅƻǳƴƎ DŜƻǊƎΩǎ ŜȅŜǎ ŀǎ they met in Munich railway station: from a seventeen-year-old 

younger brother there had emerged a nineteen-year-old man who could have passed as 

aŀǊƛŀΩǎ ǎǳƛǘƻǊΦ ²ƘŜƴ DŜƻǊƎΣ ƴƻǿ ǳƴƛǾŜǊǎŀƭƭȅ ǊŜŦŜǊǊŜŘ ǘƻ ŀǎ IŜǊǊ bŀƎŜƴƎŀǎǘΣ ŀǎƪŜŘ ƘŜǊ ǘƻ 

be his date at a New-YeŀǊΩǎ ōŀƭƭΣ ǎƘŜ ŀŎŎŜǇǘŜŘΦ  

Had she not, every once in a while, been awakened in the middle of the night, with 

tears in her eyes, by the embrace of her imaginary child, she would have filed the 

memories of her Tibetan adventure under all her lost and forgotten causes. 

 

 

   

  

 

End of Part Two 
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Part Three:  From there 

 

 

 

Chapter XXII: Schwarzwald, 1936 

 

 

!ǎ ƛŦ bŀǘǳǊŜ ǿŜǊŜ ƛƴŎŀǇŀōƭŜ ƻŦ ŎǊŜŀǘƛƴƎ ŀ ǇŜǊŦŜŎǘƭȅ ōŜŀǳǘƛŦǳƭ ǎǳƳƳŜǊΩǎ ƴƛƎƘǘ ŀƴŘ 

offering it to a couple in love, this one was made even more beautiful by human 

intervention. For what is music but an intervention, possibly even defiance against God, 

ǿƘƻ ƛǎ ŎƘŀƭƭŜƴƎŜŘ ōȅ ǘƘŜ ŀǊǊƻƎŀƴŎŜ ƻŦ ƳŜƴ ǘƻ ŎǊŜŀǘŜ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ǘƘŀǘ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ŜȄƛǎǘ 

naturally?  

This music could only have been referred to as sweet ς another defiance, to extend the 

concept of taste to a totally different sensation. Throughout all the centuries when man 

had made music for his own pleasure, music had never sounded in this part of Germany. It 

probably never would have, were it not for the invention of radio, capable of transmitting 

the tunes from the Scala in Berlin to the depths of the Schwarzwald. Generations of 

foresters had lived and died here without having ever heard manmade music other than 

the calls from passing hunting horns. And here they were: young and in love, just married 

and entertained by tunes from the best orchestra in Berlin. Life was too beautiful to be 

true.  

The young wife was dreaming of going to Berlin one day, to see the musicals and 

restaurants and the latest fashions. The husband had travelled as far as Leipzig but had 

been unable to resist the temptation to embellish, and in his stories the city had evolved 

into Berlin.  

The young wife smelt of a Parisian perfume, made in Cologne. The husband smoked his 

last Turkish cigarette. A minute ago, the little lady had stolen a kiss and complained the 

taste of it had been entirely ruined by the taste of nicotine; so the husband had made a 

promise he would quit after finishing this last one. He had a mental image that when the 
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box, a gift for their wedding, was emptied, it would symbolize the ending of their 

honeymoon and the start of everyday married life.  

The skies were rife with stars; to really enjoy the contrast of the glittering heavens 

against the dark mass of the Black Forest they had switched off every light and were 

sitting on the porch in darkness that was only punctuated by the red flicker of the 

cigarette and the warm yellow glow of the dial of the portable Philips radio, also a 

wedding present.  

ά²ŜƭƭΣ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ǘƘŜ ƭŀǎǘ ƻŦ ƛǘΣ ǘƘŜƴΣέ ǘƘŜ Ƴŀƴ ǎŀƛŘΣ ǇǊŜǇŀǊƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƳŀƪŜ ǘƘŜ Ƴƻǎǘ ƻŦ Ƙƛǎ Ŧƛƴŀƭ 

ǇǳŦŦΦ ά{ǳǊŜ ȅƻǳ ŘƻƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ƛǘΚέ 

άbƻΗέ ǘƘŜ ǿƻƳŀƴ ƭŀǳƎƘŜŘΦ άL ƻƴƭȅ ǎƳƻƪŜ ǿƘŜƴ LΩƳ ŘǊǳƴƪΗέ 

She reached for a little bottle of liqueur on a small serving table and refilled the glasses. 

Lifting them, she turned to her husband and waited until the last pleasure-inducing 

substance was inhaled from the stub.  

The man held his breath for a while, as if reluctant to depart with the essence he had 

captured in his lungs. He took the stub between his thumb and middle finger and flicked it 

away towards the sky. A red spark took off, dimmed, brightened, and then rose impossibly 

far towards the Milky Way before yielding to gravity and dropping towards the crest of the 

forest. For a brief moment it disappeared; then the spark briefly became visible again 

behind the treetops, disappearing into the thick woods. There followed an instant of 

darkness and then a blinding flash of white light.   

Both the man and the woman were frozen in bewilderment.  

άIŀƴǎΗ ²Ƙŀǘ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŀǘΚέ ǘƘŜ ǿƻƳŀƴ ǎŀƛŘ after a short while, still holding the small 

glasses in mid-air. 

Before the man could frame a reply, the crash of the explosion reached them. The 

woman gave a shriek and covered her ears, letting the glasses drop. In another second, 

everything was over and silence returned. A barely visible red glow amidst the treetops 

indicated the spot in the forest where something had fallen. 

ά²Ƙŀǘ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŀǘΚέ ǘƘŜ ǿƻƳŀƴ ŀǎƪŜŘ ŦǊŀƴǘƛŎŀƭƭȅΣ ƘŜǊ ƘŀƴŘǎ ǎǘƛƭƭ ƻǾŜǊ ƘŜǊ ŜŀǊǎΦ ά²ŀǎ ƛǘ ŀƴ 

aeroplane? Did an aeroplane Ƨǳǎǘ ŎǊŀǎƘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŦƻǊŜǎǘΚέ 

The man gulped.  

άL ŘƻƴΩǘ ǘƘƛƴƪ ǎƻΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ άtŜǊƘŀǇǎ ŀ ƳŜǘŜƻǊ ƻŦ ǎƻƳŜ ǎƻǊǘΦ ! ǎƳŀƭƭ ƻƴŜΦέ  

άIƻǿ ŦŀǊ Řƻ ȅƻǳ ǘƘƛƴƪ ƛǘ ƛǎΚέ ǘƘŜ ǿƻƳŀƴ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ  
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The man was calculating. 

άLǘ ǘƻƻƪ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘŜƴ ǎŜŎƻƴŘǎ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ǿŜ ƘŜŀǊŘ ǘƘŜ ǎƻǳƴŘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŜȄǇƭƻǎƛƻƴΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ άLǘ 

Ƴǳǎǘ ōŜ ǎƻƳŜ ǘƘǊŜŜ ƪƛƭƻƳŜǘǊŜǎ ŀǿŀȅΦέ 

άLǘ ŎƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜ ƪƛƭƭŜŘ ǳǎΣέ ǘƘŜ ƘƻǊǊƛōƭŜ Ǉƻǎǎƛōƛƭƛǘȅ ǎǇǊŀƴƎ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǿƻƳŀƴΩǎ ƘŜŀŘΦ άhƘΣ 

IŀƴǎΗέ 

But instead of comforting his young wife, the man jumped to his feet and ran to his 

bicycle standing against the fence. The woman leapt up as well and dashed after him. 

άIŀƴǎΗ ¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ƴƻǘ ǇƭŀƴƴƛƴƎ ǘƻ ŀŎǘǳŀƭƭȅ Ǝƻ ǘƘŜǊŜΚέ ǎƘŜ ƎŀǎǇŜŘΦ ά!ǊŜ ȅƻǳ ƛƴǎŀƴŜΚέ 

άL ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ ǎŜŜ ƛǘΣ LƴƎŜΗέ  

ά¸ƻǳΩƭƭ ƎŜǘ ƪƛƭƭŜŘΗέ ǘƘŜ ǿƻƳŀƴ ǎƘƻǳǘŜŘΦ ά5ƻƴΩǘ ƭŜŀǾŜ ƳŜ ŀƭƻƴŜΗ LΩƳ ǎŎŀǊŜŘΗέ 

But the man refused to listen to her sobbing and took off. Pedalling along a narrow 

footpath that led into the depths of the forest, he caught and lost the red glimmer in the 

sky, caught it again, lost it again. As the path now took a turn in the wrong direction, he 

headed off it straight into the wilderness. The dynamo lamp gave just enough light to 

prevent him from hitting the trees, but on a couple of occasions he bumped into exposed 

roots or stumps and nearly fell. He was panting heavily, but at least the glow was now 

getting brighter, so he knew he was on the right course. 

From his right, where a wider road was leading into the woods, he saw the headlights 

of cars or probably motorcycles approaching the crash site.  

It took him a couple of minutes more before he reached the gravel road and from there 

the pedalling became much easier. In five more minutes he was able to see the flicker of 

the flames lighting the treetops in front of him. 

A man in the SS uniform on a stationary motor bike was blocking his way. The forester 

slowed down. 

ά{ƻǊǊȅΣ ŎŀƴΩǘ Ǉŀǎǎ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ƘŜǊŜΣέ ǘƘŜ {{ Ƴŀƴ ǎŀƛŘΦ 

άL ǎŀǿ ǎƻƳŜ ƪƛƴŘ ƻŦ ŎǊŀǎƘ ŀƴŘ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ǇŜǊƘŀǇǎ ƘŜƭǇ ǿŀǎ ƴŜŜŘŜŘΦ LΩƳ ǘƘŜ ƴŜǿ ŦƻǊŜǎǘŜǊ 

ƻŦ ǘƘŜ wƻǘǘǿŜƛƭ ŘƛǎǘǊƛŎǘΦέ 

ά¢Ƙŀƴƪ ȅƻǳ ŦƻǊ ȅƻǳǊ ŎƻƴŎŜǊƴΣέ ǘƘŜ Ƴŀƴ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǳƴƛŦƻǊƳ ǎŀƛŘΣ ōǳǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƳƻǾŜ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ 

ƳƛŘŘƭŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǊƻŀŘΦ άbƻ ƘŜƭǇ ƴŜŜŘŜŘΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎ Ƨǳǎǘ ŀ ǎǳǊǾŜƛƭƭŀƴŎŜ ōŀƭƭƻƻƴΦέ 

The forester looked distrustful. 

ά¢ƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎ ŀƴ ŜȄǇƭƻǎƛƻƴΣέ ƘŜ ƛƴǎƛǎǘŜŘΦ 

The SS man, though polite and calm, indicated signs of impatience.  
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ά²Ŝ ƘŀǾŜ ƻur team of specialists working on it. I shall have to ask you to turn back. Go 

ƘƻƳŜΣ ǘƘŜǊŜΩǎ ƴƻǘƘƛƴƎ ȅƻǳ Ŏŀƴ Řƻ ƘŜǊŜΦέ 

wŜƭǳŎǘŀƴǘƭȅΣ ǘƘŜ ŦƻǊŜǎǘŜǊ ŘƛŘ ŀǎ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ǘƻƭŘΦ !ǊƎǳƛƴƎ ǿƛǘƘ ŀƴ {{ ƻŦŦƛŎƛŀƭ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ 

been wise. 

After a while he saw more headlights approaching and took a turn into the woods 

where he could remain unseen. This time it was heavy vehicles moving towards the site of 

the crash: he saw a couple of large crane trucks with about a dozen soldiers in each and an 

armoured vehicle, escorted by two more men on motor bikes. Everything was marked 

with SS insignia.  

Even though his heart went out to his young wife who must have been sick with worry, 

the forester decided to wait it out. He was a forester first and a husband later. The hours 

passed and he dozed off, awaking to the first rays of the sun, and to an impression that he 

had dreamt of gunfire. None of the vehicles had passed his way although he had heard 

almost constant sounds of distant machinery, muted by the trees. Grudgingly, the forester 

decided to give up his vigil and return home. At that point he felt the tremors. Something 

heavy was headed his way. He withdrew into the concealment of the trees again, to a 

point giving a good view of the road. After some minutes, the whole entourage drove by 

him again. The trucks were driving alongside one another and something large and heavy 

had been mounted on them. It was covered by tarpaulin, but as a gust of wind made the 

cloth flutter, an object with a smooth and silvery surface became momentarily visible. It 

ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƭƻƻƪ ƭƛƪŜ ŀ ǿŜŀǘƘŜǊ ōŀƭƭƻƻƴΣ ōǳǘ ǘƘŜƴ ƛǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƭƻƻƪ ƭƛƪŜ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ŦƻǊŜǎǘŜǊ ƘŀŘ 

ever seen before.  

As the machines passed down the road which he knew went to the military base in 

Zepfenhan, he suddenly became aware of the lack of the soldiers whom he had seen 

mounted on the trucks some hours earlier. Unable to resist the urge, the man began 

pedalling again in his initial direction. 

Lǘ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ōŜŜƴ Ŝŀǎȅ ǘƻ ŦƛƴŘ ǘƘŜ ŎǊŀǎƘ ǎƛǘŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŘƛƳ ƳƻǊƴƛƴƎ ƭƛƎƘǘ ǿƛǘƘ ƴƻ ǊŜŘ 

glow to guide him, but the tyre marks of the trucks and the armoured car were there to 

follow. After some distance, the tracks led off into the forest. Several trees had been 

freshly felled to make room for the trucks to pass.  

About a kilometre into the woods the forester found the site of the explosion. 

Whatever had come from the heavens, it had demolished quite a large portion of the 
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forest, cutting bulky oaks literally in half and pulling others up by their roots. The impact 

point was marked by a crater of about fifty metres in diameter, surrounded by carbonized 

tree trunks. Whatever had landed here had been removed and the resulting hole covered 

up in dirt to leave no indication of its shape. The forester prodded the freshly turned 

ground with the toe of his boot, not sure what he wished or dreaded to discover, until he 

came across a find he would rather have missed. 

Lǘ ǿŀǎ ŀ ƘǳƳŀƴ ƘŀƴŘΣ ǎǘƛŎƪƛƴƎ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ŀ ƎǊŜȅ ǎƭŜŜǾŜ ƻŦ ŀ ǎƻƭŘƛŜǊΩǎ ǳƴƛŦƻǊƳΦ ¢ƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎ 

mud and blood on the fingers. 

 

*  

  

At about the same moment, a senior officer in the Zepfenhan base was engaged in the 

most important phone conversation of his life. Out of respect, he conducted it standing 

ǳǇΦ Iƛǎ ƘŜŀǊǘ ǿŀǎ ōŜŀǘƛƴƎ ŦǳǊƛƻǳǎƭȅΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŜǾŜǊȅ Řŀȅ ǘƘŀǘ ŀ ŎƻƳƳŀƴŘŜǊ ƻŦ ŀ ǎƳŀƭƭ 

military base would have received orders from wŜƛŎƘǎŦǸƘǊŜǊ IŜƛƴǊƛŎƘ IƛƳƳƭŜǊΣ ǘƘŜ 

ŎƻƳƳŀƴŘŜǊ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ {{Φ Lǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŜǾŜǊȅ Řŀȅ ǘƘŀǘ ŀ ŎƻƳƳŀƴŘŜǊ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ŜȄŜŎǳǘŜ 

twenty of his soldiers. But there was to be absolutely no leakage about what happened in 

Schwarzwald; this had been made quite clear when the phone call from Berlin had 

awakened him around midnight.  

The commander was unsure about how the findings should be reported to 

wŜƛŎƘǎŦǸƘǊŜǊ IƛƳƳƭŜǊΦ ¢Ƙƛǎ ŎŜǊǘŀƛƴƭȅ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŀ ŎŀǎŜ ƻƴŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ ǊŜǎŜŀǊŎƘ ŦǊƻƳ ŀ ƳƛƭƛǘŀǊȅ 

handbook. 

He was both relieved ŀƴŘ ŘƛǎŀǇǇƻƛƴǘŜŘ ǿƘŜƴ ƘŜ ƭŜŀǊƴǘ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜ wŜƛŎƘǎŦǸƘǊŜǊ ǿŀǎ 

ǳƴŀǾŀƛƭŀōƭŜ ŀƴŘ Ƙƛǎ Ŏŀƭƭ ǿŀǎ ōŜƛƴƎ ŘƛǊŜŎǘŜŘ ǘƻ IƛƳƳƭŜǊΩǎ ŀǎǎƛǎǘŀƴǘΣ .ǊŀƴŘǘ, who had made 

the initial call to Zepfenhan. The latter listened to his confusing account without any 

comments and promptlȅ ƎŀǾŜ ƻǊŘŜǊǎ ǘƻ ǎŜŎǳǊŜ ǘƘŜ ŦƛƴŘ ǳƴǘƛƭ IƛƳƳƭŜǊΩǎ ǇŜǊǎƻƴŀƭ ǳƴƛǘǎ 

ǿƻǳƭŘ ŀǊǊƛǾŜ ǘƻ ŎƻƭƭŜŎǘ ƛǘΦ ¢ƘŜ ŎƻƳƳŀƴŘŜǊ ǿŀǎ ŀǎǘƻƴƛǎƘŜŘ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ŀǎǎƛǎǘŀƴǘΩǎ ŀǘǘƛǘǳŘŜΣ 

which was very calm, almost as if he was receiving a routine report.   

Actually, both Brandt and Himmler were anticipating this exact news from the 

Zepfenhan base commander. There had been another phone call from Munich to 

IƛƳƳƭŜǊΩǎ ƘŜŀŘǉǳŀǊǘŜǊǎ ƛƴ .ŜǊƭƛƴ shortly before ƳƛŘƴƛƎƘǘΦ ¢ƘŜ wŜƛŎƘǎŦǸƘǊŜǊ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǘƻ ōŜ 

awoken for any reason; in fact those who had the right to disturb him at any hour could be 
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counted on one hand. Brandt knew that one of those people was Maria Orsic. Her call was 

Ǉǳǘ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ǘƻ IƛƳƳƭŜǊΩǎ ǇŜǊǎƻƴŀƭ ōŜŘǎƛŘŜ ǘŜƭŜǇƘƻƴŜΦ IƛƳƳƭŜǊΣ ǿƘƻ ƘŀŘ Ƨǳǎǘ ƳŀƴŀƎŜŘ ǘƻ 

fall asleep, sounded irritated but when informed about the identity of the caller, grew 

alert.  

άwŜƛŎƘǎŦǸƘǊŜǊΚέ ǘƘŜ ǾƻƛŎŜ ƻŦ ŀ ǿƻƳŀƴ ǎŀƛŘ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ƻǘƘŜǊ ŜƴŘΦ 

ά¸ŜǎΣ aŀǊƛŀΗ ²Ƙŀǘ ƛǎ ƛǘΚέ 

άIŜƛƴǊƛŎƘΣ ǿŜ ƘŀǾŜ Ŏŀǎǘ ǘƘŜ ōŀƛǘ ŀƴŘ ƛǘ Ƙŀǎ ōŜŜƴ ǘŀƪŜƴΗέ 

ά²ƘŜǊŜΚέ 

ά{ƻƳŜǿƘŜǊŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ {ŎƘǿŀǊȊǿŀƭŘ ǊŜƎƛƻƴΦέ  

The ReichsŦǸƘǊŜǊ ǿŀǎ ǎƛƭŜƴǘ ŦƻǊ ŀ ǿƘƛƭŜ ŀƴŘ ǎƛƴŎŜ ǎƛƭŜƴŎŜ ƛǎ ǳƴŀōƭŜ ǘƻ ŎƻƴǾŜȅ ŜƳƻǘƛƻƴǎΣ 

his exultancy went unregistered. Then he said in his matter-of-fact voice: 

ά/ƻƳŜ ŀƴŘ ƳŜŜǘ ƳŜ ǘƻƳƻǊǊƻǿΦ LΩƭƭ ƘŀǾŜ .ǊŀƴŘǘ ōƻƻƪ ȅƻǳ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ŦƛǊǎǘ ŦƭƛƎƘǘ ǘƻ .ŜǊƭƛƴΦ 

Will there be two ǇŀǎǎŜƴƎŜǊǎΚέ 

ά¸ŜǎΣ wŜƛŎƘǎŦǸƘǊŜǊΦέ 

Himmler was unable to sleep. He gave Brandt orders to alert the nearest military base 

in the Schwarzwald region and instruct the senior officer regarding the necessity for 

secrecy and ruthlessness. He was reasonably confident there would be another call soon; 

if not ς that would have meant a lot of uncertainty for the coming days. But since every 

anti-aircraft unit in the country had been ordered to heightened levels of preparedness, it 

was virtually impossible that an aerial incident would go unnoticed and the crash site 

remain undetected.  

The call that came at six in the morning proved his point.  

Five hundred kilometres away, in Munich, Maria had also spent a sleepless night. Now, 

after having reported to Himmler and havƛƴƎ ǎŜƴǎŜŘ ǘƘŜ ƳŀƴΩǎ ŜȄŎƛǘŜƳŜƴǘΣ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎ 

nevertheless uncertain about her own feelings. What was it that they had done? What 

effect would it have on the future? 

She knew Himmler and knew that the further progress of their research and the 

existence of the ǿƘƻƭŜ ǎƻŎƛŜǘȅ ŘŜǇŜƴŘŜŘ ƻƴ Ƙƛǎ ǎŀǘƛǎŦŀŎǘƛƻƴΦ ¢ƘŀƴƪŦǳƭƭȅΣ IƛƳƳƭŜǊ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ 

been a difficult man to please throughout their friendship. Unlike many who merely 

tolerated the activities of Vril, Himmler was always predisposed to believe and to accept. 

If there waǎƴΩǘ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ ƘƛƳ ǘƻ ŀŎŎŜǇǘΣ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ŎƻƴǘŜƴǘ ǘƻ ǿŀƛǘ ŀƴŘ ƘŀǾŜ ŎƻƴŦƛŘŜƴŎŜΦ 

For a small man, he was able to manifest great patience in realising visions far greater 
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than his physical stature. He had known Maria by reputation and, as he had told her at 

their first meeting, had a great trust in her even before it had taken place. Maria had been 

ƴŜƛǘƘŜǊ ŦƭŀǘǘŜǊŜŘ ƴƻǊ ŀƴƴƻȅŜŘ ōȅ ǘƘŜ ȅƻǳƴƎ ƳŀƴΩǎ ǇǊƻŦŜǎǎƛƻƴ ƻŦ ŀŘƳƛǊŀǘƛƻƴΥ ǎƛƴŎŜ ƘŜǊ 

involvement in the Thule and other occult societies in Munich, Maria had grown immune 

to such outbursts, especially when emanating from small, nervous fellows with thick 

glasses who fancied themselves as spiritual knights of some realm of fantasy. But Himmler 

ƘŀŘ ōŜŜƴ ŘŜǘŜǊƳƛƴŜŘ ǘƻ ōŜ aŀǊƛŀΩǎ ŎƘŀƳǇƛƻƴ ŀƴŘ ǎƻƻƴ ŜƴƻǳƎƘ aŀǊƛŀ ƘŀŘ ōŜƎǳƴ ǘƻ see 

the redeeming values in the man who seemed as utterly misplaced in the world of politics 

as in the world of the occult.  

IŜ ǿŀǎ ƻŦǘŜƴ ǊŜŦŜǊǊŜŘ ǘƻ ŀǎ ΨǘƘŜ ŎƘƛŎƪŜƴ ŦŀǊƳŜǊΩ ς as a member of the German 

²ƻǊƪŜǊǎΩ tŀǊǘȅΣ ƻƴŜ ǎƘƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ǘŀƪŜƴ ŀƴȅ ƻŦŦŜƴŎŜ at that. Yet, it was clear that 

Himmler envisaged himself in charge of a force much grander than poultry. The fact that 

the soul of a great warrior prince was imprisoned in the body of a bookworm-ish, scrawny 

man actually endeared him to Maria as their acquaintance grew into a comfortably tepid 

ŦǊƛŜƴŘǎƘƛǇΣ ƛƴ ǿƘƛŎƘ ōƻǘƘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜƳ ƘŀŘ ǾŜǊȅ ŘƛǎǘƛƴŎǘ ǊƻƭŜǎ ǘƻ ǇƭŀȅΦ aŀǊƛŀΩǎ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜ ǇŀǊǘ ƻŦ ŀ 

goddess or at least a sibyl, whereas Himmler was her high priest. Of course, there were 

many different mediums, spiritualists, occult scientists and oriental mystics surrounding 

Himmler since he had begun his rise in politics; yet Maria knew he had developed a 

specially ǎƻŦǘ ǎǇƻǘ ŦƻǊ ƘŜǊ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ǘƛƳŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜƛǊ ǾŜǊȅ ŦƛǊǎǘ ƳŜŜǘƛƴƎ ŀǘ IŜǎǎΩǎ ŀǇŀǊǘƳŜƴǘ ƛƴ 

Munich.  

Upon her mysterious return from Tibet, Maria had found the NSDAP much stronger 

than it had been little over a year ago. It had adopted more radical politics and its support 

ƘŀŘ ƎǊƻǿƴ ŀƳƻƴƎ ǘƘŜ ƳŀǎǎŜǎ ǿƘƻ ƘŀŘ ŘƛǎŎƻǾŜǊŜŘ IƛǘƭŜǊΩǎ ǳƴƛǉǳŜ ŀōƛƭƛǘȅ ǘƻ ǊŜŦƭŜŎǘ ǘƘŜƛǊ 

exact hopes and fears in fiery oration. Maria had known Hitler as the man who was able to 

ŀŎŎŜǎǎ ǘƘŜ ƴŀǘƛƻƴΩǎ ǎǳǇǇǊŜǎǎŜŘ ƘƻǇŜǎ ŀƴŘ ƎƛǾŜ ƛǘ ǿƛƴƎǎ ς now he had also found out how 

to power his performance from their fear, balancing it against the utopian vision of a 

future governed by the rediscovered values of the Aryan race.  

Himmler had set out to realize his dreams of leadership as well.  In the early days of 

мфнфΣ IƛǘƭŜǊ ŀǇǇƻƛƴǘŜŘ ƘƛƳ ŀǎ wŜƛŎƘǎŦǸƘǊŜǊ-SS, putting him in charge of his personal 

defence corps. At last, Himmler was able to feel himself as a Grand Master of a Templar 

order, gathering around him an army of supermen who would cleanse the world of all 

things impure.  
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While Maria had been away from Germany, Himmler with his increasing prominence in 

the political structure had also attracted several new spiritual assistants. There was a 

certain Herr Wulff, who was casting charts, predicting the inevitable rise of the NSDAP and 

Himmler personally. Also breaching the inner circle was one Ernst Schulte-Strathaus, of 

ǿƘƻƳ IŜǎǎ ǿŀǎ ŜǎǇŜŎƛŀƭƭȅ ŦƻƴŘΦ !ƴƻǘƘŜǊ ŀǎǘǊƻƭƻƎŜǊΣ ƘŜ ŀǇǇŜŀǊŜŘ ǘƻ ƳƛǊǊƻǊ IŜǎǎΩǎ ǎǇƛǊƛǘǳŀƭ 

needs and feed his hunger for knowledge of the future.  

Maria was by no means forgotten, but it was obvious that a hierarchical structure of 

spiritualists, with their tasks neatly divided between them according to their specific 

spiritual capacities, was forming inside the NSDAP. She with her as yet wholly unexplained 

messages from another planet was classified as a potentially invaluable assistant to the 

science and technology team, but an era of prophets seemed to have arrived: it was the 

future or the distant past that interested the party elite, not obscure scientific information 

that yet had to be put to use by the aircraft or armament industry.  

Hitler had also made a new friend, a respected Danish aristocrat and stage celebrity, 

Erik Jan Hanussen, whose every mediumistic show, at every major venue, was inevitably 

sold out. Hanussen was, no doubt, a powerful performer, able to catch the attention of his 

audience and not let go. It was said that Hanussen had seen Hitler speak and recognized 

an immense potential, a diamond in the rough. He offered to train Hitler; to reveal to him 

the secrets of audience manipulation and mesmerism and increase the dramatic effect of 

Ƙƛǎ ǇǳōƭƛŎ ǎǇŜŜŎƘŜǎΣ ŀƴŘ IƛǘƭŜǊ ƘŀŘ ŀŎŎŜǇǘŜŘΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎ ŜǾƛŘŜƴǘ ǘƘŀǘ IƛǘƭŜǊΩǎ ǎƪƛƭƭǎ ƘŀŘ 

blossomed and his popularity accordingly. 

What made this alliance very strange were the rumours which accompanied Hanussen 

ς it was said that although posing as a Danish count he was actually a Moravian Jew from 

±ƛŜƴƴŀΦ .ȅ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƛƳŜΣ IƛǘƭŜǊΩǎ ǎǇŜŜŎƘŜǎ ǿŜǊŜ ōŜŎƻƳƛƴƎ ƳƻǊŜ ŀƴŘ ƳƻǊŜ ŎƻƴŎŜǊƴŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ 

Jews as the alien agents of evil who had infiltrated Germany; therefore his association 

ǿƛǘƘ IŀƴǳǎǎŜƴ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǇǳōƭƛŎƛȊŜŘ ƻǊ ŜǾŜƴ ƪƴƻwn to anyone other than the party elite.  

Maria decided to see this man herself. She travelled to Berlin in order to attend a 

performance at the Scala. Georg, by then twenty, offered to accompany her and Maria 

saw no reason to reject this offer. Hess pulled some strings to get her two tickets ς the 

occult show was a huge hit and sold out for weeks to come. He also expressed his wish 

ǘƘŀǘ aŀǊƛŀ ǎƘƻǳƭŘΣ ƛŦ ǇƻǎǎƛōƭŜΣ ƳŜŜǘ IŀƴǳǎǎŜƴ ŀŦǘŜǊ ǘƘŜ ǎƘƻǿ ǇǊƛǾŀǘŜƭȅ ŀƴŘ ΨǘŜǎǘ Ƙƛǎ 
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ŀōƛƭƛǘƛŜǎΩΣ ƻŦ ǿƘƛŎƘ IŜǎǎ ǎŜŜƳŜŘ ǘƻ ōŜ ŀǎ sceptical as he had been ten years earlier about 

aŀǊƛŀΩǎΦ 

ά5ƻǳōǘƭŜǎǎΣ ŀ ƎǊŜŀǘ ƻǊŀǘƻǊ ŀƴŘ ǇŜǊŦƻǊƳŜǊΣέ ƘŜ ƘŀŘ ǎŀƛŘΣ άŀƴŘ, as such, perhaps useful. 

¸ŜǘΣ Ƙƛǎ ƛƴŦƭǳŜƴŎŜ ŀƴŘ Ƙƛǎ ƳƻǘƛǾŀǘƛƻƴ ŀǊŜ ȅŜǘ ǘƻ ōŜ ƛƴǾŜǎǘƛƎŀǘŜŘΦέ 

άLǎ ƘŜ ŀ ǎƘƻǿƳŀƴ ς ƻǊ ŀ ƎŜƴǳƛƴŜ ƳŜŘƛǳƳΚέ aŀria asked, even though she would have 

been unable to imagine herself on a big stage, using her powers for the purpose of cheap 

thrills.  

ά¢Ƙƛǎ ƛǎ ƛƴŦƻǊƳŀǘƛƻƴ L ƘƻǇŜ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ŦǊƻƳ ȅƻǳΣέ IŜǎǎ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘΣ ŀƴŘ ŀŘŘŜŘ ƛƴ ŀ ǎƛƴƛǎǘŜǊ ǘƻƴŜΥ 

άaƛƴŘ ȅƻǳΣ ǘƘŜ Ƴŀƴ ƛǎ ŀ ǘŜǊǊƛōƭŜ ǿƻƳŀƴƛȊŜǊΦ ¢ƘŜ ǇƻƭƛŎŜ ƪŜŜǇ ŀ ŎƭƻǎŜ ŜȅŜ ƻƴ ƘƛƳΦέ 

άhƘΣ ǊŜŀƭƭȅΚέ 

Hess lowered his voice even further. 

άLǘΩǎ something I hesitate ǘƻ ǊŜǇŜŀǘ ƛƴ ŦǊƻƴǘ ƻŦ ŀ ƭŀŘȅΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ άōǳǘ ƘŜΩǎ ƪƴƻǿƴ ǘƻ ƘŀǾŜ 

been entertained by no less than six consecutive ladies of the trade in his hotel apartment 

ŘǳǊƛƴƎ ƻƴŜ ǎƛƴƎƭŜ ŘŀȅΦέ 

ά²ŜƭƭΣ ƛŦ ƘŜ ǘǊƛŜǎ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎΣέ DŜƻǊƎ ƴƻǿ ƛƴǘŜǊƧŜŎǘŜŘΣ ŎƭŜƴŎƘƛƴƎ Ƙƛǎ ŦƛǎǘΣ άƘŜΩƭƭ ƘŀǾŜ ƳŜ ǘƻ 

ŀƴǎǿŜǊ ǘƻΦέ  

{ƛƴŎŜ ƘŜ ƘŀŘ ƧƻƛƴŜŘ IƛƳƳƭŜǊΩǎ ƴŜǿ {{Σ DŜƻǊƎ ƘŀŘ ƳŀǘǳǊŜŘ ǾƛǎƛōƭȅΦ Iƛǎ ȅƻǳǘƘŦǳƭ 

disposition had been supplemented by a sense of almost holy mission and of belonging to 

an order of knights, destined to safeguard the likes of Maria from the likes of Hanussen.  

άtǊŜŦŜǊŀōƭȅ ƴƻǘΣέ IŜǎǎ ŎƻƳƳŜƴǘŜŘΣ άǎƛƴŎŜ ǘƘƛǎ ƛǎ ƴƻǘ ŀƴ ƻŦŦƛŎƛŀƭ Ƴƛǎǎƛƻƴ ǿƘŜǊŜ ǘƘŜ {{ 

could interǾŜƴŜΦ ²Ŝ ǿŀƴǘ aŀǊƛŀΩǎ ǘǊƛǇ ǘƻ ǊŜƳŀƛƴ ƘƛŘŘŜƴΥ ƛŦ ǘƘŜ Ƴŀƴ ƛǎ ǎǳŎƘ ŀ ƎǊŜŀǘ 

ŎƭŀƛǊǾƻȅŀƴǘΣ ƘŜ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ƪƴƻǿ ƻŦ ȅƻǳǊ ǇǊŜǎŜƴŎŜΦέ 
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Chapter XXIII: Berlin, 1931 

 

 

The Scala was packed to the rafters. This great and fashionable 'Europe's leading variety 

ǘƘŜŀǘǊŜΩ, as the programme booklet proudly proclaimed, housed more jewels and furs that 

night than a royal ball of a small kingdom. Maria had expected most of the patrons to be 

wealthy and mature ladies; to her surprise she saw an equal percentage of gentlemen, 

both civilian and military. Since Hanussen had associated himself with the NSDAP, 

predicting their ultimate triumph and the rise of Hitler as the leader of Germany, the party 

members and members of the SA and SS had taken a very affirmative attitude to the art of 

this man, notwithstanding a rather shady past. If indeed he was Jewish, this problem was 

quietly overlooked, as it was in the case of several widely popular entertainers on the 

stage and in films. 

Of all the occult performances Maria had witnessed, this was the most opulent. A large 

orchestra played ominously oriental music as thousands of people scrutinized each other 

and exhibited themselves, exchanged greetings or fidgeted restlessly on their seats in 

excitement. 

A loud gong sounded, in response to which the chandeliers became dimmed. The 

murmur of the crowd died instantly. After a carefully measured pause during which total 

silence reigned, a man in tails walked to the proscenium, in the centre of which a 

microphone stood. 

ά[ŀŘƛŜǎ ŀƴŘ ƎŜƴǘƭŜƳŜƴΣέ Ƙe announced. A prolonged moment of silence followed, 

which successfully signalled to the audience an important message: that the man who was 

being announced had no need of any kind of introduction. 

ά9Ǌƛƪ - - - Jan - - - IŀƴǳǎǎŜƴΗέ 

The man quickly withdrew from the stage, backing up as in awe before some 

formidable deity. The audience burst into deafening applause while the orchestra struck 

up the introduction to another exotic overture with Egyptian overtones. 

The curtain opened, revealing an impressive sight: a dark man veiled in a cape, 

standing in the centre of a dark stage, lit by a single cold spotlight. Slowly, he walked to 

the microphone, seemingly oblivious to the thousands that cheered him.  
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άIŀƴǳǎǎŜƴΗέ ŀ ŦŜƳŀƭŜ ǾƻƛŎŜ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ōŀƭŎƻƴȅ ǎŎǊŜŜŎƘŜŘ ƛƴ Ƙysterics.  

Hanussen raised his hand, only slightly, to silence the audience and the orchestra, both 

of which obeyed dutifully. He began to speak, very close to the microphone, in a low and 

hoarse voice. His whole appearance was meant to convey the impression of a tormented 

soul, on whom fate has imposed the exasperating task of seeing into future and past and 

interacting between mortals and the other world. His every gesture and expression was 

carefully calculated to make the spectators realize that they were witnessing something 

unique, and that, for Hanussen himself, the task of emerging from a perpetual state of 

trance in order to let the people catch a glimpse of his powers was an ordeal which he 

struggled to carry through for the benefit of mankind. 

The first act of the show was mostly clever illusions masking behind a thin veil of 

occultism. Maria enjoyed the spectacle, even though she had an unpleasant feeling that 

she was being offered light entertainment which sheltered, ƴƻǘ ǘƘŜ ΩŘŀǊƪ ŀƴŘ ƳȅǎǘŜǊƛƻǳǎ 

ǇƻǿŜǊǎΩ ǿƘƛŎƘ ǿŜǊŜ ǊŜǇŜŀǘŜŘƭȅ ƛƴǎƛǎǘŜŘ ǳǇƻƴΣ ōǳǘ ŀ ǘƻǘŀƭ ŀƴŘ ǊŜƎǊŜǘǘŀōƭŜ ǇƻƛƴǘƭŜǎǎƴŜǎǎΦ   

After a few visually gratifying illusions, Hanussen selected some volunteers who were 

invited onto the stage and put under hypnosis. This appeared genuine enough to revive 

aŀǊƛŀΩǎ ƛƴǘŜǊŜǎǘΦ ²ŀǘŎƘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ƳŜǎƳŜǊƛȊŜŘ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǎǘŀƎŜΣ ǘƘŜ ŀǳŘƛŜƴŎŜ ƎŀǎǇŜŘ ƛƴ 

admiration, tickled by the alarming sensation that they too could be taken onstage and 

made to perform embarrassing acts under the eyes of their peers.   

It was announced that during the second part of the programme Hanussen would 

perform acts of clairvoyance and provide, with the help of the spirits, answers to 

questions, which members of the audience were requested to write down on paper 

together with the number of ǘƘŜƛǊ ǎŜŀǘΣ ŀƴŘ ƘŀƴŘ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƻ IŀƴǳǎǎŜƴΩǎ ŀǎǎƛǎǘŀƴǘΦ  

άL Řƻƴϥǘ ǘƘƛƴƪ ǿŜ ƘŀǾŜ ŀƴȅ ŎƘŀƴŎŜ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŀǘΣέ aŀǊƛŀ ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊŜŘ ǘƻ DŜƻǊƎΦ ά9ǾŜǊȅƻƴŜ ƛƴ 

here has a question for Hanussen. What are the chances that mine will attract his 

ŀǘǘŜƴǘƛƻƴΚέ 

Georg reached for his pocket, smiling in a sly manner. 

άL ǘƘƛƴƪ L ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ǇǊŜǎŎǊƛǇǘƛƻƴ ŀƎŀƛƴǎǘ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǳƴƴƻǘƛŎŜŘΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ŀƴŘ ƘŀƴŘŜŘ aŀǊƛŀ ŀ 

folded leaf of paper. It was SS stationery from none other than Himmler himself. 

άLŦ ǘƘŀǘ ŘƻŜǎƴϥǘ ŎŀǘŎƘ Ƙƛǎ ŀǘǘŜƴǘƛƻƴΣ ƘŜ Ŏŀƴ ƛƳŀƎƛƴŜ ƘƛƳǎŜƭŦ ƛƴ ŀ ōƛƎ ǘǊƻǳōƭŜΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ 

ά²Ƙŀǘ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ŀǎƪ ƘƛƳΚέ 

Maria wasn't sure, but before she herself realized it, she had written down just one 
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short line. It read: 

ά²ƘŜǊŜ ƛǎ Ƴȅ ŎƘƛƭŘΚέ 

She folded the paper again quickly so George wouldn't see the words on it, and handed 

it to the assistant who was walking up and down the aisle. 

After the interval, act two began with a piece of even more intensely oriental music. 

The curtains opened to reveal a stylized Indian landscape with moonlight flooding the 

Ganges. Dancing girls performed an exotic ballet that evidently depicted a ritual offering 

of a young maiden, who was laid out on an altar and then began to levitate miraculously. 

The spectators were enraptured.   

As the lengthy number ended, the dancers assumed poses as if to welcome a great 

deity ς who, of course, was Hanussen himself. Having worn a cape and a turban in the 

previous act, he now had the appearance of a sophisticated gentleman in tails. The 

microphone rose from the floor and Hanussen announced that he would now be reading 

telepathically the questions written down by the patrons and replying to them. His 

assistant remained in the auditorium, having obviously noted down the seats of the 

patrons whose questions had been pre-selected ς it was hardly plausible that everyone in 

the auditorium who were longing for an answer would receive spiritual guidance.  

A lady assistant, who had been active in the Indian ballet, now brought Hanussen a 

bowl full of folded papers. The clairvoyant passed his gloved hands above them, as if 

feeling the contents pouring out from different notes and deciding whether they were 

worthy of his attention or not. Maria had read that occasionally information of great 

importance was revealed to Hanussen during this section of the performance and, 

through him, to the persons who were hungry for an answer. He had seen lost jewels and 

stolen valuables in the eye of his mind, had even prevented a fire and a well-planned theft 

at a bank. All this had made him a star.  

Hanussen would pick a note, hold it close to his heart and forehead and try to read the 

question in it telepathically. When this was more or less successfully done, he would 

ƻŎŎŀǎƛƻƴŀƭƭȅ ǾŜƴǘǳǊŜ ǘƻ ǇƛŎƪ ǘƘŜ ŀǳǘƘƻǊ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƴƻǘŜ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ŀǳŘƛŜƴŎŜΦ LŦ ƘŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ 

inclined to do so, his assistant, obviously having himself conducted the selection of the 

questions and holding a paper with the summaries of them, asked the persons on specific 

seats to stand up and receive the divine message.  

The first was a young girl, troubled by the sǳƛŎƛŘŜ ƻŦ ƘŜǊ ōǊƻǘƘŜǊΦ IŀƴǳǎǎŜƴ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŜǾŜƴ 
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have to find the author of the distressed note, as the girl burst in tears even before the 

medium was through with his mental deciphering of the letter. He then went into a semi-

trance which allowed him to contact the spirit of the young man. The lights on the stage 

were dimmed and people gulped in both horror and admiration, when a faint white cloud 

ōŜŎŀƳŜ ǾƛǎƛōƭŜ ƴŜȄǘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƳŜŘƛǳƳΦ IŀƴǳǎǎŜƴΩǎ ŀǎǎƛǎǘŀƴǘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŀǳŘƛǘƻǊƛǳƳ ǿŀǊƴŜŘ 

everyone to be still and refrain from screaming, as the ectoplasm of the departed man 

materialized before their eyes. Hanussen asked it some questions and listened to the 

telepathically received answers attentively. He then announced the reason for the young 

ƳŀƴΩǎ ǎǳƛŎƛŘŜ ǘƻ ōŜ ǳƴǊŜǉǳƛǘŜŘ and forbidden love. This might have sounded as too trivial 

a reason, but Hanussen, with some hesitation, added that the object of this illicit feeling 

was the young girl who had asked the question herself.  

The girl gave a muted cry, fainted and had to be carried out of the theatre to rumbling 

applause. The ectoplasm of the brother, now supposedly having found peace, dissolved. 

There followed a couple of questions about finances and monetary transactions, and 

some more ΩǎƘƻǳƭŘ-LΩǎ about marriage or emigration. Even if he set off less than 

successfully, Hanussen always managed to steer his answer towards great plausibility and 

rapturous reception.  

After a while, the medium, having pulled another note from the bowl and held it on his 

forehead as if reading the contents with his third eye, said: 

ά¢Ƙƛǎ ƛǎ ŀōƻǳǘ ŀ ŎƘƛƭŘΦέ 

Maria grew tense.  

ά¸ŜǎΣ ŀōƻǳǘ ŀ ŎƘƛƭŘΣέ IŀƴǳǎǎŜƴ ŎƻƴŦƛǊƳŜŘΦ άLǘΩǎ ŀ ǉǳŜǎǘƛƻƴ ŦǊƻƳ ŀ ŘŜǎǇŜǊŀǘŜ ƳƻǘƘŜǊΦ 

Ω²ƘŜǊŜ ƛǎ Ƴȅ ŎƘƛƭŘΚΩΣ ǎƘŜ ŀǎƪǎΦέ 

Maria strived not to let her body language betray her. She ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ǘƘƛǎ ǘƘƛƴƎ 

through. What if she was asked to stand up in front of everybody ς in front of Georg? No-

one in Munich knew about her pregnancy ς not the one in 1919 nor the one that might or 

might not have taken place three years ago in Tibet. 

She then realized with great relief that she had folded the question hurriedly before 

she had remembered to write down her seat number. Unless the assistant had taken 

especial notice of her, Hanussen would not know with certainty who the letter came from. 

Should he point in her direction, she would ignore it. 

But Hanussen was a man of the world who had either relived or foreseen different 
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scenarios.  

ά!ǎ ǘƘƛǎ ƛǎ ŀ Ƴƻǎǘ ŘŜƭƛŎŀǘŜ ƳŀƴƴŜǊΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ άL ǎƘŀƭƭ ƴƻǘ ŀǎƪ ǘƘŜ ȅƻǳƴƎ ƭŀŘȅ ǘƻ ƛŘŜƴǘƛŦȅ 

herself. Instead, I would like to encourage her to contact me after the performance 

through my assistant. What I can only say at the moment, is ς your children, whom you 

ƘŀǾŜ ƴŜǾŜǊ ǎŜŜƴΣ ŀǊŜ ŀƭƛǾŜ ŀƴŘ ǿŜƭƭΦ .ƻǘƘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜƳΦέ 

He looked in the audience and more or less directly at Maria. 

Hanussen proceeded with another letter but Maria was unable to hear a word of what 

ǿŀǎ ōŜƛƴƎ ǎŀƛŘΦ ¢ƘŜ ƳŜŘƛǳƳΩǎ ƭŀǎǘ ǿƻǊŘǎ ǿŜǊŜ ŘǊǳƳƳƛƴƎ ƛƴ ƘŜǊ ŜŀǊǎΦ The children. Both of 

them. Was this meant for her ς or had another woman expressed a similar question? This 

was unlikely. What then could that reply have meant? That the children she had given 

birth to were alive in some alternative level of existence, to be manifested as little clouds 

of ectoplasm?  

There was another option but she forced herself to stop before opening the door that 

might have led her to agonizing internal struggles. She had to force herself to be calm, for 

at least until the performance was over. 

Deluged with applause and flowers, Hanussen took his last bow. The curtain fell. Lights 

became bright and the orchestra began a lively march tune as exit music.  

ά9ȄŎƛǘƛƴƎΣ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ƛǘΚέ DŜƻǊƎ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ ά5ƻ ȅƻǳ ǇǊŜǎǳƳŜ ƘŜ ŜȄƘƛōƛǘŜŘ ǊŜŀƭ ƻŎŎǳƭǘ ǇƻǿŜǊǎ ς 

ƻǊ ǿŀǎ ƛǘ ŀƭƭ Ƨǳǎǘ ƴŜŀǘƭȅ ŜȄŜŎǳǘŜŘ ǘǊƛŎƪŜǊȅΚέ 

άbƻΣέ aŀǊƛŀ ǎŀƛŘΣ ŀǿŀǊŜ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘƛǎ ŎƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ƛƴǘŜǊpreted either way.  

άL ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ǎƻ ǘƻƻΣέ DŜƻǊƎ ǎŀƛŘΣ ŜǾƛŘŜƴǘƭȅ ǘƻƻ ŀōǎƻǊōŜŘ ƛƴ Ƙƛǎ ƻǿƴ ǊŜŀǎƻƴƛƴƎ ǘƻ ŜǾŜƴ 

require a second opinion. Then he looked at Maria. 

έLΩƳ ǎǳǊǇǊƛǎŜŘ ȅƻǳr ǉǳŜǎǘƛƻƴ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǊŜŀŘΦ ²Ƙŀǘ ŘƛŘ ȅƻǳ ŀǎƪΚέ 

άNothing of importanceΣέ aŀǊƛŀ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘΣ looking straight in front of her.  

ά¢ƘŜ ǉǳŜǎǘƛƻƴ ƴƻǿ ƛǎΣ Ƙƻǿ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ȅƻǳ ǘƻ ƳŜŜǘ IŀƴǳǎǎŜƴΣέ DŜƻǊƎ ǊŜŀǎƻƴŜŘΣ ǳƴŀǿŀǊŜ 

that the whole matter had already been decided upon.  

άL ǎƘŀƭƭ ŀǎƪ Ƙƛǎ ŀǎǎƛǎǘŀƴǘΣέ aŀǊƛŀ ǎǳƎƎŜǎǘŜŘΣ ŀǘǘŜƳǇǘƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƳŀƪŜ ƛǘ ǎƻǳƴŘ ŀ ƘŜǎƛǘŀƴǘƭȅ 

voiced random thought. 

ά¸ŜǎΣέ DŜƻǊƎ ŎƻƴŦƛǊƳŜŘΦ ά¸ƻǳ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ǇǊƻōŀōƭȅ ōƻƻƪ ŀ ǇǊƛǾŀǘŜ ǎŞŀƴŎŜΦέ  

Indeed, private readings and future-telling were advertised both in the programme 

booklet as well as by Hanussen and his assistant during the performance.  

άL ǇǊƻōŀōƭȅ ǎƘƻǳƭŘΣέ aŀǊƛŀ ŀƎǊŜŜŘΦ  
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IŀƴǳǎǎŜƴΩǎ ŀǎǎƛǎǘŀƴǘΣ ŀ Ƴŀƴ ǿƘƻ Ƴƻǎǘ ƭƛƪŜƭȅ ƘŀŘ Ƙƛǎ ǎƻƳōǊŜ ŘŀǊƪ ƭƻƻƪǎ ǘƻ ǘƘŀƴƪ ŦƻǊ Ƙƛǎ 

position, was standing in the lobby, surrounded by some eager ladies, no doubt securing 

their private appointments.  

ά[ŜǘΩǎ ǿŀƛǘ ŦƻǊ ŀ ǿƘƛƭŜΣέ aŀǊƛŀ ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊŜŘΦ LƴǎǘŜŀŘ ƻŦ ǊǳǎƘƛƴƎ ǘƻǿŀǊŘǎ ƘƛƳΣ ǘƘŜȅ ǘƻƻƪ ŀ 

seat at a lobby bar, ordered two glasses of champagne and observed the group from a 

distance.  

After some minutes the ladies left with gratified looks on their powdered faces. The 

assistant however, lingered as if waiting for someone. 

άLΩƭƭ Ǝƻ ŀƭƻƴŜΣέ aŀǊƛŀ ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊŜŘ ǘƻ DŜƻǊƎΣ ƭƻǿŜǊŜŘ ƘŜǊ Ǝƭŀǎǎ ŀƴŘ ƭŜŦǘ ǘƘŜ ōŀǊΦ 

As she was approaching the tall man, she realized that he had been waiting for her. 

Seeing Maria rise from her seat at the bar, he immediately turned to face her and followed 

her walk through the lobby towards him with an intense stare.  

When Maria reached him and before she could even open her mouth, the man bowed 

and said: 

άIŜǊǊ IŀƴǳǎǎŜƴ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƭƛƪŜ ƳŜ ǘƻ conduct you to his dressing rooƳΦέ 

Maria was stunned. She looked over her shoulder to see Georg, but some people had 

ƎŀǘƘŜǊŜŘ ƛƴ ōŜǘǿŜŜƴ ǘƘŜƳ ǎƻ ǘƘŜȅ ǿŜǊŜ Ŏǳǘ ƻŦŦ ŦǊƻƳ ŜŀŎƘ ƻǘƘŜǊΩǎ ǾƛŜǿΦ 

άIƻǿ ŎƻǳƭŘ IŜǊǊ IŀƴǳǎǎŜƴ ƘŀǾŜ ƎƛǾŜƴ ǘƘŜǎŜ ŘƛǊŜŎǘƛƻƴǎ ǿƘŜƴ ƘŜ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ŜǾŜƴ ƪƴƻǿ ƻŦ 

Ƴȅ ŜȄƛǎǘŜƴŎŜΚέ ǎƘŜ asked, mustering up her courage. 

άhƘΣ ōǳǘ ƘŜ ŘƻŜǎ ƪƴƻǿΣέ ǘƘŜ Ƴŀƴ ōƻǿŜŘ ŀƎŀƛƴΦ άIŀƴǳǎǎŜƴ ƪƴƻǿǎ ŜǾŜǊȅǘƘƛƴƎΦ .ǳǘ ƭŜǘ 

ƘƛƳ ŜȄǇƭŀƛƴ ǘƘƛǎ ǘƻ ȅƻǳ ƛƴ ǇŜǊǎƻƴΦέ 

IŜ ƛƴŘƛŎŀǘŜŘ ǘƻǿŀǊŘǎ ŀ ǎƳŀƭƭ ŘƻƻǊΣ ǳǇƻƴ ǿƘƛŎƘ ŀ ǎƛƎƴ ǎŀƛŘΥ Ω{ǘŀŦŦ ƻƴƭȅΩΦ  

Maria cast another desperate glŀƴŎŜ ǘƻǿŀǊŘǎ ǘƘŜ ōŀǊΣ ōǳǘ ǘƘŜ ƎǊƻǳǇ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ƳƻǾŜŘ ŀƴŘ 

the eye-contact with Georg had been lost.  

The dark man followed her look. 

ά!ǊŜ ȅƻǳ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ƎŜƴǘƭŜƳŀƴΚέ ƘŜ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ 

A bellboy walked past and Maria grabbed his sleeve. 

ά²ƻǳƭŘ ȅƻǳ ǇƭŜŀǎŜ ŀǇǇǊƻŀŎƘ ǘƘŜ ƎŜƴǘƭŜƳŀƴ ŀǘ ǘƘŀǘ ōŀǊΣέ ǎƘŜ ǇƻƛƴǘŜŘ ǿƘƛƭŜ 

ǎƛƳǳƭǘŀƴŜƻǳǎƭȅ ǎŜŀǊŎƘƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ ǎƻƳŜ ŎƘŀƴƎŜ ƛƴ ƘŜǊ ǇǳǊǎŜΣ άŀƴŘ ǘŜƭƭ ƘƛƳ ƴƻǘ ǘƻ ǿŀƛǘ ŦƻǊ ƳŜΚέ 

The bellboy nodded. The tall man raised his hand in a forestalling gesture.  

ά!ƭƭƻǿ ƳŜΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ ǘƻƻƪ ŀ ƻƴŜ aŀǊƪ Ŏƻƛƴ ŦǊƻƳ Ƙƛǎ waistcoat pocket and handed it to 

the bellboy. He then beckoned towards the door again. 
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ά{Ƙŀƭƭ ǿŜΚέ 

Maria walked in the given direction, the tall man walking behind her so closely that she 

could feel his breath on the back of her neck. As they reached the door, the man stepped 

forward and opened it.  

Suddenly, the richly gilded Scala of marble and crystal was changed into a brick and 

iron structure of narrow passageways and spiral staircases. Instead of perfume and furs, 

there was the smell of sweat and gasoline and cheap rags, which from a distance and 

when lit by bright multi-coloured lights gave an impression of oriental silk and brocade. 

Instead of the cultured voices of the distinguished guests, she heard the shouts and growls 

of the stage hands and the quarrelling screeches of the chorus girls.  

They approached a door with a golden star on it. The dark man put his ear against it, as 

ƛŦ ƳŀƪƛƴƎ ǎǳǊŜ ǘƘŀǘ Ƙƛǎ ƳŀǎǘŜǊ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ƻǘƘŜǊǿƛǎŜ ŜƴƎŀƎŜŘ ŀƭǊŜŀŘȅΤ ǘƘŜƴ ƘŜ ƪƴƻŎƪŜŘ ǘƘǊŜŜ 

times, obviously for dramatic effect.  

ά9ƴǘŜǊΣέ ǘƘŜ ǾƻƛŎŜ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ƛƴǎƛŘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ  

The assistant opened the door and closed it behind Maria as soon as she had stepped 

into the simple dressing room, which was adorned by some oriental masks, swarms of 

flowers and a bottle of champagne on ice.  

Hanussen, much shorter than he had appeared on the stage, walked to greet Maria. His 

dark eyebrows, high cheek-bones and piercing eyes were enhanced by a lot of make-up, 

and he had recently refreshed himself with too much cologne.  

ά5ƻ ƴƻǘ ǘŜƭƭ ƳŜ ȅƻǳǊ ƴŀƳŜΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ƛƴǎǘŜŀŘ ƻŦ ŀ ǘǊŀŘƛǘƛƻƴŀƭ ƎǊŜŜǘƛƴƎΦ άaƻǊǘŀƭ ƴŀƳŜǎ 

have no meaning among the souls who are destined for greatness. As, no doubt, we both 

ŀǊŜΦέ 

He beckoned Maria to take a seat and opened the bottle of champagne.  

ά¢ƘŜ ƳƛƴǳǘŜ L ǘƻǳŎƘŜŘ ȅƻǳǊ ƭŜǘǘŜǊΣέ ƘŜ ǇǊƻŎŜŜŘŜŘ ǿƘƛƭŜ ǇƻǳǊƛƴƎ ƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ōǳōōƭȅΣ άL 

ƪƴŜǿ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŜΩŘ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ƳŜŜǘΦ ¢ƻƴƛƎƘǘΣ L ŦŜƭǘ ǘƘŜ ǇǊŜǎŜƴŎŜ ƻŦ ǎƻƳŜƻƴŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŀǳŘƛŜƴŎŜ 

whose powers are equal to mine. I was expecting this person to make herself known to 

me ς ƻǊ ǊŀǘƘŜǊ ΩƘƛƳǎŜƭŦΩΣ ŀǎ L ƛƴƛǘƛŀƭƭȅ deemed it to be a man. From your letter, it was 

ƛƴǎǘŀƴǘƭȅ ŎƭŜŀǊ ǘƘŀǘ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ŀ ǿƻƳŀƴΩǎ ƘŀƴŘ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŀŘ ǿǊƛǘǘŜƴ ƛǘΦ ! ƘŀƴŘ ǘƘŀǘ Ƙŀǎ ǘƘŜ ŀōƛƭƛǘȅ 

ǘƻ ǊŜŀŎƘ ƻǳǘ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ǎŜŎǊŜǘǎ ƻŦ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ ǿƻǊƭŘΦ ¸ƻǳ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ǿǊƛǘǘŜƴ Řƻǿƴ ǘƘŜ ƴǳƳōŜǊ ƻŦ 

your seat, but I found you anyway. I immediately told Leon to wait for a beautiful blond 

ƭŀŘȅ ƛƴ ŀ ōƭŀŎƪ ŘǊŜǎǎ ŀƴŘ ǘŀƪŜ ƘŜǊ ǘƻ ƳŜΦέ 



 
 

219 

He offered Maria a glass brimming with icy champagne. 

ά¢ƻ ƻǳǊ ŦǊƛŜƴŘǎƘƛǇΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ ά¢ƻ ǘƘŜ ŦǊƛŜƴŘǎƘƛǇ ƻŦ ǘǿƻ ǎŜŜǊǎΣ ǿƘƻƳ ŦŀǘŜ Ƙŀǎ ōǊƻǳƎƘǘ 

ǘƻƎŜǘƘŜǊΦέ 

DuriƴƎ ǘƘŜǎŜ ŦƛǊǎǘ ƳƛƴǳǘŜǎΣ aŀǊƛŀ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ǎŀƛŘ ŀ ǎƛƴƎƭŜ ǿƻǊŘΦ IŀƴǳǎǎŜƴ ǿŀǎ ŀōƭŜ ǘƻ 

create an atmosphere that induced both the feeling of security and reverence. As long as 

he was speaking, his words and thoughts were not to be interrupted by idle enquiries. 

Anticipating her most obvious question, Hanussen asked: 

ά¸ƻǳ ŎŀƳŜ ƘŜǊŜ ǘƻ ŦƛƴŘ ƻǳǘ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ƳŜŀƴƛƴƎ ƻŦ Ƴȅ ǊŜǇƭȅΚέ 

ά¸ŜǎΣέ aŀǊƛŀ ǎŀƛŘΦ  

Hanussen smiled lightly. 

άIƻǿ ǎǘǊŀƴƎŜ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƻƳŜ ƻŦ us who can see into the depths of the souls of others are 

sometimes blind to our own secrets. We are like the vampires who can see everything 

aside from their own reflection in the mirror. Therefore it takes another kindred spirit to 

Ǉƻƛƴǘ ƻǳǘ ǘƘƛƴƎǎ ǘƻ ǳǎ ǿƘƛŎƘ ǿŜ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ŀōƭŜ ǘƻ ǳƴŎƻǾŜǊ ƻƴ ƻǳǊ ƻǿƴΦέ 

He took a seat against Maria and drew his chair nearer, to an almost indecent 

proximity.  

άCorrect ƳŜΣ ƛŦ LΩƳ ƳƛǎǘŀƪŜƴΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ƛƴ ƴŜŀǊƭȅ ŀ ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊΣ άōǳǘ ǇƭŜŀǎŜ ōŜ ƘƻƴŜǎǘ ǿƛǘƘ 

me ς even if it is ǘƻƻ ǇŀƛƴŦǳƭΦ ¸ƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ ƘŀŘ ǘǿƻ ŎƘƛƭŘǊŜƴΚέ 

ά¸ŜǎΣέ aŀǊƛŀ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘ hesitantly.   

ά¸ŜǘΣ ŦƻǊ ǎƻƳŜ ǎǘǊŀƴƎŜ ǊŜŀǎƻƴ ȅƻǳ ǎŜŜƳ ǳƴŎŜǊǘŀƛƴ ŀǎ ȅƻǳ ƎƛǾŜ ǘƘŀǘ ŀƴǎǿŜǊΣέ IŀƴǳǎǎŜƴ 

ǎŀƛŘ ǎƭƻǿƭȅΣ ŀǎ ƛŦ ǘǊȅƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǳƴƭƻŎƪ aŀǊƛŀ ǿƛǘƘ Ƙƛǎ Ŏƻŀƭ ōƭŀŎƪ ŜȅŜǎΦ ά¢ƘŜǊŜ ƛǎ ƴƻ ǊŜƎǊŜǘ ƛƴ ȅƻǳΣ 

or guilt that is gnawing at your heart. You are missing your children not by your own 

ŎƘƻƛŎŜΣ ōǳǘ ōȅ ǎƻƳŜƻƴŜ ŜƭǎŜΩǎΦ ¸ƻǳ ƘŀǾŜƴΩǘ ƎƛǾŜƴ ȅƻǳǊ ŎƘƛƭŘǊŜƴ ŀǿŀȅ ς they have been 

ǘŀƪŜƴ ŦǊƻƳ ȅƻǳΦέ 

ά.ǳǘ ǿƘŀǘ ŘƛŘ ȅƻǳ ƳŜŀƴ ōȅ ǎŀȅƛƴƎ ǘƘŀǘ Ƴȅ ŎƘƛƭŘǊŜƴ ŀǊŜ ŀƭƛǾŜΚέ aŀǊƛŀ ŀǎƪŜŘΣ ŦƻǊƎŜǘǘƛƴƎ 

everything else.  

ά¢ƘŜȅ ŀǊŜΣ aŀŘŀƳŜΣέ IŀƴǳǎǎŜƴ ŎƻƴŦƛǊƳŜŘΦ άL Ŏŀƴ ŀlmost see them ς a girl and a boy. 

¢ƘŜȅ ǘƘƛƴƪ ƻŦ ȅƻǳ ŀƴŘ ŘǊŜŀƳ ƻŦ ȅƻǳΣ ŀƴŘ ŜǾŜƴ ǘƘƻǳƎƘ ǘƘŜȅ ƘŀǾŜƴΩǘ ǎŜŜƴ ȅƻǳ ŜƛǘƘŜǊΣ ǘƘŜƛǊ 

longing for you and their connection to you is so strong that it enables me to feel them. 

They were taken from you by deception, and ǘƘŜȅ ǿŀƴǘ ȅƻǳ ōŀŎƪΦέ 

ά!ƭƛǾŜ ƛƴ ǎǇƛǊƛǘ ς ƻǊ ŀƭƛǾŜ Ƨǳǎǘ ŀǎ ȅƻǳ ŀƴŘ ƳŜΚέ aŀǊƛŀ ŀǎƪŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ǊŜƭŜƴǘƭŜǎǎ ǳǊƎŜƴŎȅΦ 

Hanussen closed his eyes and drew a circle around Maria with his hands, as if feeling 
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the space around her. 

άL ŎŀƴΩǘ ōŜ ǿǊƻƴƎ ς they are alive, quite ŦŀǊ ŦǊƻƳ ǳǎ ōǳǘ ƛƴ ŦƭŜǎƘ ŀƴŘ ōƭƻƻŘΣέ ƘŜ ǘƘŜƴ 

ǎŀƛŘΣ ƻǇŜƴƛƴƎ Ƙƛǎ ŜȅŜǎΦ ά.ǳǘ Řƻ ȅƻǳ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ǘŜƭƭ ƳŜ ǿƘȅ ȅƻǳ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ŀōƻǳǘ ȅƻǳǊ 

ŎƘƛƭŘǊŜƴΩǎ ǿƘŜǊŜŀōƻǳǘǎΚέ 

άLǘΩǎ ŀ ƭƻƴƎ ǎǘƻǊȅΣέ aŀǊƛŀ ǘǊƛŜŘ ǘƻ ŦƛƴŘ ŀ ǎǳƛǘŀōƭŜ ŀƴǎǿŜǊΦ άL ǿŀǎ ŀǿŀȅ ŦƻǊ ŀ ƭƻƴƎ ǘƛƳŜ ς 

and, as strange as it may sound, I have no recollection of what happened to me. But my 

ōƻŘȅΣ Ƴȅ ǿƘƻƭŜ ōŜƛƴƎ ǘŜƭƭǎ ƳŜ ǘƘŀǘ L ƘŀǾŜ ƎƛǾŜƴ ōƛǊǘƘΦ tŜǊƘŀǇǎ ŜǾŜƴ ǘƻ ǘǿƛƴǎΦέ 

άL ƪƴƻǿΣέ IŀƴǳǎǎŜƴ ŎƻƴŦƛǊƳŜŘΦ ά¸ƻǳ ǿŜǊŜ ƭƻǎǘ ƛƴ ¢ƛōŜǘ ŦƻǊ ƻǾŜǊ ŀ ȅŜŀǊΦέ 

Maria froze, staring into HanusǎŜƴΩǎ ŜȅŜǎ ǿƘƛŎƘ ǿŜǊŜ ǎƻ ŘŀǊƪ ǘƘŀǘ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ƛƳǇƻǎǎƛōƭŜ ǘƻ 

tell where the pupils melted into irises. Before she could even think of a question, the 

man continued: 

ά¸ƻǳ ŀǊŜ aŀǊƛŀ hǊǎƛŎΣ ǘƘŜ ŦŀƳŜŘ ƳŜŘƛǳƳ ƻŦ ƎǊŜŀǘ ǇƻǿŜǊΦ {ƛƴŎŜ ǘƘŜ ǇŜǊŦƻǊƳŀƴŎŜ ōŜƎŀƴΣ 

I knew I wasƴΩǘ ŀƭƻƴŜΥ L ŦŜƭǘ ȅƻǳǊ ǇǊŜǎŜƴŎŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŀǳŘƛǘƻǊƛǳƳΦ Lƴ ŦŀŎǘΣ LΩǾŜ ƘŀŘ ǘƘŜ ŦŜŜƭƛƴƎ 

that I would one day meet you. Herr Hitler has often spoken of you, and very highly: he 

ǎŀȅǎ ȅƻǳ ŀǊŜ ǘƘŜ ƻƴŜ ǘǊǳŜ ƳŜŘƛǳƳ ǿƘƻǎŜ ǇƻǿŜǊǎ ƘŜ ƴŜǾŜǊ ŘƻǳōǘǎΦέ 

Maria had gathered herself. She should have foreseen this development. 

άLǘ ƛǎ ƪƛƴŘ ƻŦ IŜǊǊ IƛǘƭŜǊ ǘƻ ƳŜƴǘƛƻƴ ƳŜΦ .ǳǘ LΩƳ ŀŦǊŀƛŘ Ƴȅ ǇƻǿŜǊǎ ƘŀǾŜ ƭŜŦǘ ƳŜΣέ ǎƘŜ 

said.  

άIƻǿ ǎƻΚέ IŀƴǳǎǎŜƴ ǎƻǳƴŘŜŘ ǎǳǊǇǊƛǎŜŘΦ άCǊƻƳ ǿƘŀǘ L ƘŀǾŜ ƘŜŀǊŘΣ ȅƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ 

ƛƳǇǊŜǎǎŜŘ IŜǊǊ IƛǘƭŜǊΗέ 

ά²ŜƭƭΣ ƛǘ Ƙŀs so happened that on those occasions when Herr Hitler has been attending 

Ƴȅ ǎŞŀƴŎŜΣ ǎƻƳŜ ƳŀƴƛŦŜǎǘŀǘƛƻƴǎ ƘŀǾŜ ǘŀƪŜƴ ǇƭŀŎŜΦέ 

ά!ƴŘ ǿƘŜƴ ƘŜ Ƙŀǎ ƴƻǘΚέ 

ά¢ƘŜƴ L ǎŜŜƳ ǘƻ ōŜ ǇƻǿŜǊƭŜǎǎΦέ 

After having said that, Maria fell silent. The echo of her own words reached her, after 

having reached Hanussen who looked at Maria with a somewhat overbearing look that 

ǎŜŜƳŜŘ ǘƻ ǎŀȅ ΩL ǘƻƭŘ ȅƻǳ ǎƻΩΦ  

ά!ǊŜ ȅƻǳ ƴƻǘ ǎŜŜƛƴƎ ŀ ǇŀǘǘŜǊƴ ŜƳŜǊƎƛƴƎΚέ ƘŜ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ  

Maria was hesitant, even though she knew that both of them had arrived at a similar 

conclusion or, even worse ς she had been coaxed to that realization. 

ά¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ƴƻǘ ǎǳƎƎŜǎǘƛƴƎΦΦΦέ ǎƘŜ ǎǘŀǊǘŜŘ ǘƻ ǇǊƻǘŜǎǘ ŦŜŜōƭȅΦ 

Hanussen stopped her with a studied gesture. 




