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Know thyself.

Inscription at the Temple of Apollo at Delphi






PROLOGUE


What This Book Is and What It Is Not

I claim one thing in this book, and it can be said in a sentence: The suffering we take for the human condition is, for the most part, transmission—it has a beginning, it runs through three channels, and it can, for the first time in history, be interrupted at a point we can afford.

That is a large claim. It needs a book, and it needs a particular kind of book, and about that kind I want to say a few pages here before it begins.

I have written this book as seven tableaux, and each tableau has two parts.

The first part is a story. A child or a young woman, a place, a day or a week. No one in it knows that she appears in a book about ten thousand years. No one explains anything. They live the way one lives when one is eleven and the group does not split up in autumn, or fifteen and being counted, or thirty-four and standing beside a child’s bed at eleven at night not knowing whether one may lay a hand on her.

The second part carries the same title in all seven chapters: What Actually Happened Here. It is my voice. It says what in the story was invented and what was not. It sets out what there was to see. It names the books on which the chapter stands, in the text and not only in the notes—so that you can read on if you do not believe me. And it ends each time with two things: a paragraph about what the figure hands down to the next, and a thesis formulated so that it could be refuted.

The rule between the two parts is strict, and I have never broken it: The story contains no citations. The commentary contains no invention. Where the commentary marks something told as invented, it says so—with the sentence, with the scene, with the name. It also says where I have probably erred: There are goats in Chapter 1 that do not walk away, and they are probably fifteen hundred years too early, and the second part says so, and the goats stay anyway, because a sentence hangs on them that I needed.

You may skip the stories. Then you lose the experience, not the argument. You may skip the commentaries. Then you lose the testability, not the story. Both together are the book, and I believe it needs both—that an argument about the transmission of distress one does not feel remains an argument, and that a story about the same transmission one cannot test remains a story. I wanted neither the one nor the other.

There are two lines in this book, and one must keep them apart, because I do not mix them.

Chapters 5 through 7 are a family. A woman born in 1938, her daughter, her daughter’s daughter, her daughter, her daughter. Five generations, a hundred and eighteen years, from a potato crate in a cellar in Hesse to a parakeet on a balcony railing. In this line transmission is literal: What the one does arrives in the next, in the body, and one can follow it.

Chapters 1 through 4 are not that. A girl in the Jordan Valley around 9500 BCE, a weaver in Sumer, a peasant’s daughter in the fourteenth century, a factory child in the Ruhr in 1858—no one can trace a descent across ten thousand years, and I do not pretend to. These four figures are connected by nothing except two things that I invented and whose invention I declare here, because it is the only place where I have put fiction above evidence.

The first is a gesture: a hand on the back of a child’s neck. It appears in every chapter, and it does something different each time. The second is a sentence that falls exactly once in every chapter and means something different in every chapter without changing. I do not say here which. You will recognize it.

Gesture and sentence are evidence of nothing. They are the thread on which I have made seven chapters into one book. Whoever reads them as descent reads against the text. Whoever reads them as a claim that people have done the same thing for ten thousand years reads more correctly—but that too is not what I show. What I show is that the same place on a child’s body knew a hand for ten thousand years, and that the hand was a different one in every century.

There is a number beneath each chapter title, and it should be explained once. It counts generations from the first girl, at twenty-three years apiece—the average length of a generation across most of human history. Ani is zero. The weaver in Sumer is generation 324. The peasant’s daughter is 471. The factory child, 494. The woman at the stove in 1946, 498. The woman at the child’s bed in 2026, 501. The girl who cuts her bread into strips, 502. Five hundred generations, and then two more. That is the arithmetic behind the subtitle, and it is the reason the last three chapters lie so close together: The line does not thin out toward the end. It thickens.

And it is the reason for a word in the subtitle that has to be explained, because the book would otherwise deny it: lost. No one in these chapters is lost as a person—this prologue will say in a moment that all are carriers and none is guilty. They are lost to something: to an order that took from them what a child needs and did not tell them it had been taken. Five hundred generations that got by on less than was possible and took it for the world. That is the loss the subtitle means. Not the people. What they lacked.

Between the chapters stand six short passages in italics. They are my voice too, but a different register—not commentary, only the narrator holding the time and saying what has shifted before the next figure appears. They contain no facts that are not in the chapters. They are there so that you do not lose the thread between a granary and a temple, a temple and a confessional. Each one ends with the hand.

One more thing about the two lines: In Chapters 1 through 4 the narrator knows no more than the figure. He does not look ahead, he does not know the later centuries, he does not say what becomes of the granary. In Chapters 5 through 7 he may. There the line is verifiable, and there the narrator knows that the woman at the stove will have a granddaughter who holds her hand above a child in the green light of a night-light. I have allowed myself that because from Chapter 5 on the transmission is no longer a claim but a family. You will notice the change. It is deliberate.

Four things this book does not say, and I name them because they are what one likes to read into a book like this.

There is no golden before. The girl in Chapter 1 lives in a world in which half the children die and a leopard stands in the gorge. I show that her environment of care was dense—that someone was always there who held the child—not that it was good. And I show in Chapter 7 that the density can be regained without anything returning: from two people and an order instead of twelve people and an accident.

There is no going back. Eight billion people do not live in groups of twelve, and the standard of this book is not how people once lived but what harms them—documented in children of the twentieth century, in Chapters 4 and 5. The Stone Age explains why the harm arises. It does not prescribe how it is to be avoided.

There is no enemy. The man who shuts the granary in Chapter 1 has a good argument. The scribe in Chapter 2 does not lie. The father in Chapter 3 is right. The doctor in Chapter 4 wanted healthy children. The grandmother in Chapter 5 raised her daughter the way she herself was raised, and the daughter turned out well. No one in this book is guilty. All are carriers. That is not leniency. It is the matter itself: An order that rewards adaptation produces people who raise their children to adapt—not against their love, but with it. Whoever looks for a culprit has not understood the mechanism.

And there is no technology that fixes it, and no forecast about what machines will be able to do. Chapter 6 shows what a model that writes sentences does to a woman who wrote sentences, and Chapter 7 shows what a device on a park bench does for a boy who has no one—both as mechanics, both without a future. Falling costs make something affordable. They do nothing on their own.

Why now?

Three things are here that were not here in 1965, when a young mother sat at a kitchen table in an apartment with duck curtains and had a book in front of her. One can understand the chain this book tells in an evening; the research lies open, and the distance between it and the people it concerns has fallen from thirty years to twenty minutes. One can afford the corrections; what they cost is in an order of magnitude a society can pay, and Chapter 7 works it out, without figures that would be wrong in print. And one can change it, one person at a time; the pattern a child learns in its first year is not the last word, and the research on that has a name and evidence.

That is the turning point Chapter 6 speaks of. It also speaks of why it is not enough—why a woman can understand everything at 8:52 and do at 11:10 what her grandmother did. That gap between seeing and doing is what my first book did not have, and this book has it, in Chapter 6, as a section of its own, and I hold it to be the most important in the book.

To close, an invitation.

In the appendix stands a register. It contains eight theses—one per chapter and one about the book itself—each with a degree of maturity, a condition under which it would be false, and a date on which I will look again. I have done this because I believe that a book which claims to know where the error lies must say how one would recognize it if the book itself were one.

Whoever wants to refute this book will find the handles there. I do not mean that as a gesture. Three of the eight theses are marked as hypotheses because no one has ever tested them, and I would rather learn that they are false than repeat them untested in the next edition.

The book begins with a winter.
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The Winter

The cold comes from the ground. Ani has known that since she was small: You do not lie on the earth, you lie on what is between you and the earth, hide or grass or another person. She lies on the little one. The little one is three winters old and warm as a stone that has lain in the sun, and he sleeps with his mouth open, and his breath goes against her chin.

There are twelve. Twelve is the number of winter. Ani has it on her hands: two hands, and then the two thumbs you add. Her mother. The little one. The aunt, who is not an aunt but the woman who has always been with the children. Two men who hunt, with their women. An old man who knows the paths. A girl who is older than Ani and already has breasts and therefore no longer plays with her. And the others, whom you do not count, because they are always there.

The place is a notch in the slope, where the rock overhangs and the wind does not reach. In front of the overhang the fire, low, from the wood of the crooked trees, which burns long and gives little light. Behind it the gorge, dark. Above the gorge the sky, which now, in winter, has so many lights that Ani has stopped counting them.

There is meat. The men brought a wild sheep the day before, a young one, and it is now half eaten and half in strips over the smoke. There are the hard nuts from the crooked trees, which you crack with a stone and whose kernels are bitter if you do not roast them. There are roots the aunt knows. There is enough. Not much. Enough.

Ani likes winter. She could not say why. It is cold, and the food is little, and you walk a great deal, and your feet hurt. But there is something about the twelve that she likes. You know everyone. You know who lies where. No one talks loud. When the men come back you see them from far off, two figures on the slope, and you know who they are before you see their faces.

Evening is the time when the little one grows heavy and the mother quiet. Sema sits by the fire and does something with sinew, she twists it between her fingers into a cord, and she does not look at her hands while she does it but into the gorge. Ani lies on the little one and looks at her mother. Sema’s face in the firelight is calm. It is the face she has in winter, and Ani likes it, and she does not know that it is a different face from the one in summer. She has not yet compared them. She is eleven winters old, and one does not compare one’s mother’s faces, one has them.

Then the fire stops crackling.

Not the fire. The others. The two men who were sitting at the edge are no longer sitting, they are crouching, and one has the spear, and the other has his hand out, flat, downward, and that means: do not move. The aunt has stopped chewing. The old man has turned his head, a little, the way you turn your head to see with your ear.

Ani hears nothing. Then she hears it. It is not a sound. It is an absence: The small animals in the brush beneath the overhang, which have scratched all evening, are not scratching anymore.

Sema’s hand is on the back of Ani’s neck.

It came from behind, fast and without noise, and it lies now where the hair ends, and it presses. Not hard. It presses Ani’s head down, into the grass, into the back of the little one, until Ani’s face lies in the hide and she sees nothing but dark and smells nothing but the little one, who sleeps. The hand stays. It is warm. It does not tremble.

“Hush now.”

It is not a word. It is a breath at her ear, so soft that it is more air than sound, and it is her mother’s voice, and it says: I am here. Do not move. I have you.

Ani does not move. She breathes into the hide of the little one. She feels the hand on her neck and beneath it her own heartbeat and beneath that the little one’s, slower, because he sleeps and knows nothing. She hears one of the men get up, slowly, his weight on the balls of his feet. She hears a stone thrown into the fire, and the flare. She hears, far off, in the gorge, something that moves and then does not move.

It takes long. It takes as long as it takes.

Then the brush is scratching again. First one. Then the others.

The hand on her neck grows lighter. It stays one breath more, two, as if to be sure. Then it lifts, and Ani lifts her head, and the world is there again: the fire, the men sitting down, the aunt chewing on. Sema is already back at the sinew. She looks into the gorge. She says nothing, and no one says anything, and the old man makes a movement with his hand that means: It has gone.

Ani lays her head back on the little one. The back of her neck is warm where the hand was. She sleeps soon. She will not remember the evening, because there are many such evenings. She will remember the hand, without knowing that she does.



The Way

The rain stops, and the slopes turn yellow, and then they turn green, and then the grasses begin to carry their heavy heads, and that is the time when you go.

You go down. Ani knows the way, but she walks behind the old man, because you walk behind the old man. The little one sits on Sema’s back, in the hide her mother ties around herself, and sleeps and wakes and watches with big eyes as the gorge opens and widens and the rocks draw back and the ground softens and trees come that were not there in winter, and water.

You smell the water before you see it. Then you see the fires.

Ani counts. She counts on her hands, and then the hands are full, and she starts again, and then they are full again, and she stops. There are more fires than she can count. She expected that. Every summer it is so. And every summer it is still so that she stops and looks.

The spring is a place where you have always been. The water comes out of the rock, cold and plentiful, and runs into a pool and then in a stream down to where the trees with the sweet fruit stand and the reeds grow. Around the pool, on the flat ground, are the places. Each group has one. Not has the way you have a stone. Has the way you have a name: It is the place where the people from the north slope lie, since the people from the north slope have come to the spring.

They arrive. It takes the rest of the day. There are calls, from far off, and answers, and the men go to other men and stand and talk with their arms, and the aunt goes to another old woman and they hold each other by the forearms and say nothing, for a long time. Ani finds the girl again that she played with last summer. The girl has grown. They look at each other and for a moment do not know how it goes, and then it goes.

Summer is loud. That is the first thing Ani learns again every summer. There is so much talking that you cannot hear it all, so many faces that you do not know them all, so many children that the aunt no longer has them all in view and you can go where you like, almost. There is trading—flint from the south for shells from the sea, which Ani has never seen; hides for the hard nuts; a dog with pups for something Ani does not see. There are quarrels. There is a man who gets loud, and another who gets louder, and then there are old men who stand between them and talk, calmly, for as long as it takes until the two are no longer loud. No one asks who was right. One asks whether it is over.

There is marrying. The girl with the breasts goes one evening to the people from the east slope and comes back in the morning and goes again, and then she does not come back, and Sema tells Ani that this is how it is.

And Ani notices something she has never noticed before.

She notices it on the third or fourth day, when Sema is talking with a woman from another group. It is about roots, about a place where they grow, and the woman asks, and Sema answers, and Ani, standing beside her, hears how her mother answers. She answers slowly. She answers as if she weighed each word in her hand first. Her face is friendly, and her eyes are alert in a way that Ani knows from the night, when the brush stops scratching.

Ani looks at the face. Then the other one comes to her, the face at the winter fire, with the sinew, the gaze into the gorge. She has never had them side by side before. Now she has them side by side, and they are not the same.

She does not think about it. She is eleven. She sets it aside, the way you set aside a stone that has a strange shape, and goes to play.



The Granary

It stands at the edge of the place, where last summer nothing stood.

It is round. It is so high that Ani cannot see over it, and the wall is of earth that has been wetted and shaped with hands and left to dry, layer on layer, so that you can still see the layers like the rings on a tree stump. On top is a roof of reeds. And on the side, where the wall stands nearest the place, is an opening a person fits through when he stoops, and in front of the opening is something Ani has never seen: a door of woven withies, tight, the size of the opening, tied to the wall with cords so that it can be opened and shut. A thing that shuts.

The opening has been shut.

Ani stands before it. She has a stone in her hand that she picked up on the way, and forgets it. She has seen things that people build out of earth—the low walls that hold off the wind, the hollows for the fires. She has never seen someone build something in order to shut it.

“That’s new,” someone says behind her, and she turns around, and it is Tuk.

Tuk is from the people of the east slope. He is not old, but he is the one who tells the stories, in the evenings, when the groups sit at one big fire, and Ani likes him, because he can make the voices of the animals and because, when he tells about the woman who went to the sun, he always goes quiet at the same place. He smiles. He has a good smile, the kind you smile back at before you mean to.

“What’s inside?” Ani asks.

“Come.”

He unties the door, with a movement that shows he has done it often, and leans it against the wall, and Ani stoops and looks in.

It is dark and smells of summer. Of the smell of the slopes when the grasses are ripe and you run your hand through them and the grains stay in your palm. It is the smell of something Ani knows, but she knows it outside, in the wind, not in a room. As her eyes adjust she sees the floor. It is not the floor. It is raised, on stones, and on it lie stalks, and on the stalks—

Grain.

Not a handful. Not what you gather in a day and roast in the fire at evening. It is a mountain. It is a heap that comes up to Ani’s hip and fills the whole room, yellow and brown and shining, and it is more grain than Ani has ever seen in one place, more than all the people at the spring together could eat in a summer, she thinks, and she thinks it wrong, but that is how she thinks it.

“From the slopes,” says Tuk. “We cut it, last autumn, all together, with the sharp stones. And dried it. And brought it here. And then we built this, so the mice can’t get at it. And the water can’t.”

Ani looks at the mountain. She looks at the raised floor. She understands: The mice come from below. The water comes from below. They have lifted the mountain above the below. That is clever. It is so clever that for a moment she thinks only that.

“And who eats it?”

Tuk laughs. “Everyone. That’s why it’s here.”

Ani nods. That is good. She straightens up.

“If someone needs some,” says Tuk, and he says it in passing, while he sets the door back in front of the opening and knots the cords, “he tells me. Or Ras. Then we open it.” He pulls the cords tight. “Otherwise it gets muddled. Then one takes too much and another has nothing, and then there’s quarreling. This way is better.”

He says it kindly. He says it the way you explain to a child why you hang the meat over the smoke. It is an explanation, and it is right, and Ani sees that it is right.

She goes back to the place. The stone is still in her hand. She puts it down somewhere.

In the evening, when the meat is eaten and the children lie about full and the women are talking, Ani sees her mother get up. Sema takes a bowl, the flat wooden one, and walks across the place, to the edge, where the round building stands. Ani gets up and follows, far enough back that her mother does not notice.

Tuk is sitting near the building at a fire of his own, with Ras and two other men. Sema goes to him. She stops at a distance that Ani knows: It is the distance you keep when you are asking someone for something. She has seen it in her mother before. She has seen it when Sema asked the aunt about a root she did not know, or the old man about the way. It is nothing bad. It is the distance at which one asks.

But Sema is not asking about the way. Sema is asking for grain that grew on the slopes that belong to everyone, and that was cut in autumn, by everyone, and that lies in a building that—and here something catches in Ani, without her knowing what—that everyone built.

Tuk gets up. He smiles. He says something, and Sema says something, and then they go to the building, and Tuk unties the door, and Sema stoops, and then she comes back with the bowl full.

She passes Ani and sees her and says, “What are you standing here for?” and walks on, and Ani follows her, to the fire, and the grain is roasted, and it is good.

Afterward Sema sits by the fire and has the face.

Not the winter face. The other one. The one with the alert eyes. Ani sits across from her and looks at it, and she thinks of the distance her mother stood at, and of the fact that her mother asked, and she cannot say what is new about it. Asking is not new. One asks the old man about the way. One asks the aunt about the root. One asks—

One asks for something the other knows.

One has never asked for something the other merely shuts.

Ani does not have this in words. She has it as the stone with the strange shape, and she puts it with the other stone, and now there are two.



The Child

It is a boy. He is perhaps four winters old, small, with legs still bowed, and he belongs to a group that comes from far off, from the other end, where the spring runs into the salt, and he is new at the spring, you can see that by how he looks at everything.

Ani sees him by chance. She is at the edge of the place because she wants to see the goats the people from the south have brought—not their goats; young ones they caught, it is said, and that now stand among the huts, without a cord, and do not go away. Ani wants to know why. There is the boy.

He is at the building. The door is open because someone was just inside, and no one is standing in front of it, and the boy has stooped and gone in and is coming out again now, and in both his fists is grain.

He took it the way you take something. The way you take a fruit from a tree when you see it, or an egg from a nest, or a grain from the stalk. He saw it, and it was there, and it was a lot, and he put his hands in. That is how you do it. That is how Ani has done it all her life. You walk through the world, and the world has things, and you take them, and if someone else has them first, then he has them first.

The boy stands in the light and looks at his fists and is content.

Then Ras is there.

Ras is one of those who sit with Tuk. He is bigger than Tuk and laughs less. He comes fast, with long strides, and he takes the boy by the arm, not hard, and holds him, and says something, loud, toward the place, and it sounds like a call for someone.

The boy does not understand. You can see that. He looks at Ras and then at his fists and then at Ras again, and his face does what faces do just before they cry.

A woman comes running. She is the mother, you can see that by how she runs. She is thin and dark, and she takes the boy to her and looks at Ras, and Ras talks at her, with his hands, points to the building, to the open door, to the child’s fists.

And then comes the moment Ani will never forget, though she will never be able to tell anyone about it, because she does not know what she would tell.

People come. People from the east slope and people from the north slope and people from the goats, a circle, the way a circle forms when two men get loud. But no one is loud. The men who have come stand. And they are—Ani looks for the word and does not have it, she is eleven—they are embarrassed.

They look at the boy and at the fists, and they know that something has happened that should not happen, and they have no word for it. It is not stealing; there is a word for that, but it is for things someone carries, a hide, a spear, and you take them off his body. It is not a quarrel. The boy hit no one. It is something new that a child has done, the way a child takes a fruit, and everyone knows it was wrong, and no one can say why, because the why has only been there for a year and does not yet have a name.

The boy’s mother has seen the circle, and in her face is fear, and she talks fast, and then she takes the boy’s fists and opens them, by force, so that the grain falls to the ground, all of it, and the boy begins to cry, now for real, loud.

Tuk comes. He comes slowly. He has the good smile.

He says something to Ras that makes Ras’s hands drop. He says something to the mother that makes her quieter. Then he stoops to the boy, who is crying, and he talks to him the way he talks to the children at the evening fire when he makes the voice of the jackal, and the boy stops in the middle of crying, because he is listening.

Ani is standing near enough. She hears what Tuk says.

He says it is not bad. He says the boy is new and could not have known. He says the grain in the building is for everyone. And then he says, slowly, so the boy will understand: “But it belongs to the building. Do you understand? It belongs in there. You don’t just take it. You ask.”

Belongs.

Ani has heard the word before. One says it of people: The little one belongs to Sema. The girl belongs now to the people of the east slope. It means that one goes with another, that you think of them together. She has never heard it of a thing. She has never heard that something belongs to a building.

Not to a person. Tuk did not say: It belongs to me. He did not say: It belongs to Ras. He said: It belongs to the building. It is as if the building were someone.

The boy nods. He does not understand it, but he nods, because Tuk talks in a way that makes you nod. The mother takes him away. The men disperse, and as they disperse they do not look at one another, and one of them stoops and picks up the grains scattered on the ground, and gathers them into his hand, and carries them back into the building.

Ani watches him. He picks them up one by one. He leaves none.

She goes to the goats. They stand there, without a cord, and do not go. She asks a man why they do not go away. The man says: Because they no longer know how. She does not understand that, and she does not ask further.

The third stone.



The Autumn

The time for going is here. You notice it by the nights.

The nights turn cold, and the pool grows shallow, and the trees with the sweet fruit have none left. It is the time when the calls from one group to another grow fewer, when you see in the morning that a place is empty that someone still had yesterday, and know: The people from the south have gone. It is the time when you tie up the hides and sit once more by the water and talk with the people you will not see again until next summer.

Ani is waiting for it. She has waited for it all summer without knowing. She wants to go back to the twelve. She wants the overhang and the low fire and her mother with the sinew and the face her mother has there.

But the places do not empty.

The people from the south have gone, yes. And the ones from far off, with the boy. But the ones from the east slope are staying. And the ones from the west slope, who have always lain close to the ones from the east. And others. The fires at evening are fewer, but they are many. It is autumn, and it is still loud.

Sema ties up the hides. Ani sees it and is glad and helps. The aunt ties too. The old man sits and looks at the sky, the way he sits when he walks the path in his head before his feet walk it.

Then Tuk comes.

He comes to their fire, which he does not often do, and he sits down, and he talks with the old man and with the two men, and then he talks with Sema. Ani sits beside them and ties and listens.

He says there is no need to go. He says it the way he says everything, in a way that makes you nod. He says: The grain is enough. It is enough for the winter, for everyone who is here, if one is careful. Why go into the cold, why into the gorge, where the men walk for days for one sheep, when here is the grain and the water and the walls that hold off the wind. One can stay here. One can cut the slopes that are near in spring instead of ranging far. One can make the building bigger. He says some already want to. He says it is wise.

And it is wise. Ani hears it and looks at her mother and knows it is wise. Winter is cold. Feet hurt. Food is little. Here is a mountain of grain behind a door that can be opened if you ask.

Sema listens. She has the face, the alert one, and she looks at Tuk while he talks, and when he is finished she says nothing, for a while. Then she says: “We’re going.”

She does not say why. Tuk does not ask. He smiles and says that anyone can go wherever he likes, it has always been so, and he gets up and goes to another fire.

The old man looks at Sema. The aunt looks at Sema. The two men look at each other. One of them says: He’s right, it’s wise. Sema says once more: “We’re going.” And then she goes on tying, and the others tie too, and Ani does not know whether it is because of her mother or whether they wanted to go anyway, and she does not ask.

But she sees the next morning that they are fewer.

They are nine. The one man and his woman are not there. Ani sees them at the edge of the place, at the fires of the people from the east slope, and the woman looks over and then looks away. No one says anything. The old man gets up and goes, and the others follow, and Ani walks behind the old man, with the little one by the hand, who wants to walk and not be carried.

The way goes up. It goes out of the soft ground into the hard, out of the trees into the rock, and the gorge narrows, and the wind comes, and Ani’s feet know the way.

On the first slope, where the path bends and you can look down for the last time, she turns around.

She has done this every year. Every year from here you see the spring, the pool, the reeds, and the places—empty. Abandoned. A few black patches where the fires were, and otherwise nothing, and the water shining. That is the picture of autumn. Ani knows it the way she knows winter.

She looks down.

The places are not empty. There are fires. There are people, small, moving. There is the round building, distinct, bright in the sun, bigger than it seemed from below, and beside it—she looks closely—people carrying earth. Starting something new, beside it.

She looks at it. She does not know that she is seeing something. She sees a summer camp in autumn, and that is new, and she has the stone for it, the fourth, and she puts it with the others, and the others are three, and together they are something she does not know and cannot touch, and that she will carry with her all her life without its ever getting a name.

“Ani,” says Sema from above. Not loud.

Ani turns and goes. The little one pulls at her hand. Winter is coming. They are nine.




B · What Actually Happened Here


1. What Is Invented

Ani is invented. Sema, the little one, the aunt, the old man, Tuk with the good smile, Ras, the boy with the fists: invented. The names were chosen to belong to no known language, because no one knows what language was spoken in the Jordan Valley eleven thousand years ago, and because any name that sounds like something sends the reader to a place he should not be.

The spring is not invented. At the foot of the slopes above the Jordan Valley, where Jericho stands today, water has come out of the rock for millennia—the spring of Ain es-Sultan—and around it lies one of the oldest continuously inhabited sites on earth. In the layers archaeologists have uncovered there since the 1950s there is, for the time around 9500 BCE, a settlement of round buildings made of dried mud brick, and in it, and at comparable sites in the region—Netiv Hagdud, Gilgal, Dhra’ on the east shore of the Dead Sea—there is what Ani looks at: storage buildings.1

Those at Dhra’ are the best studied. Ian Kuijt and Bill Finlayson described in 2009 what they found: round structures about three meters across, with a floor suspended on stones and crossbeams above the ground so that air could circulate beneath and moisture and rodents could not reach what was stored—exactly what Ani makes out in the dark as her eyes adjust. In the buildings: remains of wild barley and wild oats. Date: roughly 11,300 years before the present.2 That is a thousand years before the traits appear in these same plants by which one recognizes domestication—the ear that no longer shatters on its own, the grain that grows larger. People stored before they bred. They built the granary before they had the field.

The wattle door in front of the opening is invented. There is no archaeological evidence for closures on these granaries, because withies and cord do not last eleven thousand years. There is none against it either. The chapter sets the door because a granary without a door is not a granary but a heap, and because the question of who may open it arises the moment something is shut.

The winter in the gorge is not invented. That groups of this time and region moved between a dense phase at water sources and a dispersed phase in the hills—by season, by what ripened or migrated—is the standard reconstruction of the way of life in the Natufian and the early Neolithic of the Levant.3 Twelve in winter, many in summer: The numbers are set, the movement is not.

The wild sheep, the bitter nuts of the terebinth, the roots, the flint from the south, the shells from the sea: documented, all of it, from the finds of the period. The leopard in the gorge: possible, native to the region, not attested for that evening, because that evening did not happen.

Göbekli Tepe, a few days’ walk to the northeast, is not named in Part A and should be named once here: At the same time, around 9500, people who are not farmers are erecting in southeastern Anatolia structures of carved stone pillars weighing tons. No one knows exactly what for. One knows that they were people who gathered seasonally, in large numbers, and then dispersed again—and that in the gathering they accomplished something that exceeds in organization and effort everything hunter-gatherers were long credited with.4 That is why the spring in Part A is a place where people marry, trade, quarrel, and are reconciled: The summer gathering was not a chance meeting. It was the society.

And the goats that do not leave: invented, and probably too early. The earliest signs that people kept goats rather than hunted them come from the Zagros and are some fifteen hundred years younger than Ani’s summer.5 That someone around 9500 kept captured kids until they stayed is not impossible; documented it is not. The scene stays nonetheless, with this note, because the man’s sentence—because they no longer know how—is the only thing the chapter says about habituation, and because it is said of an animal and not of a person. Whoever reads the scene as a foreshadowing reads it right.



2. The Error Is a Rule, Not a Day

There is a way of telling the story that everyone knows. It goes like this: At some point in the Stone Age someone invented property. From then on there were rich and poor. That is the story Rousseau told, with the man who was the first to fence in a piece of land and say, this is mine.6 It is a good story. It is wrong—not in its details but in its shape.

The error this book is built around was not a day. No one decided it. No one noticed it. It was a pattern made of four links, and the links are harmless one at a time, and Ani could have justified every one of them.

First: a commons no one made. The wild grasses on the slopes have grown since there were slopes. No one sowed them. No one has a right to them, because a right to something presupposes that one could have left it alone, and no one could have left the slopes alone. They are there, as the water is there and the game and the nuts. One goes and takes.

Second: a situation in which someone can control access. Not may. Can. The grain on the slopes no one can control; the slopes are large, and whoever wants to goes elsewhere. The grain in the building can be controlled, because the building has a wall and an opening and in front of the opening a wattle door. The building was not built to control. It was built to keep out mice and water. But what keeps out mice also keeps out people, and what is shut someone must open, and that someone is the situation. The English language has a word for this second link that German lacks, and it will be used from here on: enclosure. It is the word for what happened to the common lands of England when they were fenced, and it names exactly what the door does—not the taking of a thing, but the fencing of what was open.

Third: a benefit that makes the control acceptable to everyone. The grain is there. It is more than Ani has ever seen. It lasts the winter. Tuk says that if no one opens the door, it goes to pieces, then one takes too much and another has nothing—and he is right. That is not an excuse. It is an argument, and it is good, and Ani hears that it is good. The benefit is why the pattern works: From the inside it does not look like an error. It looks like a solution.

Fourth: habituation that turns control into entitlement. Sema goes to the building in the evening and asks. She asks the way she asks the old man about the path—at the distance one keeps when one is asking for something. Except that the old man knows something she does not, and Tuk knows nothing she does not; he only has the cords. Ani feels the difference and has no word for it. A year later she will not need a word, because asking will have become normal. Two years later someone who does not ask will be a problem. And at some point the grain will belong to the building.

That is the pattern. Four links. Note what it does not need: no villain, no decision, no violence, no word for what is happening. It needs a granary and a year. And it needs that no one see it while it runs—which is easy, because each link is reasonable on its own and the whole is only there when the fourth link has closed.

This pattern will appear four more times in this book. In Chapter 2 at land and debt. In Chapter 4 at labor time. In Chapter 6 at something that has only recently become recognizable as a commons. It will look different each time, because the commons is different and the granary is different. It will be the same each time. Whoever has seen it once at the spring will recognize it later. That is why this book begins with Ani and not with a theory.

One more word about Tuk. He is not the error. He is a man who can tell stories and is therefore listened to, who built a good building and therefore knows how to tie the door, and who has an argument that holds. He does not lie. He takes nothing for himself. At the end of Part A he sits by the fire and says that anyone may go wherever they like, and he means it. The error is not Tuk. The error is that there has to be a Tuk, since there has been a door—and that no one, Tuk included, has noticed.



3. What Is Lost

There are two ways to misread Ani’s story, and both are common.

The first: It was paradise, and then came agriculture. That is Rousseau; it is, in a popular version, Jared Diamond’s 1987 essay on the worst mistake in the history of the human race; it is Yuval Harari’s chapter on agriculture as history’s biggest fraud.7 The account has a true core—the skeletons of the first farmers are shorter, sicker, more carious than those of the foragers before them, and whoever works out the calories per hour of labor finds early agriculture a bad bargain.8 But it has a false shape, and the shape is the same as Rousseau’s: a before, an after, a break.

The second: It was not paradise but hunger, violence, and early death, and agriculture saved us. That is the counter-story, and it too has a true core (Section 4) and the same false shape.

David Graeber and David Wengrow put forward a third reading in 2021, and this book stands with them—not because they are right in everything, but because they change the shape.9 Their thesis, applied to Ani’s year: There was no uniform before. There were societies that switched between orders. In winter, twelve people with no one commanding anyone; in summer, hundreds, with places, ranks, arbiters, rules, with a Tuk who is listened to and a Ras who takes hold. Both were normal. Both were the same society. And the people knew it: They experienced every year that the summer order fell apart in autumn and the winter order in spring, and from this experience they knew something their descendants would lose.

They knew that order is a choice.

Graeber and Wengrow call this, with a term from early ethnology, seasonal dualism, and they cite examples from five continents: societies that had chiefs in summer and none in winter, or the reverse; that stood under strict authority in the hunting season and under none in the gathering season; that knew hierarchy and used it and laid it down again the way one lays down a winter coat.10 Whether it was exactly so in the Jordan Valley around 9500 no one knows. That it can have been so, Göbekli Tepe shows: people who gathered, built the enormous, and dispersed again, year after year, without a city coming of it.

There is an older and more precise formulation of what the granary does, and it comes from the English anthropologist James Woodburn, who in 1982 distinguished between societies of immediate return—in which food is eaten within days of being obtained, and no one holds more than they can carry—and societies of delayed return, in which effort is invested in things that yield later: stores, traps, herds, fields.11 Immediate-return societies, Woodburn found, are egalitarian in a way that is not an ideal but a consequence: Where nothing is held, nothing can be held over anyone. Delayed-return societies are not. The granary in Part A is the moment of transition, and Woodburn is the theory of it.

What Ani loses in Part A is not the winter. It is the knowledge that there is a winter—that one gets out of the summer order again. The building still stands in autumn. The people from the east slope stay. The one man and his wife stay. Next year more will stay, and the year after, those who leave will be the odd ones, and in a generation no one will know that the order at the spring was once one of two. It will be the order. And whoever questions it will no longer be questioning a choice, but the world.

That is the loss at issue. Not equality; the winter order was not equal, it was small, and in small groups there are old and young, strong and weak, the one who knows the path and those who walk behind him. Not freedom; whoever left the twelve in winter was dead. But the capacity to switch: the experience stored in the body that the rules one lives under are not the only ones, and that one has laid them down before, last autumn, on the slope.

That is why this book preaches no return. There is nothing to return to; the winter order was made for twelve people in a gorge, not for eight billion. What can be recovered is not the order. It is the knowledge that order is chosen—by people, for purposes, and that it can be changed when the purpose demands. That is the claim of Chapter 7, and it stands already here, on the first slope, as Ani turns around.



4. The Shared Cradle, Without Romance

There is a scene in Part A that is hardly one: The little one is held at night by the aunt, not by Sema, and no one finds this remarkable. It stands there because it is the reason this book begins with Ani.

The anthropologist Sarah Blaffer Hrdy put forward a thesis in 2009 that has since become part of the foundation of research on human childhood: The human being is a creature whose children are raised by many.12 Not by the mother alone, not by mother and father, but by a network—grandmothers, aunts, older siblings, women without children of their own, men who are not the fathers. Hrdy calls them alloparents, and her argument is evolutionary: A human child is so long helpless and so costly that no mother could bring it through alone; the species survived because others carried the load. The childhood in which a child has a single caregiver who provides for it alone around the clock is not the human default. It is a very late invention, and it is so exhausting for the mother because it was not made for one person.

What the alloparents mean for the child, ethnography has described in dozens of societies that lived without agriculture into the twentieth century. Melvin Konner has summarized the findings, and they are similar across continents: Infants are carried almost constantly, on the body, by changing persons. They are nursed as soon as they signal, many times a day, often for years. Crying is answered quickly, usually within seconds, because someone is always within reach and because a crying child in a group of twelve disturbs everyone. Children sleep with adults. They are not left alone, because there is no alone.13 Barry Hewlett measured among the Aka of Central Africa that fathers there spend a substantial part of the day in physical contact with their infants—more than in any other society studied.14

Here the warning belongs that goes with this kind of evidence, and it should be meant.

The Aka, the !Kung, the Hadza, the Efe live in the twentieth century. They are not Ani’s people. They are people living under pressure from states, neighbors, missionaries, ethnographers, at the margins of the societies that surround them, and their way of life is an adaptation to those margins, not a window into the tenth millennium. What they show is not how it was. They show what is humanly possible—that a human child can grow up this way, and that where it does, it does what Bowlby and Ainsworth in Chapter 5 will describe as secure attachment. More than that this chapter does not claim. It claims that Ani’s environment of care was dense. It does not claim that it was good.

For it was also this: Of the children born in societies of this kind, roughly half died before reaching adulthood; a quarter in the first year.15 The aunt who was always with the children has buried children. Sema has probably borne more than two. Ani lacks siblings she might have had. There was hunger—not as a permanent state, but as a season. There was violence; whether more or less than later is one of the most bitterly fought debates in anthropology, and this book does not settle it.16 The winter in the gorge was no idyll. It was twelve people, one fire, half a sheep, a leopard that passed by, and a hand on the back of a neck that pressed until it was gone.

But the hand was there. That is the point, and only this. The child that cried at night was held—by whoever happened to be free. It was not held because someone had read a book saying that one holds children. It was held because twelve people under a rock overhang had no other possibility, and because the way they lived had been arranged for hundreds of thousands of years so that someone was always free.

That arrangement is what the granary will change. Not at once. Not at the spring. But the moment people begin to stay in one place in order to guard a building and enlarge it and cut the slopes that are near, who is free and when shifts. In Chapter 2 an infant will lie in a workshop beneath a mother who has a quota to meet. In Chapter 4 a girl will walk alone to a factory at four in the morning. In Chapter 6 a phone will light up on a breakfast table. Each of these scenes is the aunt who is no longer there. The book will not name her each time. It names her here, once, before she disappears.



5. What the Granary Does to the Body

One paragraph more, which is a seed, and will be harvested in Chapter 5.

Sema has one face in winter and another in summer, and Ani sees them side by side for the first time at the spring in summer. The winter face is calm. The summer face is alert in a way Ani knows from the night, when the bushes stop rustling.

The neurobiologist Robert Sapolsky made popular an observation that in its simplicity contains nearly everything this book has to say about the body: A zebra fleeing a lion has the stress it needs—heart, muscles, sugar, everything set to flight—and when the lion is gone, the stress is gone, and the zebra grazes. A human being worrying about his stores has the same stress, and the lion does not go away, because the stores do not go away. The vigilance built for minutes runs for months. And a body in which it runs for months changes—in what it stores, what it fights off, what it learns, how it sleeps.17

Sema’s summer face is the first generation of this vigilance. There is no leopard at the spring. There is a building in which the winter lies, and someone who ties the door, and the question of whether one may ask. That is enough. The body does not distinguish between a danger that growls and one that smiles.

What this means across generations, when the vigilance no longer stops because the granary no longer stops, is the subject of Chapters 4 through 6. Here it should only be said: It began at the spring. Not with violence. With a face a child noticed and had no stone for.



What She Hands Down

Ani hands down—not to a daughter, for this book does not know her line, but to the society that grows out of the summer camp—an order in which asking has become normal: in which someone ties the cords, and everyone finds that reasonable, because it is reasonable.

She hands down a mother whose face is alert in summer without a leopard being there—the first generation of a vigilance that no longer needs an animal and that will, over millennia, write itself into bodies that have never seen a spring.

And she hands down a gesture that is still whole. The hand on the back of the neck that presses and stays and says: I have you. It is at the spring what it was under a rock overhang. It will not remain so. But here, in Chapter 1, it still means nothing other than what hands are for.



Register Thesis 01

In the Fertile Crescent, the storage of wild grain in structures with controllable access precedes the domestication of the stored plants by several centuries and is the condition, not the consequence, of durable sedentary hierarchy.

Maturity: supported. The storage structures at Dhra’ and comparable finds are dated and precede the morphological markers of domestication; the sequence storing–staying–planting is the better-supported reconstruction at present. The controllability of access (doors) is not archaeologically demonstrable and is inferred from the form of the buildings. The second half—condition, not consequence—is the interpretation this book advances, not a consensus.

What would falsify it: Dated sites in the Fertile Crescent with morphologically domesticated grain in significant quantity, at which no storage structures with features of controllable access are attested and which are older than the PPNA granaries—or evidence that granary and durable rank hierarchy coexisted at the same sites over several centuries without hierarchy hardening.
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Interlude · Three hundred and twenty-four generations

Three hundred and twenty-four generations.

The building at the spring is gone. In its place, and in a thousand other places between two rivers, stand houses made of the mud it invented, wall against wall, so many that one calls them a city. The granary has become a temple. The door has become a list. Tuk, who smiled and tied the cords, has become an office that has no face and does not die.

No one asks anymore whether he may take. One is counted.

Ani’s stones are lost. There is a word for what she saw, and the word stands on clay, and those who can read it are few. The twelve of winter still exist, somewhere in the hills, but they have become the odd ones, and the children of the city do not know that there was a winter.

The hand still lies on the back of the neck. It still protects. But now it also keeps still—so that the number stays what it is.




02 — GEME

Generation 324


A · A Day with Signs


The Count

The yard is still gray when they line up. You line up before the light comes, because the scribe comes when the light comes, and whoever is not standing then is counted as not standing, and not standing means less.

They stand in rows. Five rows, and each row is so long that Geme cannot see its end, because the yard bends there, around the wall of the spinning house. Women. Girls. A few old ones who no longer weave but pluck wool, and who are put at the edge. And the little ones, who still stand with their mothers, because they are too small to belong in a row of their own.

Her sister is one of the little ones. She stands at Geme’s leg, one hand in Geme’s dress, and she is warm and awake and does not want to stand. She is four harvests old, and she does not understand the standing. She understands that it is cold and that it takes long and that Geme does not pick her up.

Geme does not pick her up. You stand with both feet and both hands visible, so that the scribe sees that you are whole.

Then he comes. He comes through the gate at the end of the yard with two men behind him who carry nothing, and he himself carries the board with the clay on it and the stylus at his belt. He is not old. He has a face that expresses nothing, because it is not paid to, and he walks along the first row, slowly, and stops at each woman for the length of a breath.

Each woman says a sound. Not her name; her sign. It is a sound that was given to her when she came into the yard, and that stands on the clay, and that the scribe hears and finds and presses. Geme knows her sound the way she knows her hands. She has another name, the one her mother gave her, but it does not stand on the clay, and what does not stand on the clay is not said in the yard.

He comes closer. She hears the sounds ahead of her, one after another, and the faint crunch when the stylus goes into the clay. Where one is missing he stops longer and presses differently, and the women beside the gap look straight ahead. At a woman in the row ahead of Geme who is coughing and bent over he also stops longer, looks at her, looks at the clay, presses. The woman knows what that means. Everyone knows. You get less today because you are less today.

Her sister begins to cry.

Not loud. She is too small for loud, she is tired and cold and hungry, and she begins with the thin sound that will turn into crying if no one does anything. Geme feels it at her leg. She may not bend down. She stands with her hands visible and feels the child pull at her dress and the sound grow louder.

The scribe is here. He stands in front of Geme. He looks at her, waits for the sound, and Geme says it, and he searches on the clay, and her sister is crying now for real.

He looks down. He looks at the child. It is not an angry look. It is the look you give something that is in the way while you have something to do.

“Hush now,” he says.

He says it to the child. Not loud, not harsh. He says it the way you say it to an animal standing in a passage, or to a wind, if you could: as an instruction to something that happens to be in the way. He says it and does not wait to see whether it works. He finds the sign on the clay and presses the stylus in, and then presses a second one, smaller, beside it—the child that belongs to Geme, and that is counted because it is there—and moves on to the next.

Her sister is still crying. She did not understand the man. But Geme understood him, and she understands in this moment, at fifteen harvests, in the gray light, something for which she needs no word: The sentence was not for the child. It was for the clay. It said: Keep her still so I can count. And he said it to her, without looking at her, by saying it to the child.

She does not bend. Without lowering her eyes she reaches her hand down and lays it on her sister’s head and leaves it there, and her sister grows quieter, because a hand is there, and the scribe is already three women on.

When the row is done, the light comes over the wall.



The Ration

The barley comes at midday, in the baskets, and is handed out at the gate, and you line up again, in the same order, with the same sounds.

The man at the basket is not the scribe. He has a board the scribe gave him, and he reads on it what the scribe pressed, and then he measures. Geme knows the measures. There is the big vessel that is filled for the women who weave. There is the smaller one for the girls who are still learning. There is the smaller one still for the little ones who stand with their mothers. And there is one you can hardly see, for those who are still carried.

Her sister gets the small one. The man looks at the board, looks at the sign the scribe pressed beside Geme’s sign, takes the small vessel, fills it from the basket, pours it into Geme’s sack.

Geme watches. She sees how much it is. It is as much as it was yesterday and as it will be tomorrow. It is not as much as her sister needs—Geme knows that, because she sees how her sister eats in the evening, with both hands, and then looks into the empty sack. But it is as much as the sign says.

Once, in the first year, when she did not yet know how the yard is, she said to the man at the basket: She is hungry. The man had looked at her, without anger, and said: She is a little one. And had tapped the board, the sign. As if that were the answer. And Geme had understood that it was the answer—not she has enough, but she is a little one. The amount does not hang on hunger. It hangs on the sign.

She has not said it since. It is not injustice. It is how the yard is. You would not tell the river, either, that it flows too far away.

Today her sister stands at her leg again, and the basket is still far, and the child begins to get restless, because she smells the barley. She pulls. She makes the thin sound.

Geme knows the man at the basket. He is not bad. But he has the board, and when a little one screams and pushes at the basket, he has once before—Geme saw it, with another—looked at the board and said: That is a wild one, and measured less, not out of malice, but because a wild one gets less, the way a sick one gets less. It stands on the clay. There is a sign for it.

So Geme puts her hand on the back of her sister’s neck.

She puts it where the head goes over into the throat, and she holds. Not hard. Hard enough. It is a grip she knows from her mother, from a time she barely has anymore—a hand on the neck when you were supposed to be quiet—and her sister grows quiet, because she knows the hand, because the hand is called Geme and because Geme is there.

She holds the neck until the basket comes. She holds it while the man looks at the board and at the sign and fills the small vessel. She holds it so that the sign stays what it is.

And while she holds, there is something in her that cannot get the two things apart: She holds the child because she loves her, and she holds the child because otherwise the child gets less. It is the same hand. It is the same place. She could not say where the one ends and the other begins, and she does not try. She holds.

When the sack is full, as full as it gets, she takes the hand away and the sack up and her sister by the other hand, and they go into the hall where the looms are, and her sister gets a handful, now already, uncooked, so she will last until evening.



The Man with the Tablet

She is at the loom when she sees him come.

The loom lies on the ground, like all of them here, a frame of wood between which the threads are stretched, and you sit before it on your knees and push the thread through, back and forth, back and forth, all day, until the hands do it on their own and the head can go elsewhere. Geme’s head mostly goes nowhere. It stays with the threads. It is easier.

But today she looks up, because a man is coming through the gate who does not belong here.

He is a farmer. You can see it in everything: in the legs, built from walking in mud, in the skin that has been outdoors, in the hesitation at the gate that the men of the yard never have. He has a girl by the hand. The girl is Geme’s age, perhaps a year younger, thin, with long hair not yet cut—in the yard it is cut, because of lice and because it gets into the threads—and she looks around the way Geme once looked around, with a look that wants to see everything at once and therefore sees nothing.

The farmer stops at the gate. The scribe comes to meet him. They talk. Geme does not hear what they say, but she sees the farmer draw a tablet from his garment, a small one, and give it to the scribe, and the scribe look at it, for a long time, with the look he has when he reads, and then search in his own bundle and take out another, an older one, chipped at the edges, and hold the two side by side.

He nods.

He nods the way you nod when two things match. And Geme, who has seen this before, twice in two years, knows what matches: There is barley the farmer received in spring, because his own was gone, and there is barley he had to give back, more than he received, because you give back more, that is the rule; and there is a harvest that did not come, because of the water or because of the salt or because of the locusts, Geme does not know; and there is what remains when the barley does not come back. It stands on the tablet. It stands on both.

The farmer is not poor. Geme sees it in the garment, which is good, and in the ring on the girl’s arm, which is copper. He has land. He has a house in which this girl was born and grew up and slept only yesterday. He has everything a man has.

He has a debt.

The scribe gives him back the small tablet and keeps the old one. He says something to one of the men standing behind him, and the man comes forward and takes the girl by the arm, not hard, the way you take something that now belongs.

The farmer stands.

He stands a moment, and Geme sees that he does not know what one does now. There is nothing for it. You do not say goodbye as to someone going on a journey, because it is not a journey. You do not comfort, because then you would have to say for what. He stands and looks at his daughter, who is held by the man and is looking at him, and then he does the only thing his body can.

He raises his hand and lays it on the back of her neck.

He lays it where Geme had her hand at midday today, at the same place, and he holds his daughter’s head for the length of a breath, two, with a hand too big for the thin neck and trembling, a little, which Geme sees, because she is looking. He says nothing. He has no word. He holds, and then he takes the hand away, and he turns and goes through the gate, and he does not look back, because you do not look back, because then you would stop.

The girl watches him go. The man leads her away, to the spinning house, where the new ones go, where the hair is cut and the sound is given.

Geme looks back at the threads. Back and forth. Her hands have not stopped. They have kept going the whole time, and she sees that the web is straight, and that no one noticed that she looked.

She thinks: He had a house.

She thinks: It is not enough to have a house.

She thinks, and this is the thought that stays, like a thread caught in the frame: I did not know that the hand on the neck is the same as the tablet.

She cannot think the thought through to the end. She does not have the words. But she has seen a father hold his daughter by the neck because he loved her, and hold her by the neck because he was giving her away, and that it was the same hand, and that no one, not even he, could have said where the one ended.



The Mother

Her mother is in the wool room, behind the second wall, and Geme sees her in the evening, when the rows dissolve and for a short while you may go where you like, within the walls.

They meet at the passage between the yards, where there is a channel in which runs the water you do not drink. Her mother stands on her side, Geme on hers. You do not cross over. Not because it is forbidden; it is not forbidden. You do not cross over because you are counted on your side, and if tomorrow morning you are standing on the wrong side, you are missing.

Her mother has grown thin. She was always thin, but now she is thin in the way that changes the face. She looks at Geme, and her gaze goes briefly down, to the sister standing at Geme’s leg, and up again.

“How much?” she asks.

Geme says how much. She says how much barley there was today, for her and for the little one, and her mother nods and says how much there was in the wool room, and that is less, because the wool room gets less, because plucking is less than weaving. They talk about the barley. They talk about there having been oil today, a little, which is rare. They talk about the scribe having pressed the coughing woman less.

Her sister pulls at Geme’s dress. Her mother looks. Looks away again.

She does not ask how she is.

Geme notices. She does not notice it as an absence, the way you notice the absence of something you expected. She notices it the way you notice that it is getting dark: as something that is simply so. Her mother does not ask how the little one is because the answer would change nothing. She could not give more barley. She could not pick her up, because she is standing on the other side of the channel. She could only hear that the child is not well, and then go back to the wool room with that knowledge and lie there, and the knowledge would be a weight that carries nothing.

So she does not ask. And Geme does not say. They stand at the channel and talk about barley, and then the time is up, and her mother says: “Tomorrow,” and Geme says: “Tomorrow,” and her mother goes, and her back is narrow.

Geme picks her sister up—here she may, here no one counts—and carries her into the hall.



The Edict

It begins as a sound. A sound that goes through the rows, the next morning, before the scribe is there, from one woman to the next, and that is louder than the sounds usually are, and that is a word.

The king.

The king has done something. The woman who said it first has it from one of the men at the gate, who has it from a trader, who has it from the city. The king has had it proclaimed, in the city, in the square before the gate, by a man with a voice that carries across the square: The debts are gone. All of them. What one owes another in barley is no longer owed. Whoever was given for a debt goes back. To his mother. The word for it is an old one, and the women say it to one another, and it goes through the rows like water through a channel that has just been opened.

Geme hears it. She stands with her sister at her leg and hears it, and something in her that has done nothing for a very long time lifts its head.

She does not think: I am going. She knows no where-to; the house in which she was born she left at ten harvests, and whether it still stands she does not know. She thinks of the girl from yesterday, with the copper ring, who is now in the spinning house, without hair, with a sound. She thinks: She can go back. She thinks of her mother in the wool room. She thinks, without wanting to, of a road, of a field, of a roof under which one lies without being counted.

The yard is restless. The rows are not straight. The men at the gate stand differently than usual.

Then the scribe comes.

He comes as always, with the board, and he sees the restlessness, and he stops at the gate instead of going to the first row. He waits. He waits until it is quiet, and it grows quiet, because one grows quiet before him, because he has the board.

Then he speaks. He does not speak loud; he does not have to. He says he has heard what was said. He says it is true: The king has had it proclaimed. But what is proclaimed, he says, is not the king’s word. The king’s word stands on clay, in the city, and he has read it, and on it stands that debts between free men are gone. Between one farmer and another. Between a trader and a farmer. What one owes another.

He pauses.

Then he says that what is here is not a debt between free men. This is the temple. What the temple has, it does not have as debt. It has it because it is assigned to it, by the king, by the god, the way the barley is assigned. The king’s tablet speaks of the farmer and the trader. It does not speak of the temple. He says he has read it himself.

It is quiet.

Geme stands. She looks at the scribe, who is searching for something on the board as if nothing had happened. She looks at the women, whose faces are closing, one after another, like doors. She looks at the men at the gate, who are standing again the way they usually do.

And she understands something she almost understood yesterday, at the loom, and that is now finished:

She cannot look it up.

The king has had it proclaimed, and everyone heard it. But what is heard does not count. What counts is what stands on the clay, and the scribe says what stands there. Perhaps it does. Perhaps not. Perhaps something stands there that means the temple, and the scribe has read it and does not say so. Perhaps nothing at all stands there about free men, and he added the word. Geme does not know. No one in the yard knows. The tablet is in the city, and even if it were here, in the yard, on the ground before them—they could look at it the way you look at a stone. The signs are scratches to them. The scribe has the signs. He has them the way the man at the basket has the board, the way the temple has the barley. He is the only one who can say what is true, and therefore what he says is true.

It is not that he is lying. Geme does not believe he is lying. She believes he is saying what he read. But she sees that it makes no difference. Whether he lies or not—she is standing on the same side of the channel.

The scribe goes to the first row. The first woman says her sound. The stylus goes into the clay.

Geme takes her sister by the hand. They go into the hall. Her sister looks up at her, because she has noticed that something was, and does not know what.

At the loom, when the threads are running again, back and forth, Geme bends down to her. Her sister sits beside the frame, as always, and picks at a scrap of wool. Geme looks around. No one is listening. It is loud in the hall, with the frames, with the voices.

She says into her sister’s ear, quietly, as quietly as the scribe yesterday:

“Ninkalla.”

Her sister looks at her.

“That’s my name. That is what I am called. From Mother.” She waits. “And your name is Nintur. Not the other one. Nintur.”

Her sister repeats it, the way children repeat words without understanding: “Nintur.”

“Yes.”

Then Geme looks back at the threads. Back and forth. The web is straight. No one has noticed anything. The names have been said, once, in a hall full of noise, and they stand on no clay, and no one but two people knows that they are there.

It is not much. It is what she has.




B · What Actually Happened Here


1. What Is Invented

Geme is invented, and she is invented in a particular way: Her name in the compound is not a name. Géme is the Sumerian word with which the administrative texts of the Ur III period enter female workers in their lists—weavers, millers, wool-pluckers, carriers. It stands on tens of thousands of tablets, always in the plural, always counted. That one of these women had a name from her mother which she did not say in the compound is invented. That the lists did not know it is not; most ration lists carry the women without names, as a number per category.1 Ninkalla and Nintur are attested Sumerian women’s names. The scribe, the farmer, his daughter with the copper ring, the mother in the wool room: invented.

The workshop is not invented. In the temple and palace households of the Sumerian cities around 2050 BCE—Ur, Girsu, Umma—several thousand women and children worked in textile production; Hartmut Waetzoldt opened up the administrative texts of these workshops in 1972 and reconstructed their organization: departments by stage of work, overseers, work quotas, daily output, absences, rations.2 The yard with five rows curving around a wall is a setting; the order of magnitude is not.

The rations are not invented, nor is their grading. Ignace Gelb reconstructed in 1965, from hundreds of lists, the system by which the households provisioned their dependents: barley monthly, in fixed amounts by category—adult men, adult women, adolescents, children, small children, infants—plus oil in small quantities and wool once a year.3 The categories are distinguished on the tablets by signs. The sign determines the amount. Hunger does not. That is the sentence from Part A, and it is not a literary compression but the structure of the system.

That the sick received less, that absences were noted, that the dead were struck from the list with a sign of their own—documented, tablet by tablet.4 The sign for a wild one, a child that gets less because it disturbs, is invented. That the categories left discretion and that discretion in a list always runs downward is an assumption the chapter holds plausible and marks as an assumption.

The farmer with the tablet is invented. What he does is not. That free farmers fell into grain loans, that these loans bore interest, that in a failed harvest repayment lapsed, and that then dependents—children, wives, finally the debtor himself—passed into bondage belongs to the settled stock of Mesopotamian social history.5 The scene at the gate is a composite of tablet types: loan document, obligation, transfer. There is no tablet that records the hand on the back of the neck. There is none that suggests anything else.

The edict is not invented. Sumerian rulers periodically proclaimed the cancellation of debts; the word for it, amar-gi, means, word for word, return to the mother, and it is the oldest known word for freedom.6 That such an edict was proclaimed aloud—by a herald, in the city, before the temple—and that the authoritative text stood on clay that only scribes could read is the ordinary condition of law in a society where writing was a craft. That an edict knew exceptions, and that obligations toward the great households were treated differently from debts between private persons, is documented for the later, better-recorded edicts of the Old Babylonian period; for Ur III it is inference.7 That no one in the yard could read the king’s tablet is not inference. Reading was a guild.



2. From the Grip to the Law

In Chapter 1 a man held the cords of a wattle door in front of an opening, and whoever wanted grain asked him. That was a grip. It was bound to a person, and the person had a name and a smile and sat in the evening at a fire one could walk up to.

In Chapter 2 no one holds anything anymore. There is a list.

That is this chapter’s link in the chain, and it is the most important in the first half of the book, because it explains why the pattern of Chapter 1 did not disappear again when Tuk died. A grip dies with the hand. A list does not.

The list does three things the grip could not.

It detaches the claim from the person. The grain in the compound does not belong to the scribe. It does not belong to the man at the basket, not to the overseer, not even to the priest who runs the household. It belongs to the temple—and the temple is nothing one can look at or speak to or ask its reasons. Tuk one could ask why. The temple one cannot. In Chapter 1 Tuk said the grain belonged to the building, and Ani stopped short, because a building is not a someone. Two thousand years later the building is a household with thousands of dependents, and that it is a someone no one doubts anymore. The claim has a bearer that does not die, does not sleep, and cannot be talked round. This is the enclosure of Chapter 1 in its second form: not a door that someone shuts, but an institution that is shut by its nature.

It makes objection impossible. Not forbidden—impossible. To contradict the scribe, Geme would have to know what is on the tablet. To know what is on the tablet, she would have to read. To read, she would have to have spent years in a scribal school that exists for the sons of scribes. That is no conspiracy. Writing is a technique, it is hard, and whoever commands it learned to command it because his father did. But the consequence is that in a yard of a thousand people one can say what is true, and the other nine hundred and ninety-nine can believe it or not and in either case do the same thing.

Geme understands this at the end of Part A, and she understands it correctly: It is not that he is lying. The scribe does not have to lie. He has only to be the one who can read. Whether the king’s tablet exempted the temple or not is not the question for Geme; the question is that she cannot look it up, and that therefore every answer is the same answer. And there is a second thing she understands, which Part A adds after the proclamation: Everyone heard the herald. But what is heard does not count. What counts is what stands on clay. That is the moment at which the spoken word of a king becomes weaker than the written word of a clerk—and it is the sentence that will return in Chapter 6, with a different granary: Whoever owns the list owns access. Here it stands for the first time.

It makes the injustice look like bookkeeping. The farmer at the gate is not robbed. No one takes anything from him by force. He received barley in spring and could not return it in autumn, and what happens now stands on two tablets that match, and the scribe nods because they match. The child goes into the spinning room the way a number goes from one column to the next. There is no perpetrator. There is a procedure. And a procedure that stands on clay is not wrong—it is only what it is. That is the fourth link of the pattern from Chapter 1, habituation, in its final form: Habituation no longer needs time. It is written.

Whoever puts these three things together sees what writing did for the pattern. It turned a control that someone had to exercise into an order that exercises itself. Tuk had to sit at the fire every evening and be pleasant. The scribe has only to read. And when the scribe dies, the next one comes, and the tablets remain.

It should be said what the chapter does not claim by this. It does not claim that writing was invented in order to rule. It was invented in order to count—barley, sheep, jars, workdays—and the oldest tablets in the world are inventories.8 It is a tool, and with it laws were also written that protected the weak, and edicts that canceled debts, and songs. But it is a tool that gives the one who has it something the others do not, and in an order in which one man already holds the cords, it strengthens the one who holds them. That is not intention. That is physics.



3. Debt: The First Channel That Runs Through Bodies

There is a sentence in Part A that Geme thinks and cannot think through to the end: I did not know that the hand on the neck is the same as the tablet. This chapter thinks it through.

The farmer at the gate has land, a house, tools, a daughter with a copper ring. He is, by everything one sees, a man who is doing well. And he gives his child away. Not because anyone forces him—no soldier stands behind him. But because on two tablets it stands that he must, and because if he does not, next year he will get no barley, and the year after that none either, and then it will not be one daughter who goes but all of them.

How does a man with land get there?

The economist Michael Hudson spent his working life on this question, and his answer is arithmetical, not moral.9 In the cities of Mesopotamia, loans in barley bore interest at a third—one received three measures in spring and returned four in autumn. For silver the rate was a fifth. The rates were not an expression of greed; they were convention, stable for centuries, fixed in the law collections.10 And they would have been bearable in a world in which the harvest comes every year.

It does not come every year. The rivers of Mesopotamia are unpredictable, the land salts up, locusts come, wars come. In an agriculture where yields fluctuate and with an interest rate that does not, there are years in which repayment exceeds the harvest—not for a bad farmer but for every farmer. And whoever cannot pay then pledges what he has: first the next crop, then tools and livestock, then dependents, then the land, then himself. Hudson shows that this path was no accident but the necessary consequence of two numbers—one fixed and one fluctuating—and that anyone who could count saw it coming.

David Graeber drew from this the insight around which his book on debt is built: that debt is the first form of domination that does not feel like domination.11 A lord who takes a child away is a robber. A creditor who receives a child has a right. And the debtor—this is the point—believes it too. The farmer at the gate holds his daughter’s neck with a trembling hand, but he does not argue with the scribe. He received the barley. He knew the rule. He owes. The debt is not only on the tablet. It is in him.

That is the chain’s step, and it should be marked plainly, because this book needs it: Debt is the first mechanism by which the error of one generation passes into the body of the next. Not as an image. In the flesh. The farmer’s daughter took out no loan. She knew no rule. She goes into the spinning room nonetheless, with her body, for years, because a number her father put his mark to did not come out. What in Ani’s case was a vigilance in her mother’s face is here a girl being led through a gate.

The rulers knew it. Hence the edicts. Amar-gi, return to the mother—one can hear in the word what it was about: children missing from home. A king who canceled debts did not do it out of goodness. He did it because a land in which all farmers are dependents of creditors has no soldiers left and no taxes, and because he had to keep the creditors small in order to stay large himself.12 The edict was not the end of the system. It was its maintenance. It set the number to zero so that it could start growing again. And it knew exceptions, and the exceptions were always the same: the great households, which carried their dependents not as debtors but as assigned.

Geme hears the edict as a rumor and loses it an hour later. That is the rule, not the exception. Freedom stood on a tablet she could not read, with an exception that was her.



4. The Cradle Becomes a Department

In Chapter 1 there was a sentence about the aunt who had always been with the children, and it ended with the announcement that she would disappear and that the book would not say so each time. Here is the first place where she is missing, and it should be shown once what that looks like.

The ration lists of the Ur III period know infants. They know them as a category, with a sign, with a quantity of barley so small that it makes sense only if one assumes the mother is nursing and the barley is for her.13 They know small children, children, adolescents, each grade with its own sign and its own amount. What that means is simple and rarely said: In these workshops children were born, nursed, raised, and taken into the work without ever having seen anything but the yard. The lists carry mother and child on the same tablet, in the same line. Géme-dumu, women with children, is a heading of its own.14

What that meant for the children, no one knows. There is no tablet that records who picked up a crying child and when. There are work quotas—so much cloth per day, so much wool per woman—and there are absence marks, and from both one can infer that a weaver had to meet her quota whether her child cried or not, and that if she did not, she received less. More cannot be inferred. The chapter therefore claims nothing about the actual care in these halls. It claims something narrower and surer: that here, for the first time in the chain, the environment of a child’s care was structured from outside—not by season, danger, and food as with Ani, but by a quota, a list, and a sign.

With Ani the child was held by whoever happened to be free, and in a group of twelve someone was always free, because the way of life was arranged so. In Geme’s yard no one is free. Every woman has a quota. The mother is behind the second wall, because she is counted in another department. There is no aunt, because aunts do not appear in the list. The only person there for Nintur is a fifteen-year-old weaving on her knees on the floor whose hands may not stop.

And this fifteen-year-old holds the child by the neck so that it keeps still—out of love, and so that the sign stays what it is.

That is the point the chapter wants to make, and it is not that Geme does something wrong. She does the only thing she can do, and she does it well. The point is that the order has made care and compliance coincide. The hand that comforts is the same hand that ensures the ration does not shrink. Nintur learns from this hand both at once: that someone is there—and that keeping still is the price. She cannot separate them, because they are not separate. And when in twenty years she has a child of her own, she will hold it by the neck when the scribe comes, and it will feel like love, and it will be love, and it will also be the other thing.

Here begins what Chapters 3 and 4 build out: an upbringing in which the child first learns to make itself small, and in which the people who love it teach it that—not against their love, but with it.

And the mother at the channel who does not ask how the child is doing is the first crack in the other direction. She does not ask because the answer would change nothing. That is true, and it is the beginning of something that in Chapter 5 will get a name, when a woman at a stove does not turn around: the not-asking that comes from powerlessness and is handed down as coldness.



5. Why No One Leaves

Geme’s world is not hell. That should be said, because it is easy to read it so, and because the chapter wants to show something else.

She is fed, every day, in an amount that is fixed. The farmer outside is not: He has good years and bad, and in the bad ones he has nothing, and then he comes to the gate. Geme has a hall in which it is dry, and work her hands can do on their own, and an order that is reliable down to the signs. If she says her sound and meets her quota and keeps the child still, nothing happens to her. That is more than many outside can say.

And no one rebels. Not because the men at the gate have weapons—they have none, or do not need them. But because the order offers something that is hard to refuse once one has it: security for compliance. Whoever complies gets tomorrow what he got today. Whoever does not gets less—not blows, less. That suffices. It suffices because a person who knows what he will get tomorrow does not risk tomorrow for something he does not know.

That is a mechanism which in Chapter 6 will get a name and a body of research, and it should only be named here so that one recognizes it later: An order that stabilizes itself through the avoidance of loss needs no violence. It needs only that the loss be visible and the alternative invisible. The loss is the sign for the wild one. The alternative is a tablet in the city that no one can read.

Geme’s hand on her sister’s neck is not submission. It is what a human being does who loves another human being, in an order that has put love and compliance into the same gesture. It is also the answer to the question why no one leaves: because one does not leave alone, and because one would have to take along whoever depends on one, and because the child in the hall at least has barley.

And yet Geme says a name at the end. Two. Quietly, in a hall full of noise, into an ear that does not understand her. It stands on no clay. It changes nothing about the ration, nothing about the quota, nothing about the channel. It is what remains in this order when one subtracts everything the list counts: that a person has a name another person gave her, and that one can say it.

It is not much. It is what she has. And it is—the chapter claims this—more than Ani had: Ani had no reason to hide her name, and therefore no reason to say it. Geme has both. She knows what the list does not know. That is the first crack in the other direction, and it is so small one overlooks it, and in five chapters it will become a hand on the back of a child’s neck, against a book, with a burning face.



What She Hands Down

Geme hands Nintur—and the order that grows out of the yard—a world in which the claim stands written and the person is counted; in which one man can say what is true because only he can read; in which a father gives his child away because two tablets match, and no one is a perpetrator.

She hands her a vigilance that is no longer directed at the lion and no longer, as with Sema, at a smiling face by the fire, but at a sign in clay: at whether one is whole today or less. That is the second generation of a vigilance that no longer needs an animal, and it has grown narrower.

And she hands her a hand on the back of the neck that is two things at once, and a mother who does not ask. The gesture still protects. But it also keeps still. Nintur will not know that there was once a hand that did only the one.



Register Thesis 02

Where grain loans at fixed interest meet subsistence agriculture with fluctuating yields, debt bondage arises as a systemic consequence—independent of culture, of rulers’ intentions, or of the individual conduct of debtors; periodic debt cancellations are the symptom of this dynamic, not its correction.

Maturity: supported. The interest rates and their constancy, the yield fluctuation, the transitions into bondage, and the edict practice are documented for Mesopotamia from the third to the first millennium; the reading as a necessary consequence of two numbers (Hudson) is an economic model claim that has been tested on other cases—medieval India, colonial Africa, rural China—but not confirmed everywhere.

What would falsify it: A documented agrarian society with interest-bearing grain loans, substantial yield fluctuation, and an observation period of at least three generations in which no systematic formation of bondage among debtors or their dependents can be shown—without institutional countermeasures (cancellations, interest prohibitions, caps) having interrupted the process.

Review date: September 2029.
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Interlude · One hundred and forty-seven generations

One hundred and forty-seven generations.

The tablets have become parchment, the parchment has become sermon, and the list that a scribe once kept is now kept by everyone himself—in the head, every Sunday, before a grille, with lowered eyes. The temple is called a monastery. The barley is called a tithe. The scribe is called conscience.

Geme’s names are forgotten. Nintur held her children by the neck when the scribe came, and her children did the same, and at some point no scribe was needed anymore, because the children knew it themselves before anyone came.

The fields belong to a lord. The children belong to the holding. The soul belongs to God, and God has a steward, and the steward has a list, and on the list stands counting too.

The hand still lies on the back of the neck. Now it turns the head—away from the wagon, toward the house. Gently. Out of love. As a lesson.




03 — AGNES

Generation 471


A · A Week in Autumn


Before Day

The cow knows it is time before Agnes knows. She hears her through the wall, the scraping, the snorting, the weight shifting from one leg to the other, and then she is awake and her mother is already up, because her mother is always already up.

It is dark in the house. Not dark like night; dark like before morning, when the fire in the middle is only embers and you know the outlines without seeing them. Her father rises from the straw without a word. Her brothers, Heinz and Peter, behind him, slower, with the reluctance of boys who could still sleep and know they may not. The grandmother does not stir. She lies by the wall, where it is warmest, with the littlest against her, and the littlest is quiet because he is being held, even in sleep; he has lain against her body since he came into the world, and the old woman does not give him up, and no one asks her to.

Agnes and her mother go into the stable, which is not a stable but the other half of the house. The cow is warm. Agnes leans her head against its flank, as she always does, and milks, and the milk goes into the pail with a sound she likes, and her mother does the same on the other side with the second one, the younger, which gives less.

You do not talk while milking. You talk little at all before the light. What there is to say was said yesterday or will be said later, and what is now is the milking and the warmth and the milk.

When they come back, her father and brothers are already gone. They are going to the lord’s field, the big one down by the stream, because today is a day that belongs to the lord. Agnes does not know exactly how many days belong to the lord and how many to them. She knows that her father knows, and that on the lord’s days he walks differently, with a different back, and that on their own days, when they are on their strip, the narrow one between the strips of the others, he sometimes hums.

The strip is not theirs. Agnes knows that too, the way she knows that the cow is not theirs and the house is not theirs. It belongs to the lord, the way the lord’s field belongs to the lord and the forest and the stream and the mill, and they have it because the lord lets them, and for that they give what one gives. That is not hard to understand. It is the way the weather is.

She sits down with the pail by the fire, and her mother puts on wood, and the grandmother sits up, with the littlest, and the littlest wakes and looks around and does not cry. He rarely cries. The old woman says that is because she holds him. Her mother says nothing to that. Agnes has noticed that her mother says nothing to many things the old woman says, and that the saying-nothing means something, and she does not yet know what.



The Tithe

He comes on the third day after the cutting, as every year. You hear the wagon before you see it—the wheels on the track, still hard from the dry weeks—and then it comes around the corner by the wayside shrine: two oxen, a wagon, a man walking, and a second one sitting on top.

The man walking is the monastery’s tithe collector. Agnes knows him without knowing his name; she knows his hat and his stick and the tablet he wears at his belt, wooden, with wax on it, in which he makes strokes with a stylus. He is not unfriendly. He greets them. He says to her father, “Konrad,” and her father says, “God greet you,” and then they go together to the sheaves.

The sheaves stand on the strip as they were cut and bound, in rows, upright so they will dry. It is a good year. Not the best, but good; the rain came when it should and stayed away when it should, and her father hummed at the cutting. Agnes helped, like everyone, with the sickle that is too big for her, and cut herself twice and did not cry.

The tithe collector walks along the row. He counts. You can see him count: His stick goes from sheaf to sheaf, tap, tap, tap, and at every tenth the stick stays, and the man on top of the wagon climbs down and takes the sheaf and throws it up. Then the stick goes on. Tap, tap, tap.

Agnes stands at the edge and counts along.

She can count. She can do it better than Heinz, who is older, and she can do it because she taught herself, on the cows and the hens and the sheaves, on everything that stands in rows. She counts on her fingers, and when the fingers are full she remembers how many times they were full, and she has never told anyone this, because no one asked.

She counts the sheaves the stick taps. She counts the ones that go onto the wagon.

When the collector is at the end of the row and takes the tablet and makes strokes with the stylus, Agnes has a number. She has two numbers. One is the number of sheaves that stood on the strip. The other is the number of sheaves lying on the wagon.

The second number is too big.

Not by much. One. Perhaps two. Agnes saw the stick stay once after the ninth instead of the tenth, and once at the start of the second row begin again from the beginning, though the first had ended on a seven. She is not sure. She is as sure as a child can be who has counted while the collector also counted, and who has a different number than he.

She opens her mouth.

She opens it to say: That wasn’t ten. Or to ask. She does not know what she will say, she knows only that the number is in her and wants out, the way water wants out of a full pail when you carry it.

Her father’s hand is on the back of her neck.

It is there before the sound comes. Not hard. Not the way he takes the boys when they fight. The hand lies where the hair ends, big and warm and heavy, and it turns. It turns Agnes’s head away from the wagon, slowly, and with the head the whole body, until Agnes is looking toward the house instead of the sheaves, and the hand stays.

“Hush now,” says her father.

He does not say it loud. The collector does not hear it, or he hears it and acts as if he had not, which is the same thing. He says it the way he told her that one holds the sickle this way and not that, the way one leads the ox and the way one greets the lord: as something one learns. As instruction.

Agnes closes her mouth.

The number stays in her. It does not go away. But it has a lid now, and the lid is her father’s hand, and it is warm.

She looks toward the house. She hears behind her the collector say something to her father and her father answer, in the tone he has on the lord’s days, and then the wagon rolls on to the next strip, and the hand goes away.

Her father looks at her. She looks at him. In his face there is nothing she could call angry. It is something else, which she will only be able to name many years from now, when she has children herself and sees it in them: the worry of a man who knows what happens when a child says the wrong thing aloud, and who would rather silence the child than watch the lord teach it.

“Come,” he says. “There’s work.”

She goes. The number goes with her.



The Sermon

On Sunday there is church, and church is the place where you find out how the world is.

It is small, the church, a room of stone with a roof of wood, and it is full, because the village goes in, all of it, and because the lord sometimes comes, with his wife, and sits in front on the bench that belongs only to them. Today he is not here. The bench is empty, and still no one sits on it. The village stands. You stand in church, unless you are old.

The priest speaks, after what he has said in Latin, in German. That is the part Agnes understands, and she listens, because her mother says one listens, and because she likes how he speaks: loud and slow and with his hands, so that the words take on weight and stay in the air.

Today he speaks of order.

He says that God has ordered the world the way one orders a house, and that everything has its place. There are those who pray. There are those who protect. And there are those who work, so that the others can pray and protect. He says that everyone is set in his place, and that it is not man who seeks his place but God who gives it. He says that the peasant bears, as the ox bears, and that this is no shame, for Christ also bore, the cross, and the peasant bears after him, and therefore the peasant who bears without grumbling is nearer to God than the knight who rides.

Agnes likes hearing that. It is a fine thought, that in bearing one is nearer to God.

Then he says the other thing.

He says there is a sin worse than anger and worse than sloth, and that is the sin of rising up. Whoever rises up, he says, does not grumble against the lord who stands above him. He grumbles against God, who set the lord there. Whoever withholds the tithe does not cheat the monastery; he cheats the saint to whom the monastery belongs. And whoever—here he raises his hand—whoever recounts with his eye what God’s servants count has already done in his heart what Lucifer did in heaven: He thought he knew better.

Agnes stands very still.

She feels her face grow hot, and she does not look at her father, who stands beside her, and her father does not look at her. The number in her, which lay under the lid, moves. It does not move because it wants out. It moves because it is changing. It was a number. It becomes something else.

It was two sheaves. It becomes I recounted.

It was he made a mistake. It becomes I thought I knew better.

The priest goes on, about humility, about Mary, who did not ask, and Agnes no longer hears it. She stands and has something in her that has turned like a stone one turns over, and the side that is now on top is dark.

After Mass there is confession. Not for everyone; for those who need it, and for the children who are old enough. Agnes has been old enough for two years. Until now she has confessed what children confess: that she gave Heinz a slap, that she ate an egg she should have handed over, that she thought of something else while praying.

She kneels at the grille and says it.

She says that she counted. That the tithe collector counted and she did too, and that she had a different number. She does not say which. She does not say that she believes she was right—that left her while kneeling, or it turned so that she can no longer say it. She says: I recounted what I am not supposed to recount.

The priest is silent on the other side. Then he asks whether she told anyone. She says: No. Her father did not allow it. The priest says her father did right. He says it is good that she came, and that the counting itself was not the sin—counting is a gift—but the what for: that she counted in order to check, and checking belongs to the one who stands above, not to the one who stands below. He gives her a penance. Three Our Fathers, and at each she is to think of humility.

She prays the three Our Fathers at the wayside shrine on the way home, kneeling in the dust, and at each she thinks of humility as best she can. She is nine years old—she will be ten in winter—and she has learned something on this day that she will not unlearn: that there are things one does not see wrongly but looks at wrongly. That the eye can sin by counting. And that the number one has is worth less than the place where one stands.



The Mother and the Child

It is the third night of the fever, and the littlest is burning.

His name is little Hans, and he turned one in spring, and in summer he began to stand, at the bench, hands on the wood, and laughed while he did it, so that everyone watched. Now he does not stand. He lies with the grandmother, by the wall, and breathes fast, and his face is red and then gray and then red, and he cries in a way that is not crying but a sound he makes because he has nothing else.

The old woman has done what one does. She has boiled herbs she knows and spooned him the juice. She has wrapped him in cloths that were wet, and then in cloths that were dry. She has prayed, to Saint Margaret, who is for children. She has spoken with the father, quietly, at the door, and the father nodded, and Agnes understood what it was about without hearing the words: about whether to fetch the priest.

They have not fetched him yet. You fetch him when it is time. You do not fetch him too early, because then you are saying something you do not want to say.

The mother sits with the child. She has sat down by the old woman, by the wall, and has taken little Hans out of her arms, and holds him. She holds him to her breast, the way she held him when he still nursed, and rocks him, barely, more a breathing than a rocking, and talks to him. Not words. Sounds. They are the sounds Agnes knows from herself, from a time she no longer knows and knows anyway, and that she heard with Heinz and Peter and Kathrin when they were small.

The old woman watches. Then she says it.

She says it quietly, the way one speaks at night, but not so quietly that Agnes does not hear it, lying in the straw two steps away with her eyes open.

“Not so much,” says the old woman. “Else. Not so much comfort.”

The mother does not stop rocking.

“It makes him soft,” says the old woman. “And if God takes him—he should not cling to the world. He should go light. Whoever is held too tight goes hard.”

It is not a cruel sentence. Agnes hears that. The old woman says it because she believes it, because she has it from her mother, because she has seen children go, more than one, and knows what it is when one goes hard. She says it because she loves little Hans. She carried him against her body for a year. She says it because she believes it is the best thing for him.

The mother goes on rocking.

She does not put the child down. She does not stop the sounds. But she does something else that Agnes sees, because she is looking: She turns. She turns a little toward the wall, away from the old woman, so that the old woman no longer quite sees the child and no longer quite hears the sounds. She makes herself small around the child. She goes on holding him—but she holds him now in a way that is not meant to be seen.

Then she sees Agnes.

She looks over her shoulder, toward the straw, and sees the open eyes, and Agnes sees that her mother sees that she sees. It is a moment in which two people look at each other and both know what the other knows.

“Sleep,” says her mother. Quietly. “You don’t have to see this.”

Agnes closes her eyes.

She closes them because her mother said to, and she opens them a crack right away again, because she is a child. She sees her mother go on holding little Hans, by the wall, with her back to the room, and she sees that her mother’s shoulders are moving in a way that is not rocking.

She understands something this night that she does not understand. She understands that her mother is doing the right thing, because Agnes knows in her body that a child who is burning must be held. And she understands that her mother is doing it wrong—not wrong in the thing, wrong in the way: in secret, with her back to the room, so that it is not meant to be seen. That holding is something you make yourself small for. That the old woman is right and her mother is right, and that there are two rights, and that what her mother is doing is the thing one hides.

Little Hans does not die. In the morning the fever has broken, and he drinks, and the old woman says Saint Margaret did it, and her mother says nothing, and lays him back in the old woman’s arms, and goes to milk.

Agnes will not remember the fever. Children have fevers. She will remember her mother’s back, by the wall, with the child in front of it that was not meant to be seen.



The Father in the Evening

He seldom speaks at length. He is a man who does what has to be done and saves words for what cannot be done without them, and that is little. But on this evening, at the end of the week, when the fever is past and the tithe taken in and the penance prayed, he sits down with Agnes.

She is sitting in front of the house on the stone that was put there to sit on, plucking feathers from a hen that belonged to the old woman and will now be eaten. Her father sits down beside her. He has nothing in his hands. That is rare.

He says nothing for a while. Then he says: “You counted.”

Agnes stops plucking.

“At the wagon. I saw it.” He looks straight ahead, across the track, toward the wayside shrine. “You count well. Better than the boys.”

She does not know what to say. She says: “It wasn’t ten.”

Her father nods. Slowly. He nods the way he nods when rain is coming: as confirmation of something he knows and cannot change.

“Perhaps,” he says. “Perhaps it wasn’t ten. The collector counts for the monastery, and the monastery counts for the saint, and if the saint gets one sheaf more, then he gets it.” He pauses. “And if you say it wasn’t ten, then you’re saying the collector counted wrong. And the collector tells the cellarer, and the cellarer tells the abbot, and the abbot knows the lord. And then it’s said that Konrad has a child who recounts after the monastery. And then—”

He stops. He is not searching for words. He stops because what comes then does not have to be said. Agnes knows what comes then. She has known it since she has known her father’s back on the lord’s days.

“I want to tell you something,” says her father. “How it is.”

And then he tells her. He does not say it bitterly, not sadly, not loud. He says it the way he explained the sickle to her.

“Above us is the lord. He has the land, and he lets us have it, and for that we give him what is his due. Above the lord is the abbot, because the tithe belongs to the monastery, and the lord listens to the abbot, because the abbot prays for him. Above the abbot is the bishop, and above the bishop is the pope, and above the pope is God. And God made it so. Not us. We did not choose it, and the lord did not choose it. It is the way the stream runs downhill.”

Agnes holds the hen.

“And we have what we have because we do what we should,” says her father. “The house. The cow. The strip. That the boys don’t have to go to war, that you may marry whom the lord allows, that we may take wood from his forest in winter. All of that we have because we don’t want it otherwise. The peasant in the next village who wanted it otherwise—you know the story.”

She knows it. Everyone knows it. It is not told; it is known.

“My father told me this,” says Konrad. “And his father told him. And I’m telling you because you can count, and because counting is dangerous if you don’t know what for.” He looks at her now. “Count the cows. Count the hens. Count the sheaves that are left to us. But what the collector counts, the collector counts. Do you understand?”

Agnes nods.

She understands. She understands it not because he explained it well—he did explain it well—but because he believes it. She hears that he believes it. It is not a sentence he sets before her so that she will keep still. It is the world as he sees it, and he sees it so because his father saw it so, and because it kept him alive, him and the boys and her and little Hans, who lives. She believes it because he believes it. That is how it goes.

Her father stands up. As he rises he lays his hand on the back of her neck, briefly, the way he did at the wagon, only without turning, and goes into the house.

Agnes sits and finishes plucking the hen. It grows dark. The wayside shrine by the track becomes a shadow. She looks at it and thinks of the three Our Fathers she prayed there, and of the humility she was to think of, and she resolves on something, quietly, without words, the way one resolves not to put a hand in the fire again.

She resolves never again to count what is not hers.

She will keep to it. She will count two cows and twelve hens and the sheaves that are left to them, and when the wagon comes she will look toward the house, without a hand being needed. And when her children count, she will lay her hand on the back of their necks and tell them how it is. Not bitterly. Not loud. The way one explains a sickle.




B · What Actually Happened Here


1. What Is Invented

Agnes, Konrad, Else, the grandmother, Heinz, Peter, Kathrin, little Hans: invented. The village has no name and no place, except that it could lie on the Upper Rhine or in Franconia, in a district where a monastery holds the tithe and a secular lord holds the land—a constellation so common in the fourteenth century that it needs no documenting.

The year is set: around 1335, a good decade before the plague. That is deliberate. After 1350 labor became scarce, and scarce labor gave peasants for a while something they had not had before: the possibility of leaving and being taken on elsewhere. Lords responded with laws that forbade leaving and with wages meant to make it unnecessary, and the relation between lord and peasant came into motion.1 This chapter means to show the order before the motion—the order that stood so firm that a man could explain it to his daughter like the course of a stream.

What belongs to that order is not invented. The tithe—the tenth sheaf, collected by the wagon of the tithe-holder, often a monastery that had acquired it by gift or purchase; the tithe collector with his wax tablet; the strips in the fields that were the family’s to use and not to own; the days that belonged to the lord, whether as labor on his land or—already more common in the fourteenth century—as payment in money or kind instead of labor; the lord’s right, at the peasant’s death, to take the best head of livestock or the best garment; his consent to marriage; the right to gather wood in the lord’s forest as a favor, not an entitlement: all documented, in estate registers, customary law, manorial rolls, a thousand times over.2 That Agnes does not know exactly how many days belong to the lord is the only setting in this list, and it is historically more probable than any number.

The sermon is invented. Its content is not. The doctrine of the three estates—those who pray, those who fight, those who work—was first written down around 1025 in the form in which it then came from the pulpits for three hundred years, and it came from the pulpits in the vernacular, for peasants who understood no Latin.3 The best-known German preacher of the thirteenth century, Berthold of Regensburg, cast it in sentences that survive and that served as the model for the priest in Part A: that every estate is set by God, that the peasant who grumbles grumbles against God, and that obedience is the virtue of the lowly.4 The sentence about the eye that sins by counting is invented—and it is the sharpening of a doctrine that meant exactly that.

The English reader will know the same doctrine in his own literature, and it is worth a paragraph to say so, because the German case is not a German peculiarity. William Langland’s Piers Plowman, written in the 1370s, opens with a field full of folk and sorts them into those who labor, those who pray, and those who rule; the plowman is the figure of holy patience, and his labor is the ground on which the other two estates stand.5 The doctrine was preached in England as it was in Franconia—and it was answered there, too. When the priest John Ball asked in 1381, before the peasants marched on London, When Adam delved and Eve span, who was then the gentleman?, he was arguing against exactly the sermon Agnes hears.6 The order was the same. The question of whether one might count was asked, and answered by the rope. What Chapter 3 shows in a Franconian village happened in Kent.

The confession is not invented. Since the Fourth Lateran Council of 1215 every Christian was obliged to confess at least once a year, from the age of discretion, which was set around the seventh year.7 That a nine-year-old girl knelt and said she had recounted is invented. That she had the vocabulary for it is not: The confessors’ manuals of the period, lists of sins against which those confessing were to examine themselves, knew disobedience toward authority as a heading of its own.8

Little Hans’s fever is invented. That a child among four or five siblings had a fever in its first year and could not be counted on to survive is statistics: Of the children born in the fourteenth century, about a third died before they were five.9 The herbs, the cloths, Saint Margaret as intercessor for children, the hesitation over the priest: documented from miracle accounts and saints’ lives in which parents are described doing exactly this.10 The grandmother’s sentence—not so much comfort, it makes him soft—is invented. Where it comes from, Section 4 says.



2. The List No One Has to Keep Anymore

In Chapter 2 a scribe stood in a yard with stylus and clay, and no one could read what he pressed. The list was stronger than the grip because it detached the claim from the person and made objection impossible.

In Chapter 3 the list still exists. The tithe collector has a wax tablet, the monastery has a register in which every strip stands and every due, the lord has a manorial custom. But the list is no longer the mechanism. The mechanism is that Agnes corrects herself.

That is this chapter’s link in the chain, and one must look at it closely, because it is the quietest in the chain.

At the tithe wagon Agnes counts differently from the collector, and her father turns her away. That is still Chapter 2: An adult keeps a child still so that the list stays what it is. Konrad does what Geme did, for the same reason and with the same hand. But then Sunday comes, and the priest speaks, and something in Agnes turns: The number, which was two sheaves, becomes a thought one is not supposed to have. And then she kneels at the grille and says it herself. No one forced her. Her father said nothing. She goes because what she saw has turned, inside her, into something for which one asks forgiveness.

From then on no hand is needed. At the end of Part A Agnes resolves never again to count what is not hers, and she will keep to it, and when the wagon comes she will look toward the house without a hand being needed. The error of Chapter 1—the commons that acquired an enclosure—has migrated from the institution into the head. The title needs no defending anymore when those who live under it take it for God’s order.

Three instruments make this possible, and all three are shown in Part A.

Obedience as virtue. Not as a rule one follows because otherwise there is trouble—Geme knew that—but as a quality that makes a person good. The peasant who bears without grumbling is nearer to God than the knight. That is an enormous claim, and one must be clear what it accomplishes: It turns the condition of the subjected into a distinction. Whoever obeys does not lose; he gains, in a currency no one can count. And whoever does not obey loses not only the strip. He loses nearness to God.

Guilt as feeling. In Chapter 2 debt was a tablet: The farmer had received barley and had to return it, and what he owed stood written. In Chapter 3 guilt is something Agnes feels, before she has done anything—a heat in the face in a church, set off by a sentence about eyes. She has taken barley from no one. She counted. And she goes to confession. Section 3 shows how the Church over three centuries created an inner world in which such a thing is possible. English keeps the two apart—debt for the tablet, guilt for the feeling—where German has one word, Schuld, for both; and that single German word is, in a sense, the argument of this chapter compressed.

Fear as a permanent state. The priest names Lucifer. He does not say what happened to Lucifer; he does not have to, because every child knows. Hell is the sanction that needs no enforcement. It does not stand at the end of a proceeding, like the lord’s punishment. It stands at the end of life, and it is certain, and no one can evade it by not being caught. A lord has to watch his peasants. God does not. That is why Agnes kneels at a wayside shrine in the dust where no one is watching.

Together the three instruments yield something the list alone could not: a person who carries the order within and defends it, against herself, without anyone looking. Geme could whisper her name because the clay did not know it. Agnes no longer has any place the order does not know. It is in the confession.



3. Guilt: From Account to Feeling

There is a history of conscience, and it is shorter than one thinks.

That human beings feel remorse when they have harmed others is old and probably as old as human beings. That they feel remorse when they have thought what they are not supposed to think—and that they speak this remorse aloud before a stranger, regularly, according to a list, as a duty—is an institution one can date.

The historian Jacques Le Goff showed in 1981 when the place arose where this remorse acquired its weight: purgatory, a third realm between heaven and hell, in which the soul atones for sins not grave enough for damnation but too grave for immediate entry into bliss.11 Purgatory is not in the Bible. It was, Le Goff argues, conceived in the twelfth century and made doctrine in the thirteenth, and it changed everything, because it made sin measurable. Before, there was salvation or damnation. After, there was an account: so much time for so much sin, reducible by penance, prayer, alms, masses. Sin became a quantity one could pay down. It became, in a word Le Goff does not shy from, debt in the bookkeeper’s sense.

That is the point where Chapter 2 and Chapter 3 touch. The scribe at Ur had tablets on which stood what a man owed. The priest has a doctrine according to which everyone owes, from birth—original sin is the base debt one did not incur and repays anyway—and a procedure in which one presents the account regularly. Confession is the tablet. Only now the debtor keeps it himself.

The Lateran Council of 1215 made annual confession a duty, and it did more: It required the priest to ask. He was, in the council’s words, to “diligently inquire into the circumstances of the sinner and the sin.”12 From this provision there grew in the thirteenth and fourteenth centuries an entire literature—summas for confessors, manuals for the laity, guides for priests—that ordered the sins, subdivided them, sorted them by estate, and taught the penitent what to ask himself.13 Whoever reads these lists finds, alongside theft, adultery, and perjury, headings such as: despising one’s lord, withholding dues, murmuring against authority, rising above one’s station. Rebellion was a sin with a number.

Jean Delumeau described the consequences of this system in two large books, and their title says what he found: fear.14 Not fear of the lord, which had always existed. A fear that turned inward—of one’s own thought, one’s own glance, what one had done in one’s heart without doing it. Delumeau calls it a culture of guilt, and he shows how it spread across the late Middle Ages and became, in the early modern period, the ground color of the inner life: the constant self-examination, the distrust of one’s own wanting, the certainty of being guilty simply by existing.

Agnes at the wayside shrine, three Our Fathers, humility in her head: That is this culture in its first year. She is nine. She has learned that perception can be guilty. She will not unlearn it, and she will teach it to her children, because one passes on what one has learned like crockery.

It should be said what this chapter is not. It is not an indictment of the Church. The Church of the fourteenth century was also the hospital in which one died if one had no one; the school in which one learned to read, if one learned at all; the archive in which stood what one possessed; the place where women like the grandmother prayed to Saint Margaret because no one else was responsible for children. It was the only institution that reached from cradle to grave, and it carried people whom nothing else carried. But it was also the first institution in the chain that did not merely demand obedience but implanted it—as a virtue, in children, with a list the penitent kept himself. That is a difference from the scribe, and it is this chapter’s subject.



4. The Cradle Becomes Doctrine

There is a thesis about children in the Middle Ages that everyone knows who has ever dealt with the subject, and it is wrong. It comes from Philippe Ariès, from 1960, and it runs, abbreviated: The Middle Ages knew no childhood. Children were treated as small adults, their death touched few, because it was frequent, and love for the child as we know it is an invention of the modern age.15

The thesis was influential because it was a good story. The historian Shulamith Shahar read in 1990 the sources Ariès had not read—medical treatises, sermons, miracle accounts, treatises on upbringing, court records—and found what anyone finds who looks: Children were loved.16 Mothers carried sick children to saints’ tombs and vowed pilgrimages. Fathers wept openly at the grave. Medicine knew the stages of childhood and knew what an infant needs, namely milk, warmth, rocking, and closeness. The grandmother who carries little Hans against her body for a year and will not give him up is no exception. She is the rule.

What was missing was not love. It was time—and something was added.

Time was missing because a peasant family in the fourteenth century did not allocate its own labor. The lord had his days. The tithe had its date. The livestock had its hour. Children worked from five or six, not out of harshness but because four hands were more than two. The aunt of Chapter 1, who had always been with the children, has here become the grandmother—a single person, old enough to be off the field, and therefore free for the child. It is a remnant of the shared cradle, and it has shrunk to one person, and when that person dies, no one is free anymore.

And what was added was an attitude that Shahar also found in the sources and that must not be passed over: the warning against spoiling. Treatises on upbringing of the period—written for nobles and townsmen, but preached to all—counseled early discipline, strictness, the rod; they saw in the child a will inclined to willfulness that must be bent while it is still pliable.17 That was not yet a method. It was not an instruction to ignore crying, as would come in 1858 and 1934. But it was the attitude from which the method could grow: the conviction that comfort makes soft and hardness makes strong, and that a mother who holds too much harms the child.

The grandmother’s sentence at the fever bed comes from this attitude, and it comes from something else besides: from the experience of a woman who has seen children die. Whoever is held too tight goes hard. One must take this sentence seriously. It is no cynicism. It is the attempt to live with a third dying: If one does not bind oneself too closely, one does not lose too much. The old woman is not only protecting little Hans. She is protecting Else. She is telling her what she herself learned in order to survive.

And Else holds anyway.

That is the scene the chapter is built around, and one must say what happens in it, because it is the transition. Else holds the child—that is what a child with a fever needs, and Else knows it in her body, as Sema knew it and Geme. But she holds it in secret. She turns to the wall. She makes herself small around the child. She tells Agnes not to look.

Care is still there. But it has already gone wrong—not in substance but in manner: something one apologizes for, hides, turns one’s back to the room for. That is the state Chapter 5 will show in a woman who holds her daughter by the back of the neck and is ashamed of it. Here the shame begins. It does not begin with Haarer. It begins in a house with a cow behind the wall, in the year 1335, with a grandmother who means well.

The attachment research this book draws on from Chapter 4 can say nothing about Else, because it begins six hundred years later. But it can say something about the mechanism, and that should be done here cautiously, as a preview: What Else does is exactly what the child needs—answer, closeness, regulation by an adult’s body. What the grandmother counsels is exactly what disturbs attachment—withdrawal in the moment of need, on principle. And the chapter says here for the first time explicitly what the chain will carry through the following chapters: The doctrine is aimed against the need. And the doctrine wins because it passes itself off as care. The old woman is not wrong. She is right in a way the child does not need.

Agnes sees both. She sees that her mother does the right thing, and she sees that her mother hides it. She will not remember the fever. She will remember the back.



5. Why Konrad Is Right

It is easy to read Konrad as what he is not: a man who breaks his daughter. The chapter has taken pains to show him otherwise, and the reason should be stated here, because it holds for the whole chain.

Konrad is right.

Not in the sense of truth—the order of estates is no order of God’s, and the sheaves probably really were not ten. But in the sense of the situation. A child who recounts after the monastery is, for a family in manorial dependency, a danger, and Konrad knows the danger because his father knew it. The story of the peasant in the next village is not told; it is known. Whoever stood against the lord in the fourteenth century lost the strip, the house, the wood right, the marriage consent for his daughters, and in the worst case more. The uprisings that occurred were put down, and the history of their putting-down was what peasants knew about uprisings.18 John Ball, who asked who was then the gentleman, was drawn and quartered at St Albans. That, too, was known.

In this situation Konrad’s upbringing is right. He passes on to his daughter what kept him and his family alive: the ability not to count what is not theirs. He does it without violence. He does it with a hand that turns and stays, and with a speech in the evening that explains the world as he sees it. And he sees it so because his father saw it so, and because the seeing worked: He has a house, two cows, a strip, five living children. That is not nothing in the year 1335. It is a life that many do not have.

The historian Georges Duby showed how the doctrine of the three estates arose: not as description but as proposal—written by clerics around the year 1000, at a time when the old order was collapsing and a new one was needed that would explain the warriors’ violence and the peasants’ burden as willed by God.19 It was an invention with a purpose. But three hundred years later it was no longer that. It was the world. Konrad did not learn it as a doctrine. He inherited it like the strip. And he passes it on like the strip, because one passes on what one has.

That is what the chain will show again and again in the chapters to come: No one in the line is guilty. Not Sema, not Geme, not Konrad, not the grandmother, not Else. They are carriers. They pass on what they received, because an order that rewards adaptation produces people who raise their children to adapt—not against their love, but with it. Konrad’s hand on the back of the neck is no other hand than Sema’s. It only does something else, because the world is another.

And that is why this book works not with indictment but with mechanics. One can reproach Konrad with nothing. One can only see what he does, and understand why, and ask what an order would have to be in which he would not have to. Chapter 7 asks that question. Here there stands only the man on the stone in front of the house, explaining to his daughter how it is, without bitterness, the way one explains a sickle—and he is right.



What She Hands Down

Agnes hands her children an order that defends itself inside the heads of the subjected: in which no one has to watch anymore, because the eye has learned to look away and the conscience to speak up when it looks.

She hands them a body that has learned to experience perception as guilt—a heat in the face when one has seen something one was not supposed to see. That is permanent self-surveillance as a state, and it is the third generation of a vigilance that no longer needs an animal: with Sema it was aimed at a smiling face, with Geme at a sign in clay, with Agnes at herself.

And she hands them a mother who holds in secret and a father who teaches not to count. The gesture is now guidance: It turns the head away from the wagon. It does so gently. It does so out of love. And Agnes will lay it on the back of her children’s necks and tell them how it is.



Register Thesis 03

In agrarian societies with a stable order of domination, the institutionalization of religious pedagogy of obedience and guilt—regular compulsory confession, preaching of the order of estates, confessors’ manuals with headings for disobedience—measurably lowers the cost of securing domination: Documented coercive measures to enforce dues are rarer per head where ecclesiastical penetration is denser, at comparable levels of exaction.

Maturity: hypothesis. The mechanism is plausible and often described in the literature on social discipline; a quantitative comparison between regions of differing ecclesiastical density at comparable exaction does not exist for the late Middle Ages. The thesis is testable, because registers, court records, and visitation protocols survive in regionally comparable form; it has not been tested this way.

What would falsify it: A regional comparison for the fourteenth century—say, between manors with a dense parish network and regular visitation and manors with a thin one—at comparable exaction shows no difference in the frequency of documented coercive measures (distraint, proceedings, punishment for withholding dues) per household.
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Interlude · Twenty-three generations

Twenty-three generations.

The strip is sold, or it is lost, or it was not enough. The lord has become a creditor, then a shareholder. The stream that runs downhill drives a machine, and the machine does not wait.

Agnes’s descendants have left the village with what they could carry: two cows became a suitcase, the holding became a room in a colony, the grandmother stayed behind, because one does not take old women along to a town where everyone gets up at three.

The priest said one should not count. The overseer no longer says it. He does not have to; the children who come to him learned it from parents who learned it from parents, and they stand twelve hours without anything in them rising.

And for the first time there is a book. Printed. With a price. It says what the grandmother said at the fever bed, only without the love in it.

The hand still lies on the back of the neck. It has become a grip. The same place. Cold.




04 — MINE

Generation 494


A · A Week in November


Four O’Clock

She wakes before the bell. She has learned that in three years: Whoever waits for the bell is late, because the bell is for the mine and not for her, and the mine is outside the door, and the factory is an hour away.

It is dark in the room, and it is cold, and her breath hangs. Karl lies next to her, in the bed they have shared since he left the cradle, and he has pushed himself against her back in his sleep, as every night, and is warm. She frees herself carefully. He grumbles and rolls into the warmth she leaves behind, and sleeps on. He is six. He does not have to yet.

Her father is gone. She did not hear him leave. She has never, as long as she can remember, heard him leave; he goes at three when it is the early shift, and at three she sleeps as deeply as people sleep who get up at four. She knows him as the man who is there in the evening, black in the face until he washes, and then gray, who eats and says little and sleeps at eight. And as the man who is there on Sundays. Otherwise she knows him as a place in her parents’ bed that is empty when she gets up.

In the main room a light is burning. Her mother sits at the table, under the lamp, and sews. She is sewing when Mine wakes up, and she is sewing when Mine comes home, and Mine does not know when she sleeps. They are shirts for a man in town who brings cloth and collects shirts and pays by the piece, and the pieces lie in a stack that is a little different in height every day.

“There’s bread,” says her mother, without looking up.

There is bread. A piece, dry, and the rest of the coffee, which is not coffee but roasted rye, and Mine eats standing, because standing you eat faster. Her mother sews. The boarder is asleep behind the wall—you can hear him, he breathes loud—he is a foreman at the mine and has the room that used to be Karl’s, and pays for it, and so Karl sleeps with Mine.

“Pull the shawl over your head,” says her mother. “There’s frost.”

Mine pulls the shawl over her head. She goes.

Outside it is black, except for the lamps at the mine, which throw a red glow on the sky so that you can see the way if you know it. She knows it. She knows every puddle, every stone, the place where the path crosses the stream and you have to jump. She was nine when she walked it the first time, and she is twelve, and she has walked it seven hundred times or eight hundred; she stopped counting when she noticed that counting did not make the way shorter.

At the crossroads the others are waiting. Four girls, one boy, all from the colony, all in the factory. They do not wait for each other because they like each other; they wait because six on the road are less afraid. No one says good morning. It is not morning. They set off, close together, shawls over their heads, and the smallest, who is eight and has only walked since summer, hangs on to Mine’s skirt, and Mine lets her.

No adult goes with them. There is no one who could. The fathers are underground. The mothers are sewing. No one has ever been able to come along, and so no one misses it.



The Factory

The hall is long, and it is loud, and the loudness is the first thing you have to get used to and the last thing that lets you go: It comes home with you, in your ears, and lies there at night when it is quiet, as a tone that does not stop.

They are machines that spin. Mine does not understand how; she understands what she has to do, and that is enough. She stands at the frame with the bobbins, and when a bobbin is full she takes it off and puts an empty one on, and when a thread breaks she knots it, fast, with fingers that have learned it, while the machine keeps running, because the machine does not wait. That is the sentence the overseer said on the first day, and that she has thought every day since: The machine does not wait.

Twelve hours. From half past five to half past six, with a break at midday in which you eat the bread you brought, standing, beside the frame. There is a law—Mine has heard of it, the foreman said so—that children should not do so long, or only from a certain age, or only ten hours. She does not know exactly. The overseer knows exactly and has explained it to them: The law applies to children, and whoever is nine is no longer a child but a juvenile, and juveniles may do ten hours, and the two hours more are voluntary, and whoever does not do them voluntarily can leave.

No one leaves. Where to.

In the afternoon, when the light comes slanting through the high windows and the hall is warm from the machines and the bodies, it gets hard. That is the time when the little ones fall asleep. Not fall over; they keep standing, eyes open, and their hands keep doing what they are supposed to do, but something behind the eyes is gone, and then a bobbin stands still, or a thread breaks and is not knotted, and then you see it.

Today it is the boy from the crossroads. He stands at the frame next to Mine, and she sees his head sink, slowly, like a branch bearing snow, and how he catches himself and sinks again. She nudges him with her elbow. He jerks. She looks at her bobbins. When she looks again his head is down, and the bobbin in front of him is running empty.

The overseer has seen it too.

He comes down the aisle between the frames, not fast, he does not have to be fast. He is a big man with a beard and a waistcoat, and he has a stick he seldom uses, because he seldom needs it. He stops behind the boy.

Then he grips him by the back of the neck.

He grips there, where the hair ends, with the whole hand, and he pulls. He pulls the boy’s head up, with a jerk, so that the boy comes up on his toes, and holds him there, head turned toward the machine, toward the empty bobbin, and says something that Mine does not hear in the noise and does not have to hear.

Mine sees the hand.

She knows it. Not the overseer’s hand—the place. She knows the place from her father, who on Sundays, when she sits next to him, sometimes lays his hand on the back of her neck, heavy and warm, and says nothing. It is the same place. It is the same grip, if you look at the shape: a hand, a neck, a head that is turned.

Only the hand is not warm.

The overseer lets go. The boy stands, red in the face, and knots the thread, and the bobbin runs again. The overseer moves on. He does not look at Mine. He did not need her.

Mine looks at her bobbins. She thinks, while her hands work: It is necessary. She thinks it the way you think something you were told and that is true. The boy was asleep. The bobbin ran empty. The machine does not wait. If the overseer had not woken him, the thread would have broken, and then there would have been a deduction for the whole frame, and then—

She thinks: It is necessary, and she thinks it until it is true.

And somewhere beneath that, where she does not look, lies the other thought, the one not in words: that the same place on the body knows two hands, a warm one and a cold one, and that today for the first time she saw the cold one, and that the cold one looked like the warm one.

At half past six it is over. They walk back, six of them, in the dark, and the boy says nothing the whole way, and the smallest hangs on to Mine’s skirt.



The Boarder and the Book

His name is Hermann, and he is a foreman, and he is different from the men in the colony because he can read and likes to show it.

He is not old, twenty-five perhaps, and he is not from here; he came from the Sauerland like them, but from a town, and he went to a school where you learn more than the Lord’s Prayer, and he has become something at the mine because he can reckon. In his room he has a board with books. Five. Mine counted them when the door stood open. She has never seen five books in one place that was not a church.

He is in the main room in the evening because the main room is warm and his room is not. He sits at the table, across from her mother, who is sewing, and he has a book in front of him, new, with a binding that still shines. He brought it back from town on Sunday. He named the price, at supper, and her father whistled, and Hermann said that education has its price.

Mine sits on the bench by the wall with Karl, who has fallen asleep in her lap, because he does that when she comes home: He climbs onto her without asking and sleeps as if he had waited for it all day. She holds him. She has her hand on his back, which rises and falls.

“He’s difficult,” says her mother.

She says it to Hermann, not to Mine, and she says it without looking up from the needle. She has said it before, in the past weeks. Karl cries at night. He wakes up and cries and wants Mine when Mine is there, and when Mine is asleep he wants his mother, and his mother is tired, and his father has to be up at three and needs his rest, and Hermann behind the wall hears everything.

“He clings,” says her mother. “He won’t stay alone. Not even in the daytime. When I go to the store he screams until I’m back.”

Hermann looks up. He has the look he has when he knows something.

“There’s something about that in here,” he says. He taps the book. “Exactly about that. The man is a doctor. In Leipzig. He has an institute for children, for the body, and he has studied all of this. Scientifically.” He says the word slowly, as if it were made of glass.

Her mother sews. But she sews differently; Mine can see that she is listening.

“Shall I read it out?”

Her mother does not say yes. She does not say no either. Hermann opens the book, turns pages, finds the place. He clears his throat. He reads the way men read who are proud that they can: loud, slow, with a finger under the line.

He reads that the first year of life is the decisive one. That in it the foundation is laid for everything the child will become, for a firm character or a weak one. That the child comes into the world with a will that is still raw and that, if one gives way to it, becomes master of the house. He reads that the child’s crying, insofar as it does not signal hunger or pain, is an expression of this will—an attempt to rule its surroundings—and that one meets it by not responding. Consistently. Without exception. He reads that the child grasps after a short time that it achieves nothing by crying, and that it then stops, and that this experience—that its own will must yield to necessity—is the first and most important step toward a useful human being.

He reads on. He reads that if non-attention does not suffice, one may assist, with—he hesitates a moment over the word—with physical admonitions, which are felt but not cruel, and which show the child who is the stronger. He reads that a mother who cannot bring herself to this shows not love but weakness, and that with this weakness she harms the child for life.

He reads that this does not apply only to the first year. That a child spoiled in the first year can still be re-educated in the sixth, with the same means, only with more patience.

He stops. He looks at her mother, with the look of a man who has brought something good.

Her mother has stopped sewing. She looks at the needle in her hand. Then she looks at Mine, at the bench, at Karl asleep in Mine’s lap, mouth open, Mine’s hand on his back.

“I always picked him up right away,” she says. Quietly. “When he was little. When he screamed. I thought—”

She stops. She does not say what she thought.

“That’s the mistake,” says Hermann. Not unkindly. He says it the way you explain to a child that fire is hot. “It says so here. It’s quite natural for a mother to want that. But it’s the mistake. And that’s why he clings now.”

Her mother nods. Slowly. She nods the way you nod when something you suspected is confirmed—not the suspicion that you were right. The other one.

She wants the best for Karl. Mine knows that. She can see it in her mother, she has always seen it: This woman who does not sleep and sews until her fingers bleed does it for Karl and for her, and when someone tells her that what she did from the gut harms the child, she believes it, because she cannot believe that a printed book, written by a doctor and costing that much, knows less than her gut.

Mine holds Karl. She holds him tighter without noticing. He is heavy and warm, and he sleeps, and he knows nothing.



The Night

It begins as always. A sound, in sleep, that Mine knows because she lies next to him: a whimper that comes out of a dream. Then he is awake. You can tell because the whimper gets a name.

“Mine.”

She is awake. She is always awake before he is; she hears him in her sleep, the way her mother used to, the way mothers hear. She turns over. He lies with open eyes in the dark, a small outline, and he is crying now, quietly, and searching for her with his hand.

She wants to take the hand.

She does not, because the door opens. Her mother stands in it, with the lamp, turned down, a shadow with an edge of light. She does not come in. She stays in the doorway.

“Leave him,” she says.

Mine lies still. Karl cries. He has seen his mother and cries louder, and stretches his arms toward the door, and his mother stands there and does not come.

“Mother—”

“Leave him.”

It is not angry. It is something else, something Mine has never heard from her: It sounds like the book. It sounds like a sentence someone else said and that her mother is now saying, with her voice, the way you repeat something in church.

Karl screams. Not crying anymore. Screaming, the whole child is screaming, with arms stretched out, toward the door, toward his mother, who stands there holding the lamp and whose face Mine cannot see against the light.

Mine sits up. She wants to go to him. Her body wants to go to him, it does not know what the book said, it knows only that her brother is screaming and she is lying next to him, and she raises her hand to lay it on his back, as she does every evening on the bench—

Her mother is beside her. She is at the bed in two steps, and her hand is on Mine’s arm, above the elbow, and holds it. Not roughly. Firmly. As firmly as you hold something you yourself must not let go of.

“Hush now,” she says.

She says it to Mine.

Not to Karl. Karl is screaming, and her mother does not say it to him. She says it to the one who wants to comfort, and she holds her arm while she says it, and in her voice is something Mine will only be able to understand many years from now: that her mother is not holding Mine. She is holding herself. She is holding the only hand that is allowed to move, because her own is not allowed to move, and if Mine’s hand goes, hers goes too, and then everything is for nothing.

Mine lies back down.

She lies back down because her mother is holding her, and because she is twelve, and because the book cost so much. She lies on her back, eyes open, and her mother lets go of her arm and goes back to the doorway and stands there, and Karl screams.

He screams for a long time.

Mine lies and listens. She hears the screaming change. It is rage first, a screaming that demands something and knows it will come, because it has always come. Then it is fear, a different screaming, higher, that no longer demands but asks. Then it is a third thing that has no name, a screaming that no longer hears itself, that comes from a child who no longer knows why it is screaming, only that it cannot stop.

And then it stops.

Not all at once. It grows thinner. It becomes a sound that comes at intervals, like a breathing that does not yet know it may stop. Then the sound comes less often. Then it does not come anymore.

It is quiet.

Mine lies still. Beside her lies Karl, and she cannot see him, but she hears his breath, going fast and then slower, and she feels that he does not push himself against her back, as every night. He lies where he lies. He lies alone in the part of the bed that is his, with a hand’s-breadth between him and her, and the hand’s-breadth is cold.

Her mother stands in the doorway. She has not moved. She has stood there the whole time, with the lamp, and Mine does not know what was in her face, and never will.

“You see,” says her mother. Quietly. To Mine, or to herself. “It works.”

She goes. The door closes. It is dark.

Mine lies awake until the bell. She lies beside the hand’s-breadth and hears her brother’s breathing, asleep, and she knows he has learned something. She does not know what. She knows only that it is not what the book said. The book said he learns that his will yields. She heard what he learned. He learned that no one comes.

She gets up at four. She does not free herself carefully, because he is not against her back. She goes into the main room, and there is bread, and her mother is sewing, and she says: “Pull the shawl over your head.” And Mine pulls it over her head and goes.



The Father on Sunday

On Sundays her father is there, and on Sundays he is a different person, or he tries to be.

He washes on Saturday evening, thoroughly, with the hot water her mother puts on, until the black is out of the creases and stays only in the cracks of his hands, where it never comes out again. He puts on the good shirt. He goes to church with them, and afterward he sits in the main room, and the main room is warm, and he is there, visible, the whole day, a big man with a gray face who does not know what to do with a day on which he is not underground.

He tries with Karl.

He has always done that, on Sundays. He has set the boy on his knee and let him ride, or he has carved him something, a horse, a bird, from a piece of wood he brought from the mine, and Karl laughed, with his whole face, and ran around his legs until he was tired of it. Her father is not good with children. But this he can do, on Sundays, for an hour, and Mine has watched him and thought that this is the father who does not exist during the week.

Today he sits at the table and gets out the knife and a piece of wood and says: “Karl. Come. We’ll make a dog.”

Karl sits on the bench by the wall. Next to Mine, not on her. He has not climbed into her lap since Wednesday. He sits next to her, hands in his lap, and looks at his father, and does not move.

“Karl.”

Karl looks at him.

His father waits. Then he gets up, with the wood in his hand, and goes to the bench and crouches in front of the boy, the way he used to when Karl was being stubborn, and holds out the wood. “Look. This is going to be a dog. Do you want to hold it?”

Karl looks at the wood. He does not take it. He edges a little way along the bench, toward the wall, away from the hand holding out the wood, and then looks at his father again, with a face Mine does not know. It is not fear. It is something calmer than fear. It is a face that is waiting to see whether something comes, and no longer counting on it.

His father does not understand this.

Mine sees that he does not understand it. He sees a boy who edges away when his father gives him something, and he knows nothing about Wednesday, or he knows and thought it was right, because the foreman read it from a book, and he does not know that it is connected. He sees a boy being stubborn. On Sunday. On the one day he is there.

“Karl,” he says, louder. “I’m talking to you.”

Karl edges further. He is at the wall.

“Come here.”

Karl does not come. He begins to cry, quietly, not the screaming of Wednesday, a crying that goes inward, with his head down.

And his father grips him by the back of the neck.

He grips there, where the hair ends, with the big cracked hand, and he pulls the boy away from the wall, toward him, and he shakes him. Not hard. Once, twice, the way you shake something that is not working and is supposed to work. “What is the matter with you,” he says, loud, and it does not sound like a question, and Karl hangs in his hand and cries and does not look at him.

It is the same place.

Mine sees it, and she sees it with a clarity she does not want: It is the place where the overseer grabbed the boy, on Wednesday, at the frame, to wake him. It is the place where her father lays his hand on Sundays, warm, without pressing. It is the place where she herself lays her hand on Karl’s back when he sleeps on her—not the back, but the way to it, the neck, the place where you hold a child. It is always the same place. And the hand is always a different one, and today it is her father’s hand, and it is the overseer’s.

Her father lets go.

He lets go, and Karl falls back against the wall, and his father stands up, with the wood still in his other hand, and looks at the boy, and then he looks at the wood, and then he goes to the table and sits down.

He sits for a long time.

He sits with the wood and the knife in front of him and does not touch them. He looks at his hands. Her mother sews. Hermann is in his room. Mine sits on the bench, and Karl sits by the wall, a hand’s-breadth from her, and is no longer crying, and looks at the floor.

Her father does not know what he did wrong. Mine can see it in him. He sits there and searches, inside himself, the way a man searches a pocket in which something ought to be, and does not find it, because it is not there. He pulled the boy toward him because the boy did not come. He shook him because he did not understand. He did it the way it is done. He did nothing differently than usual.

And Mine does not know either.

She knows only that Karl has been different since Wednesday. That he no longer climbs into her lap. That he no longer cries at night—her mother said so, on Friday, in a voice that was proud and something else besides: You see, since Wednesday he sleeps through. That he keeps a hand’s-breadth of distance, in the bed, on the bench, everywhere, as if the hand’s-breadth were something he had learned. That his face is calm in a way that is not peace.

She does not know what the book said. She heard it, but she does not know it, the way you do not know something you cannot put together. She knows only: There was a boy who climbed onto her, and now there is one who sits by the wall, and between them lies a night in which no one came, and a hand’s-breadth that is cold, and a father who looks at his hands and does not know why.

In the evening, when Karl is asleep—alone, in his part of the bed, without pushing against her—Mine lays her hand on his back. Carefully. He does not wake up. He does not move toward her, as he would have. He lies there.

She leaves her hand there until her arm goes numb. It changes nothing. She does it anyway, every night she has left before she gets up at four. It is the only thing she has. It is not enough, and she knows it, and she does it.




B · What Actually Happened Here


1. What Is Invented

Wilhelmine, August, Lisette, Karl, the foreman Hermann, the boy from the crossroads: invented. The mine has no name and neither has the town with the factory; the Ruhr of 1858 had both in sufficient number, and the textile towns at the edge of the coalfield—on the Ruhr itself, on the Wupper—lay near enough to the pitheads that a child from a colony could walk there in an hour.1

The colony is not invented. The first company housing estates of the Ruhr coal industry arose in the 1840s, and in the fifties they became the rule: terraced houses built by the company, rented to miners, with the company store at the corner and the company school at the end of the street.2 Whoever lived in the colony had the employer as landlord, as shopkeeper, and as school board. Whoever lost the job lost the house. That is not spoken in Part A, because Mine does not speak it; it is the ground on which everything stands.

The boarder is not invented. Miners’ households took in unmarried colleagues for pay—board and lodging, often a bed in the children’s room—because the rent could not otherwise be met and because the stream of young men from the Sauerland, from Hesse, later from the East, was larger than the housing. Klaus Tenfelde has the figures: In some colonies every second household kept a boarder.3 That one of them was a foreman, could read, and owned books is a setting; that foremen were the only stratum in the coalfield that came from the workforce and could read is not.

The factory is not invented, and neither is the law—but here something the overseer says in Part A has to be corrected, and it should be done in the open. The Prussian Regulation on the Employment of Young Workers in Factories of 1839 prohibited the labor of children under nine and limited the working hours of nine- to sixteen-year-olds to ten.4 In 1853 it was tightened: children under ten could no longer work in factories, and from July 1855 none under twelve; twelve- to fourteen-year-olds no more than six hours; and for three administrative districts—among them Arnsberg, to which the eastern coalfield belonged—factory inspectors were appointed.5 Under the law in force when she started, Mine should not have started at nine, and at twelve she should not have stood more than six hours.

She stood twelve. That is no invention. It is the documented condition: three inspectors for all of Prussia, employers who did not demand proof of age, parents who reported their children’s ages as needed, and a rhetoric of evasion that stands in the inspectors’ reports of the period almost word for word as the overseer speaks it in Part A: the claim that the law applies to others, that the child is older, that the extra hours are voluntary.6 The overseer errs in the detail and hits the practice. The chapter lets him talk so because that is how it was talked.

And the book. Daniel Gottlob Moritz Schreber’s Kallipädie, or Education to Beauty appeared in 1858 in Leipzig.7 That a mine foreman bought it in November of the same year in a town on the Ruhr is tight. Not impossible—books traveled by rail in 1858—but tight, and it should be said. What Hermann reads aloud is a paraphrase, not a quotation. The original is in Section 2.

Little Hans’s fever in Chapter 3 was statistics. Karl’s night is too, in another sense: There is no source for it, because no one wrote down the nights in which a child stopped calling. There is an entire literature that recommended exactly that. It is the subject of this chapter.



2. The Doctrine in Pure Form

In Chapter 3 it was an attitude. A grandmother said at a fever bed that too much comfort makes soft, and meant it well. There were writings that counseled discipline, and sermons that taught obedience as virtue, and a mother who therefore held in secret.

In 1858 it is a method. With age range, rationale, criterion of success, and publisher.

It should be quoted once here, because the register belongs to the matter and because what Hermann reads aloud sounds more sober in the original and is therefore worse:


“Once one is satisfied that there is no real need, no troublesome or painful condition, no illness, one may be sure that the crying is merely the expression of a mood, a whim, the first appearance of self-will. One may no longer, as at first, simply wait; one must now meet it in a somewhat more positive way: by quickly diverting the attention, by stern words, threatening gestures, knocking on the bed […] or, if all this does not help, by physically perceptible admonitions—suitably mild, of course, but repeated persistently at short intervals until the child calms down or falls asleep. […] In this way the child receives […] the impression of dependence on the outside, and learns, or rather grows used to—submitting. […] Such a procedure is necessary only once or at most twice, and—one is master of the child for ever.”8



Schreber was no outsider. He was a physician in Leipzig, director of an orthopedic institute, author of gymnastics manuals that reached print runs in the tens of thousands, a man of progress who wanted children healthy, strong, and upright—in body and in character. The allotment gardens that Germans to this day call Schrebergärten carry his name, though he did not invent them; they were founded after his death by an association that invoked him.9 He wanted the best. That is where one has to start if one wants to understand how this doctrine came into parlors like Lisette’s.

What he taught can be put in a few sentences, and anyone who has read Chapter 5 already knows them: The child comes into the world with a will that is raw and aimed at its surroundings. Give way to it, and it becomes the master. The infant’s crying is—if not hunger or illness—the first expression of this will, and the first task of upbringing is to break it: by non-attention, and if that does not suffice, by correction that is felt but not cruel, as early as possible, before the child remembers. A child that has learned in the first year that its will must yield is formed for life. A child that was indulged is spoiled, and can later be recovered only with effort.

The English-speaking reader should not take this for a German invention, and it is worth a paragraph to say so, because the same doctrine arrived in America seventy years later with a scientific pedigree. John B. Watson, the founder of behaviorism, published Psychological Care of Infant and Child in 1928, and its advice is Schreber’s without the rod and with the laboratory: Never hug and kiss your children. Never let them sit in your lap. Shake hands with them in the morning. Treat them as young adults. Watson warned of “the dangers of too much mother love,” and his book sold in the tens of thousands and shaped a generation of American child-rearing before Spock displaced it in 1946.10 The doctrine was not German. What was German was the distribution—and the fact that it was still being sold in 1987. Chapter 5 has already made that point; it should stand here too, because Chapter 4 is where the doctrine gets its method.

Katharina Rutschky published in 1977 a collection of such texts—educational writings from the eighteenth into the twentieth century, hundreds of pages, arranged by theme—and gave it a name that has stuck: Schwarze Pädagogik, black pedagogy.11 Whoever reads the collection recognizes that Schreber was not the inventor but a representative. The idea that the child’s will is an enemy to be defeated early runs through two hundred years of German educational literature, from the Pietist tracts of the eighteenth century through the Enlightenment pedagogues into the manuals of the Kaiser’s era. The instruments change—rod, deprivation, shaming, isolation, non-attention—the aim remains.

And here something should be said that Rutschky did not say in these words and that makes the difference between this book and an indictment.

Black pedagogy is not cruelty. It is manufacture. Its object is a human being who is to have certain properties: Punctuality. Compliance. The ability to carry out an instruction he does not understand. The ability to stand twelve hours at a frame without anything in him rising against it. Flatness of affect, so that what he sees does not trouble him. Obedience toward people he does not know, because they wear a waistcoat. That is no picture of humanity that Schreber invented. It is the profile the factory needed, and the barracks, and the administration. And it is the profile black pedagogy delivers, with a precision one can only call fit.

The chapter claims no conspiracy. Schreber did not write for the textile industry; he wrote for mothers he thought too soft, out of conviction. But an order that rewards compliance—with a job, a house in the colony, a promotion to foreman—produces manuals that teach compliance, and parents who buy them because they love their children and want them to survive in this order. Hermann does not read aloud because he is cruel. He reads aloud because he has risen and knows by what. Lisette listens because she does not sleep and sews until her fingers bleed, and because someone tells her that what she did from the gut harms the child—and because she cannot believe that a printed book, written by a doctor and costing that much, knows less than her gut.

In Chapter 3 it stood: The doctrine is aimed against the need, and the doctrine wins because it passes itself off as care. In Chapter 4 the doctrine has a publisher.



3. What It Does to a Child—the Research from 1858 to Today

Schreber had a theory about what happens in Karl when no one comes: The will grasps that it must yield, and yields, and the child becomes quiet because it has learned to submit. Lisette says it at the end of the night: It works.

It works. The question is what.

The answer took a hundred years, and it should be given here at greater length than in the chapters before, because this chapter is where attachment research first meets the chain at full force. What Chapter 5 describes as lag—the knowledge that was there and did not arrive—arises here.

What Karl learns. John Bowlby and Mary Ainsworth, whose work Chapter 5 tells in detail, showed from the 1950s on that a child builds, from the way its signals are answered, a model of the world: whether people come when one calls; whether calling is worth it; whether one is someone people come for.12 A child whose calls are reliably answered builds a model in which it is safe to show oneself—and it shows itself, demands, explores, returns. A child whose calls are systematically unanswered builds another. It does not learn that it can cope alone. It learns that showing achieves nothing. And it stops showing itself—not because the need is gone, but because showing costs strength it does not have and brings disappointment it cannot bear.

Ainsworth called the pattern avoidant, and she described how it looks: calm. Children with this pattern do not protest when the mother leaves and do not run to her when she returns. They go on playing. They keep their distance. They look as though they needed no one. Ainsworth measured their heart rate and found that in the separation it was as high as in the children who screamed.13 The body was in distress. It simply no longer showed it, because it had learned that showing achieves nothing.

Karl’s hand’s-breadth in the bed is this pattern, on the morning after the night in which it arose. He sits on the bench, not on Mine. He edges away when his father holds something out to him. His face is calm in a way that is not peace. Lisette sees a child who sleeps through the night and is proud. Ainsworth would have seen a child who has stopped hoping.

Mary Main and Judith Solomon described in the 1980s a fourth pattern, which appears when the caregiver not only fails to come but is herself the source of fear—when the same hand that holds also shakes.14 They called it disorganized: children who run toward the mother and freeze mid-run, who turn away and cling at once, whose bodies receive two commands and can execute neither. The Sunday in Part A—the father’s hand gripping the same place as the overseer’s—is the scene from which this pattern grows. The chapter does not claim that Karl develops it. It shows the condition.

What happens in Karl’s brain. Bruce Perry, a child psychiatrist, developed over decades of clinical work with children who were neglected or abused early a model that explains why the first year cannot be made up.15 The brain, Perry says, develops from the bottom up and in sequence: first the regions that regulate breath, heartbeat, arousal, then those that carry feeling and attachment, then those that think. Each level builds on the one below, and each has a window in which it is formed. An infant that falls into distress and is soothed—from outside, by a body that holds it—learns in that window how soothing goes; its nervous system practices it, with help, a thousand times, until it can do it itself. An infant that falls into distress and is not soothed practices something else: that the distress stays until the body shuts it off. It does not learn to calm itself. It learns to freeze.

That is the point at which Schreber’s theory and the research stand exactly opposed. Schreber said: The child that stops crying has learned to govern itself. Perry says: The child that stops crying has found its emergency switch. It has not learned to regulate the storm. It has learned not to feel it anymore. And a nervous system that learns that in the first year does not have the tool later, when it would need to regulate—in anger, in fear, in closeness. It can only do what it practiced.

What happens in Karl’s body. Robert Sapolsky, quoted briefly in Chapter 1, should stand here at greater length, because this chapter is the place.16 The body has a system for danger—adrenal glands, pituitary, a hormone called cortisol—that ramps up in seconds and back down in minutes once the danger has passed. It is built for lions. It is not built to run for a night, nor to run every night, nor to become the default setting in the first year of life. When it does that—when a child is chronically in alarm because no one comes—what the body takes for normal changes. The axis resets: higher, more sensitive, slower to come down. And that has consequences one can measure, decades later: in the immune system, in memory, in metabolism, in the capacity to hold an impulse. The large studies on this—above all the American investigation of adverse childhood experiences from the 1990s—show a link between what a child lives through in its first years and what it falls ill with at fifty that is so strong it was at first taken for an error.17

Bessel van der Kolk coined the phrase for it that Chapter 5 will echo: The body keeps the score.18 Karl will not remember the night. He is six, and one does not remember nights. His body will keep it, in the setting of his axis, in the hand’s-breadth he holds, in the calm that is not peace. And he will pass it on—not as memory, as setting.

The caveat. Everything here is research of the twentieth century, on children of the twentieth century, projected onto a year in which no one measured heart rates. The chapter says so because it belongs. The mechanisms—that an infant builds a world model from answer, that the brain matures in sequence, that the stress axis sets itself—are not bound to a period; they describe how a human child is built, in 1858 as in 1958. The magnitudes are estimate. How many children in the colonies of the coalfield had a night like Karl’s, no one knows. That the doctrine recommended it, one does.



4. Alice Miller’s Thesis, with Caution

In 1980 the psychoanalyst Alice Miller published a book that read Rutschky’s collection and drew a conclusion Rutschky had not drawn.19 It ran: A generation raised this way—with the broken will as goal, non-attention as method, obedience to the stronger as virtue—produces adults who hold obedience to the stronger to be right, who do not feel their own distress and therefore do not see others’, and who are prepared to do the unthinkable when someone in a waistcoat orders it. Miller wrote about the generation that was adult in 1933. She named Schreber by name.

And she had a witness who must be named, because he belongs to the story. Schreber’s son Daniel Paul, born in 1842, became a judge, fell ill at forty with a psychosis, spent years in asylums, and wrote in 1903 an account of his delusional world that is among the most famous documents in the history of psychiatry: Sigmund Freud analyzed it in 1911, without mentioning the father.20 Only in 1959 did the psychoanalyst William Niederland lay the father’s educational writings next to the son’s delusions and find that the apparatuses by which the son was tormented resembled the orthopedic devices the father designed for children, and that the voices that commanded him spoke as the father wrote.21 Morton Schatzman made a book of it in 1973.22

The chapter takes this story for what it is: a case, not a proof. A son who goes mad does not prove that a method harms; sons go mad without a method too. But he is an indication that the man who told millions of parents how to form children formed at least one so, and that the result is in the files.

And Miller’s large thesis—that black pedagogy was the seedbed for what came in 1933—the chapter takes as plausible, not proven. There is no way to test it; one cannot raise a generation differently and see whether it votes differently. There are objections: Other countries had similar manuals and other histories—Watson’s America among them; Germany also had a lost war, an inflation, a world depression, and each of these is a sufficient explanation for much. Upbringing is a channel, not the only one. But it is a channel that in 1858 was filled with a publisher’s program, and the children who went through it were men in 1914 and fathers in 1933. The chapter does not say that they therefore did what they did. It says that they had learned to be able to. Chapter 5 begins here.



5. The Empty Cradle as Economic Effect

There is a sentence in Part A that stands in passing and is not in passing: No one has ever been able to come along, and so no one misses it.

In Chapter 1 twelve people held a child because someone was always free. In Chapter 2 a fifteen-year-old held her sister at the loom because the mother was counted behind the wall. In Chapter 3 a grandmother held the child because she was too old for the field—one person, the remnant of the cradle. In Chapter 4 no one is there.

The father is underground at three and in bed at eight. The mother is sewing when Mine gets up and sewing when Mine comes home. The grandmother stayed in the Sauerland, in the village, with the farm that no longer exists. The neighborhood is a colony in which everyone gets up at three. Mine is twelve hours in the factory. Karl is six and alone, and when he screams when his mother goes to the store, she calls it clinging.

One must see that this is no accident and no malice. It is an effect, and it has four causes, all of which come from the pattern of Chapter 1.

The family is loosed from the land. The peasant emancipation of the early nineteenth century made free farmers of dependents—and of many free farmers landless men, because freedom was bought with redemption payments that small farms could not raise.23 August’s father lost the farm or gave it up; August went to the coalfield, where men were wanted. That is the land that in Chapter 3 belonged to the lord and in Chapter 4 to the creditor, and then to no one who tilled it.

Work is separated from the house. Konrad went to the lord’s field and came home at midday. August goes down at three and comes up at six, and in between he is unreachable, invisible, not there. Lisette sews at home, but she sews for a man in town, by the piece, and the piece does not wait. The factory has taken the place of work out of the house, and what stays in the house is organized to the factory’s beat.

Time is sold. A twelve-hour day is not merely long. It is the time that before—for the peasant, for Ani—belonged to the child or at least took place beside it. It was bought, for wages, and the wages are the rent in the colony, and the rent belongs to the one to whom the time belongs. The cradle is not empty because no one loves the child. It is empty because the time that filled it was sold to keep the roof under which it stands.

The neighborhood is replaced. The village in Chapter 3 had a church, a wayside shrine, a tithe collector one knew, and thirty families that had lived side by side for generations. The colony has a company store, a company school, and thirty families that came five years ago from four different regions and get up at three. There is no aunt. There is no one who has always been with the children, because there is no always.

Klaus Tenfelde wrote the social history of the Ruhr miners, and he shows how out of these four conditions a way of life arose that held for generations and was later called typical: the colony, the boarder, the mother who holds everything, the father who exists on Sunday, the children who go early.24 It was not wanted. It was what remained when one loosed people from the land, took work out of the house, bought time, and replaced neighborhood with company housing.

And into this cradle, which is empty, comes a book that says emptiness is good for the child.

That is the fit Section 2 spoke of, in its ugliest form. Not that the factory ordered the doctrine. But that the doctrine justifies exactly what the factory compels anyway: that no one comes. Lisette does not go into the room because the book says so. But she could not always go, because she sews, and August could not, because he has to be up at three, and Mine could not, because she has to be up at four. The book takes their shame away. It says: You are doing right when you do not come. It turns a predicament into a method.

In Chapter 6 a phone will light up on a breakfast table, and a woman will say mm-hm while her child tells about the dog, and the chapter will call that precarity. It is the same effect. The time that fills the cradle belongs to someone else, and the someone does not wait.



What She Hands Down

Mine hands down—not to a daughter, for this book does not know her line, but to the century—an order in which the employer is landlord, shopkeeper, and teacher; in which a law holds that three men enforce; in which the parents’ time is bought and the cradle therefore empty.

She hands down a brother whose stress axis was brought, in one night in November, to a setting he will keep. Karl is six in 1858. He will be sixty-two in 1914, old enough to have sons who go to war, and grandsons who are adult in 1933. The chapter does not claim what becomes of him. It claims what he learned in the night, and that one passes that on—not as memory, as setting, as a hand’s-breadth one keeps, as a grip one knows.

And she hands down a doctrine in print, with publisher and price, that defines care as weakness and declares the emptiness of the cradle a method. The gesture has become a grip. It is the same place as always. The hand is another. Mine saw it, one Sunday, and did not get it into words, and lays her hand every night on the back of her brother, who no longer turns toward her.

It is not enough. She knows it. She does it.



Register Thesis 04

The spread of explicit will-breaking pedagogy in the German-speaking lands—manuals that recommend systematic non-attention to the child’s signals and early discipline as method—correlates in time and region with the transition to factory labor and industrial wage work, and does not precede it.

Maturity: supported. Rutschky’s corpus shows the doctrine’s densification in the nineteenth century; publishing history shows its print runs; social history shows industrialization. The temporal correlation is documented. The regional one—that the doctrine was more densely distributed in industrialized regions than in agrarian ones—is inference and has not been systematically tested. The doctrine’s forerunner in Pietist writings of the eighteenth century is an objection the thesis must bear: The attitude was there earlier; the method, with publisher, print run, and age range, was not.

What would falsify it: A comparison of the distribution of will-breaking manuals (print runs, library holdings, reviews, citations in sermons and school texts) between industrialized and agrarian German-speaking regions in the period 1840–1890 shows no higher density in the industrialized regions—or shows that the doctrine’s densification preceded industrialization by more than a generation.
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Interlude · Four generations

Four generations.

Karl has grown old. He had sons who went to a war, and grandsons who went to the next one, and what he learned in one night in November he did not tell, because one does not tell what one does not know. He passed it on the way one passes on a setting: in the hand’s-breadth he kept, in the calm that was not peace.

The colony is bombed. The factory is bombed. The fathers are in captivity or under a cross or in a doorway they look through. The mothers have no time. The country has done something it will not speak of, and the children who are eight now will learn not to ask.

And the book is still there. It has a different title and the same sentences. It is banned and printed again and stands on shelves where grandmothers will find it, to give to their daughters.

The hand is missing. A girl holds hers out to a father, and nothing comes.




05 — HILDE

Generation 498


A · Two Days


I. 1946


The Cellar

The stairs have eleven steps, and the last three are wood that gives. Hilde knows them in the dark. She is eight and has gone down the stairs alone since winter, because her mother said she was big enough, and because her mother is not home in the afternoon.

Down here it smells of earth and of what potatoes do when you leave them too long. She has a candle she does not light, because candles count. She goes with her hand on the wall to the crate and reaches in and sorts with her fingers: the soft ones to the left, the ones with eyes into her apron, the good ones back. The soft ones are good too. You cut the soft part away.

Four potatoes. Her mother said four, and Hilde takes four, though she can count to five and though the crate, when she runs her hand across it, is still full to the second slat. She takes four because four was said.

Upstairs the kitchen is cold. The stove has been out since her mother left, and Hilde does not light it, because wood counts. She sits down at the table, puts the potatoes in the bowl, arranges them, largest first. Then she sits. Outside it is getting dark, the way it gets dark in October, early and without transition. She waits for the sound of the front door.

When it comes, it is later than usual. Her mother has a bag with something in it that is not potatoes, and she sets it on the table without a word and takes off the jacket, which is a man’s jacket, and lights the stove. Hilde watches. One does not ask what is in the bag. One does not ask where her mother was. Hilde did not learn this like a rule. She learned it the way you learn that the stove is hot.

In the bag is a piece of bacon, in newspaper, and half a loaf of bread. Her mother cuts the bacon into cubes so small that Hilde can count them and puts them in the pan, and the smell is such that Hilde feels something in her belly that is worse than hunger, because it knows that something is about to come.

“Did you peel the potatoes?”

“No.”

“Then do it.”

Hilde peels. She peels thin, because thin was said, at some point, and because the thin part gets cooked too. Her mother stands at the stove and looks into the pan, and her face is the face she has when she has been somewhere Hilde may not ask about, and her hands do not tremble, but they are very still, as still as hands are that someone is holding.

Then Hilde asks anyway.

She does not ask about the bag. She asks about something she has had in her mouth for days, since the neighbor across the street came back, since she saw his children standing in the street and him coming up it. She asks: “Is Papa coming too?”

Her mother does not turn around. The bacon crackles. For a moment it is quiet, so quiet that Hilde hears the clock, which is not a clock, because the clock is gone, but the clock inside her that counts.

Then it begins. It begins in Hilde’s chest and rises into her throat and then it is in her face, and she can do nothing against it, it comes, it comes like something that has waited a long time, and she makes the first sound—

“Hush now.”

Her mother said it quietly. Not angrily. She still has not turned around. But there is something in the sentence that Hilde understands, though she is eight, and that she could only put into words at forty, if she still wanted to by then: If you start, I will start too. And then there will be no one left to turn the bacon.

Hilde stops. She stops in the middle of the sound, the way you hold a door shut that someone is pushing against. She goes on peeling. The knife is steady. She has learned, like her mother, that hands can be steady if someone holds them.

They eat. The bacon is the best thing Hilde has eaten this year. She does not say so. Her mother says, “Eat slowly.” Hilde eats slowly. Afterward she clears the table without being told, and her mother sits at the table and looks at her hands, and Hilde sees that her mother has something on her face that is wet, and looks away, because one does not see that. She has learned that too. One looks away. It is the way, in this house, that you put your arms around someone.



The Neighbor

His name is Mr. Kraus, and he came back on Tuesday, and Hilde saw it because she was standing at the window, the way she often stands at the window.

He came up the street with a sack over his shoulder and a cap that was too big, and he walked as if his legs were made of something other than legs. He was thin in a way Hilde had never seen, not thin like hungry but thin like a tree in winter, as if everything not strictly necessary had been taken away. His children were standing in front of the house. The boy was ten, the girl was Hilde’s age. Her name was Renate. They had not recognized him, you could see that, and then they had recognized him, and then they stood there.

Mrs. Kraus came out of the house and walked toward him and stopped a meter in front of him and said something Hilde could not hear. He nodded. She took the sack from him. Then they went into the house, he first, then she, then the children, and the door closed.

That was Tuesday. Today is Friday, and Hilde has seen him three times, and he has not yet said a word she could have heard, and he looks as though he does not say any inside either.

In the afternoon she is with Renate in the yard between the houses. They are playing something that is not a game but only a reason to be outside: They collect stones of a certain color and lay them in a row. Renate does not talk much. She never talked much, but now she talks even less, and Hilde does not ask, because one does not ask.

Then Renate says, without anyone having asked: “He’s back.”

“Yes.”

“He sleeps in the living room.”

Hilde nods. She does not know what that means, but she nods, because Renate said it like something that means something.

“Mama says we should leave him alone.”

“Yes.”

They lay stones. After a while the back door of the Kraus house opens, and he comes out. He is not wearing the cap. His hair is short and gray at the sides, though he is not old, and he stands in the doorway and looks at the yard without his gaze landing anywhere. He does not look at the girls. He does not look away from the girls. He looks.

Renate stands up. She brushes her hands on her apron and goes to him, slowly, the way you approach an animal you do not know will run. Hilde stays with the stones and watches.

Renate stops in front of him. She comes up to his chest. She says: “Papa.”

He looks at the yard.

Renate raises her hand. She raises it slowly, palm up, the way you give someone your hand, a little like in church when you are given something. She holds it out to him. She holds it between herself and him, in the air, in the half meter that is there.

He does not notice.

He does not notice that she is there. His gaze goes over her to the yard, to the stones, to Hilde, without seeing Hilde, to the wall of the next house, to nothing. He breathes. He stands. He is there in a way that is worse than not being there, because with someone who is not there you can at least reckon.

Renate holds her hand out. She holds it so long that Hilde forgets the stones. Then she lowers it, slowly, as she raised it, and puts it in her apron pocket, and turns around, and comes back to the stones, and sits down, and lays a stone at the end of the row.

She says nothing. Hilde says nothing. Mr. Kraus stands in the doorway a while longer and then goes back inside.

Hilde thinks about the hand that night. She thinks about how it hung in the air, and that she has never seen someone hold out a hand and nothing come. She thinks that she will not do that. She does not think it in words. She thinks it like something you lay down in the body so that it stays there.



The School

Mr. Lindemann is old. He was already a teacher when Hilde’s mother went to school, and then he was not one anymore, for reasons the grown-ups speak of in a certain voice, and now he is one again, because the others are gone. He has glasses with a crack in the left lens that he has mended with tape, and he looks through the right one.

The school is two classrooms in a house that is not a schoolhouse, because the schoolhouse is now something else. There are sixteen children from six to eleven, and there are four books, and Mr. Lindemann writes on the blackboard what is in the books, and the children copy it, on paper that is used on both sides and then once more crosswise.

Hilde likes him. She does not like him the way you like someone who is nice. He is not nice. He is strict in a way that has no anger in it: He says what he wants, once, and then he waits, and if it does not come, he says it again, just as loud. He does not hit. He has a stick that stands next to the blackboard, and in the three months Hilde has known him he has not once picked it up, and Hilde has understood that the stick stands there because it always stood there, and not because it is needed.

She likes him because he is there every day. Because he starts at eight and stops at twelve. Because you know what is coming.

Today is arithmetic. He has written on the board: A family has 12 potatoes. There are 4 of them. How many does each get? The little ones count on their fingers. The big ones write. Hilde writes: 3. Then she sits. Then she writes underneath, small: If everyone gets the same.

Mr. Lindemann walks the rows. He looks at the sheets, says nothing, moves on. At Hilde he stops. He looks through the right lens at the sheet, for a long time. Hilde feels her face grow hot and puts her hand over the second sentence, but it is too late, he has read it.

“Take your hand away.”

She takes her hand away.

He looks at the sheet once more. Then he looks at her, through the right lens, and in his face there is nothing she can read.

Then he lays his hand on her shoulder. Briefly. The hand is heavy and dry and rests for one moment, two, three, and then it is gone, and he moves on to the next child and says to the next child, “And you? Twelve divided by four?”

Hilde sits. The shoulder is warm where the hand was. She sits very still, so that it stays.

She has touched no one this year and been touched by no one, except when her mother combs her hair, and that does not count, because that is combing. The hand on the shoulder was the first hand that did not do something. It only rested.

It came from an old man with mended glasses whom a child may not touch, because he is the teacher, and who should not have touched her, because one does not do that, and it is the only touch from this year that Hilde will remember. She will remember it when she is eighty-two and sitting in an apartment where a book stands on the shelf that she has not opened in fifty years. She will not know why she remembers it. She will think: Lindemann. The one with the glasses. And then she will think of something else.




II. 1965


The Book

The apartment has three rooms and a balcony, and on the balcony stands a baby carriage that Werner’s mother gave them and that is too big for the balcony, so that you have to squeeze past it to hang the laundry. Hilde has squeezed past it so often in three months that she could do it in her sleep. She does many things in her sleep.

Karin is three months and eleven days old. She lies in the nursery, which is a nursery, with wallpaper with ducks that Werner hung, and a wooden crib painted white, and a door that can be shut. She has lain there since the fourth day. On the fourth day Werner’s mother said the child belonged in a room of her own, and Werner said his mother would know, she had had three, and Hilde laid the child in the nursery and shut the door and stood in the kitchen and waited until the crying stopped, and it stopped, after a length of time she did not measure, because she did not want to look at the clock.

Now it is afternoon, half past three, and her mother is here.

Grete comes once a month by train, since Karin. She is fifty-three and looks sixty and is the way she has always been: She sits straight, she drinks her coffee black, she looks around the apartment without saying anything, and in the not-saying is a test that Hilde has passed or not passed, and she never learns which.

She has brought something. It lies next to her cup, in brown paper, and Hilde saw it when Grete took it out of her bag, and did not ask.

“I bought you something,” says Grete. She pushes it across the table. Hilde opens the paper. It is a book, thick, with a pale cover, and on the cover is a title Hilde knows, because she has seen the book once before, on a different shelf, in a different house, twenty years ago, with a different word in the title that is not there anymore.

“I had this too,” says Grete. “With you. It’s a new edition, but it’s the same. I’ve already read it through.” She opens it without turning it toward Hilde, and Hilde sees that pages have been worked over in pencil—underlinings, marks in the margin, here and there a word. “So you’ll find the important passages. You don’t have time to read all of it.”

Hilde says: “Thank you.”

From the nursery comes a sound.

It is the first sound. Hilde knows the sequence. The first is a question-sound, high and short. Then comes a pause. Then comes the second, longer. Then comes what is crying.

Grete has heard the sound too. She does not look toward the door. She looks at Hilde.

The second sound comes. Hilde feels her body wanting to stand up. It is not a thought, it is the body: The legs want to, the arms want to, something in the chest pulls toward the door like on a thread. She has her hands on the table. She sees that the hands are pressing flat against the wood, the way you press them flat when you want to prevent them from doing something.

“She was just fed,” says Hilde. She does not know why she says it. It is an answer to a question no one has asked.

Grete nods. Then she pulls the book back toward her, turns pages, finds one, and turns the book toward Hilde and pushes it across, open, and lays her finger on a passage that is underlined twice.

Hilde reads. She reads about a child who must learn that it is not the center. About crying that is not a reason. About a mother who runs at every sound and thereby raises herself something for which a word stands that is underlined twice. In the margin, in pencil, very small, in Grete’s handwriting, which Hilde knows from shopping lists: correct. Or important. You cannot quite read it. It is the same thing.

The crying in the nursery is now crying.

“That’s how I did it with you,” says Grete. She does not say it harshly. She says it the way you say it has rained. “Exactly like that. And look how you turned out.”

Hilde sits.

She does not sit because she thinks the book is right. She has had a thought in these three months, several times, at night, which she has told no one, not even Werner, because one does not say such thoughts: that it cannot be true. That a child who calls would not call if it needed nothing. That she herself, when she calls—but she does not call, she has never called, that is what Grete means when she says that she turned out well.

She sits because her mother is sitting at the table.

She sits because she is twenty-seven and has never, not once, told her mother to her face that she sees something differently. She does not know how that is done. It is not that she does not dare. It is that the movement is not there, the way it is with someone whose arm was tied down as a child and who does not raise it as an adult, not because he may not, but because the arm does not know.

The child cries. Grete drinks coffee. Hilde sits with her hands on the table and the book in front of her and the pencil word in the margin, and at some point, she does not know when, the crying grows thinner and then it stops.

“You see,” says Grete.

Hilde sees.



The Night

Werner is asleep. Werner is always asleep, since Karin, the way he has always slept; he said he has to be up at six, and that is true, and Hilde never expected otherwise. He lies on his side, with his back to her, and breathes evenly, and she lies on her back and listens.

It is ten past one. She knows because the alarm clock glows.

Karin started at half past twelve. First the question-sound. Then the pause. Then the second. Then the crying. It has been crying now for forty minutes, with pauses in which Hilde thinks each time, now it is over, and then it starts again, thinner, hoarser, and Hilde lies with her hands at her sides and keeps them there.

She is holding her own arm. She notices it only after a while: Her right hand has gripped her left upper arm and is holding it, so tightly that there will be a bruise tomorrow, and she holds it because the arm wants to go to the door, and because the book lies on the nightstand where Grete put it before she left for the train, and because on the book, in pencil, it says correct.

She knows the feeling that is in her now, and she has a word for it that she does not say aloud to herself: It is weakness. The need to go is weakness. She did not get that from the book. She had that before the book came. The book only said that she was right.

The child cries.

And somewhere, beneath the word weakness, beneath the grip on her arm, lies something else that has no word, and that she has felt every night since the fourth day and does not look at. It is a knowing. It knows that Karin is not learning to be alone. It knows what she is learning. It knows because Hilde learned it herself, in a house with a potato crate and a stove where a woman stood and did not turn around.

She does not look at it. She holds her arm.

At twenty past one the crying becomes something that is no longer crying. It is a sound that comes at intervals, like a breathing that does not yet know it may stop. Then it comes less often. Then it does not come anymore.

It is quiet.

Hilde lets go of her arm. She lies on her back, eyes open, and the place on her arm throbs, and the silence in the nursery is so large that she can hear it.

Her mother would have said now: You see. A hundred years ago a woman in a bedroom in the Ruhr would have said: It works. Hilde knows nothing of that woman. She says nothing. She does not say it works, she does not say you see, she says not a word, not aloud, not inside. She lies and knows that she has let her child cry until it stopped, and that it did not stop because it learned something. It stopped because it could not go on.

She sleeps at some point. The alarm clock says six, and Werner gets up, and she gets up, and the bruise on her arm is there.



The Morning

She goes into the nursery when it is time. She has not opened the book, but she knows what is in it: There are times. Half past six is a time.

She opens the door. The light comes through the curtains with the ducks, and Karin lies on her back and is awake. Her eyes are open. She is not crying. Since the fourth day she has begun not to cry in the morning, and Werner’s mother said that was a good child, and Hilde nodded.

She goes to the crib. She bends down. She lifts the child, with both hands, under the arms, and raises her to her chest, the way you lift her to carry her to the changing table.

Karin looks at her.

She looks at her without smiling. She is three months and twelve days old, and two weeks ago she began to smile when Hilde came into the room, and Hilde noted that, because it was the first thing Karin did, and now she looks at Hilde, with the face that cried in the night, and does not smile. She looks. The way a man in a doorway looked at a yard, twenty years ago, and a girl held out her hand to him.

But it is reversed. It is Hilde who is standing in the doorway. It is Karin who no longer raises her hand.

Hilde holds the child. She stands in the middle of the room, between crib and changing table, and holds her, and in her is the word weakness and beneath it the knowing and beneath that something older than both that needs no permission.

She puts her hand on the back of Karin’s neck.

She puts it where the hair is thin and the head still warm from the pillow, and she holds the head, and she holds the child against her, not the way you carry her to the changing table, but the way you hold something you do not want to let go of. She holds for a long time. She holds so long that it is no longer time but something else, and Karin lies against her, and the small body grows heavy, and the child’s breath goes against her throat, and Hilde stands there.

She is ashamed.

She is so ashamed that her face burns, though no one is there, though Werner is out of the house, though Grete is sitting on a train two hundred kilometers away, though the door is shut. She is ashamed before the book on the nightstand. She is ashamed before a pencil word. She is ashamed before her mother and before her mother’s mother and before all the mothers in a line she does not know, who all say what Grete said: That’s how I did it with you.

And she does it anyway.

She holds the child with her hand on the back of her neck, against the book, against her mother, against the time, which is half past six and passing, and Karin lies against her and breathes and does not smile and does not cry and is simply there, against her, for the length of this minute.

It is a minute. Perhaps two. Then Hilde carries the child to the changing table and changes her, and then she feeds her, because it is time, and then she lays her back down, and then she goes into the kitchen and clears Werner’s breakfast plate and drinks the coffee, which has gone cold.

She tells no one. She will never tell anyone. She will not do it again tomorrow, or the day after, and in three days she will, in secret, with a burning face, and then not for a week.

She will not know it, but Karin will know it. Not with her head. Karin will stand at fifty on the phone, in an apartment full of boxes, and say to her own daughter: She never held me, and she will believe it, and it will be almost true. Almost. A minute will be missing, one Karin cannot remember, because at three months you remember nothing.

But the body keeps its own account. And somewhere in Karin’s body, beneath everything that Grete and Haarer and the silence laid into it, there will lie a minute in which a hand rested on the back of her neck and stayed. It will not be enough. It will be there.

The book stays on the nightstand until Hilde puts it on the shelf. She puts it in the second row, behind the others. She never opens it again. Nor does she throw it away. It is still standing there when she dies, with the price in marks on the first page and her mother’s pencil on page one hundred and three.





B · What Actually Happened Here


1. What Is Invented

Hilde, Grete, Werner, Karin: invented. The neighbor Kraus, his daughter Renate, the teacher Lindemann with the taped-up glasses: invented. The small town in Hesse has no name, because it could be any of them.

The cellar with the potato crate is not invented, and neither are the four potatoes. In the fall of 1946 the official ration in the American zone for what was called a normal consumer stood at roughly 1,500 calories a day, and what reached the shops fell short of that; the winter that followed entered memory as the hunger winter.1 What Grete has in the bag one does not ask about—bacon and half a loaf—comes from barter, from foraging trips into the countryside, from the black market, and that a war widow with an eight-year-old was not at home in the afternoon because she was out getting something is the rule, not the exception. The man’s jacket she wears is her husband’s.

The returning soldier who stands in the doorway and does not see his daughter is invented—and he is the best-documented figure in this chapter. Between 1945 and 1949 millions of German soldiers came home from captivity, a large share from the Soviet Union, after years of what was not, at the time, given a name. The historian Svenja Goltermann read the medical files of these men, the accounts of their wives, the reports of the psychiatrists responsible for them. What she found is the man in the doorway: people who were present without being present; who did not speak; who did not respond to affection, or responded with violence; and a society that had neither words nor jurisdiction for this, because the psychiatry of the day did not understand what these men showed as a consequence of what they had lived through but as the sign of a weakness that must have been there already.2 Renate’s hand hanging in the air is a scene that does not exist in Goltermann’s files, because no one asked the children. It is built from what the children said later, when they were old enough to be asked.

The teacher is invented, but the school is not: two rooms in a substitute building, four books for sixteen children, paper written on crosswise, an old man teaching again because the younger ones have been dismissed or have not come back. Denazification of the teaching profession in the American zone removed a large part of the staff at first and brought a large part of it back within a few years; Herr Lindemann stands for those who were already old enough and unburdened enough to be back first.3 What he does when he lays his hand on Hilde’s shoulder is invented. What it means is in Section 5.

The book Grete brings in 1965 is not invented. It is the book this chapter is built around. The passage she opens is not quoted verbatim in Part A but paraphrased in its register; the original is in Section 2. That Grete owned it already when Hilde was born, and that she buys the new edition, reads it through, marks it in pencil, and gives it to her daughter, is invented—and it is the constellation that occurs most often in the interviews with women born between 1930 and 1945: not the mother who reads the book, but the grandmother who brings it.4

And the minute in the nursery: invented. There is no source for Hilde’s hand. There are thousands of women who say in interviews that they did it in secret, against advice, with a bad conscience, and that they never told anyone. This chapter gives one of them a morning.



2. Schreber Without the Rod

Johanna Haarer, born in 1900, was a physician, a lung specialist. She had children of her own when, in 1934, she wrote a manual whose title contained the word German and which over the next eleven years became one of the most widely printed books of its kind, with the backing of the Reich Mothers’ Service, in whose courses it served as the textbook.5 After 1945 it was banned, like all writing of that provenance. In 1949 it reappeared, without the word in the title, without the chapters that could no longer be printed, otherwise unchanged. It stayed in print until 1987. Anyone who walked into a bookshop in a small German town in 1962 and asked for an infant-care manual was quite likely to be handed it; it stood next to Spock’s Baby and Child Care, available in German since 1958 and saying something different, and the shop assistant probably did not know that the two books contradicted each other.6

What was in it?

What it says can be stated in its own short words. In the 1962 edition crying is still exercise for the lungs or the first sign of defiance; the advice is to let the child cry (»Schreien lassen!«); picking it up and rocking it is called Affenliebe, a doting love that spoils; and the mother is told to stay strong (»bleib stark«).7 The tone is friendly throughout. That is the problem.

The instructions that run through the book can be summarized in a few sentences, and anyone who has read Chapter 4 will recognize in them the text of 1858. The infant belongs in a room of its own from the first days. It is fed by the clock, at four-hour intervals, and not in between, even if it cries. Crying for which no physical cause can be found—no hunger at feeding time, no wet diaper, no illness—is an expression of will, and one does not give way to will; one lets the child cry until it grasps that this achieves nothing. One does not pick it up when it demands it. One does not carry it about. One does not play with it when it insists but when the mother arranges it. One does not kiss it too much. One leaves it alone so that it learns to be alone. The aim is a child who learns early that it is not the center, and who therefore does not become a tyrant later.

Daniel Gottlob Moritz Schreber had written the same thing in 1858. The will of the infant is to be broken, in the first year of life, by consistently ignoring its crying and, if necessary, by physical correction, until the child submits to necessity. The structure is identical: There is a will, aimed at the mother; it is dangerous if indulged; one defeats it by not responding; the defeated child is the good child.

What Haarer changed is an instrument. Schreber had the rod. Haarer has the room, the clock, the door. The beating is gone. In its place stands absence. And that is why the book could sit on a shelf in 1962 where the Kallipädie could no longer have sat: It did not look like what it was. It looked like hygiene. The language was that of medicine—regularity, habituation, hardening—and the justification was the child’s health, and a mother who read it did not read break its will but do not be weak. She read what Hilde reads in bed in 1965 without opening the book: that the need to go is weakness.

This was not a German peculiarity, and the point deserves a paragraph, because the English-speaking reader will otherwise take it for one. In New Zealand, from 1907, the physician Truby King built a movement around what he called mothercraft: four-hourly feeding by the clock, no night feeds, no cuddling between feeds, fresh air and regularity, the infant trained like a garden. His Plunket Society reached most New Zealand mothers; his manual went through dozens of editions; his methods were taught in Britain into the 1950s through mothercraft training centers and health visitors, and a generation of British and Commonwealth children was raised by the clock.8 In the United States, John B. Watson’s Psychological Care of Infant and Child appeared in 1928 with the advice never to hug and kiss children, never to let them sit in one’s lap, to shake hands with them in the morning—the behaviorist version of the same doctrine, and Chapter 4 will come back to it.9 What distinguishes the German case is not the doctrine. It is the distribution: a state that made the book a textbook, and a postwar society that kept it in print for forty years without noticing what it was.

Sigrid Chamberlain published the first thorough analysis of Haarer’s text in 1997, and her thesis has met no serious contradiction in nearly thirty years.10 It runs: Haarer’s infant care is, instruction by instruction, the description of what attachment research knows as the production program for insecure attachment. An infant whose calls are systematically unanswered does not learn that it can cope alone. It learns that the person on whom it wholly depends does not come. It does not stop having needs. It stops showing them, because showing achieves nothing and costs strength it does not have. It builds from this an expectation it takes with it: that closeness is not something one applies for; that one does not ask; that quiet is the absence of an answer and not its consequence. Chamberlain calls the result what it is clinically: avoidant. Haarer called it well brought up. Grete calls it, in 1965, at the kitchen table: Look how you turned out.

It should be said explicitly what this chapter does not claim. It does not claim that Haarer’s book is the cause of what one observes in the generation of the war children. That generation had bombs, flight, hunger, dead and silent fathers, overwhelmed mothers—it would have had its patterns without a book. What the chapter claims is narrower: that the book legitimated the patterns. That it told a mother who did not go out of exhaustion that she was acting rightly. That it gave the grandmother, who could not go because of her own upbringing, an argument with which to keep her daughter in her chair. A book does not make a generation. But it can give a generation permission to stay as it has become—and it can pass that permission on, in a new edition, in pencil.



3. What Was Known at the Same Time

In 1945, the year Haarer’s book was banned, a psychoanalyst who had emigrated from Vienna, René Spitz, published in New York a study of infants in a foundling home.11 The children were fed, changed, medically cared for. They had no one of their own; one nurse was responsible for eight to twelve infants. Spitz described what he saw, and filmed it: children who at first cried and sought contact, then became apathetic, then stopped responding to people, then declined physically. He called it hospitalism. The mortality in his sample exceeded a third—among children who lacked nothing medically but someone.

In 1951 the English psychiatrist John Bowlby delivered to the World Health Organization a report it had commissioned because Europe was full of children without parents.12 Bowlby had read everything there was, Spitz included, and arrived at a sentence that was then considered radical: What an infant needs is a warm, continuous, dependable relationship with one person—and its absence damages not only the temperament but development itself. He did not yet call it attachment; the word came later. But he had the object.

In 1958 Harry Harlow in Wisconsin published the results of an experiment that is among the most famous in psychology.13 Infant rhesus monkeys, separated from their mothers, were given a choice between a wire figure with a bottle of milk attached and a wire figure covered in cloth, without milk. They drank at the one. They lived on the other. They clung to the cloth for hours and went to the wire only when hunger forced them, and came back. Food was not what it was about. Harlow called it love, without quotation marks, was attacked for it, and kept the word.

And from 1963 Mary Ainsworth, Bowlby’s collaborator, began going into family homes in Baltimore and watching.14 She sat for hours in living rooms and noted how mothers responded to their infants—fast or slow, aptly or not, at all or not. She followed the children into their second year. Then she placed them in a situation in which the mother left the room and returned, and watched what the children did. Some protested at the leaving and let themselves be comforted at the return. Some protested but could not be comforted, angry and clinging at once. And some—this is the finding that counts—seemed not to notice the leaving and not to notice the return. They went on playing. They did not look. Ainsworth called these children avoidant, and when she held the notes from the living rooms against them, she found what she had expected: They were the children of the mothers who had not come. Not out of malice. Out of principle, exhaustion, conviction, advice. The children had learned that looking achieves nothing, and had stopped looking. They looked calm. One could have taken them for well brought up.

All of this was on the table when Hilde sat at the kitchen table in 1965.

It was on the table in New York, in London, in Wisconsin, in Baltimore. It was in English, in journals, in a report of the World Health Organization, in a lecture series. Bowlby’s major work appeared in 1969 and in German in 1975. Ainsworth’s Baltimore study appeared as a book in 1978. Spitz’s findings were available in German in book form from 1967.15 In the hospitals it was parents who carried them in: in 1968 a parents’ initiative in Frankfurt founded the Aktionskomitee Kind im Krankenhaus, because mothers and fathers were not allowed to stay with their sick children.

Between the knowledge and the mother lay thirty years.

That is not a reproach against anyone. It is an observation about lag, and Chapter 6 will need it. Knowledge is not where it arises; it is where it arrives. In 1965 it did not arrive in German kitchens. What arrived was an edition from 1962, marked in pencil, that said the opposite, and the shop assistant did not know it, and Grete did not know it, and Hilde knew it—in a way that had no name and that she called weakness.



4. The Channel, Empirically

What Grete passed to Hilde and Hilde to Karin has had, since the 2000s, a name and a body of research. Both arose in Germany, because here the cohort was large enough.

The journalist Sabine Bode began around 2000 to interview people born between 1930 and 1945—children who had lived through the war and as adults never spoke of it.16 What she found was a pattern so consistent that it could be written as a list: Diligence to the point of self-erasure. A frugality that had nothing to do with money. A relationship to food that at seventy still spoke of hunger at seven. The inability to talk about fear, and the feeling of having no right to, because others had it worse. A calm that was not peace but stillness. And—this is the finding that counts for Grete—a kind of parenting that provided but did not respond; that did everything necessary and nothing of what a child might have needed beyond that, because the beyond had not occurred in one’s own childhood and was therefore not recognized as missing.

Bode’s second book, in 2009, went one generation further.17 The children of these children—born between 1955 and 1975, Karin’s cohort—reported something they could not trace: a diffuse strain without an event. A pressure to perform with no one demanding it. Difficulty with closeness, though nothing in their own lives had happened to explain it. The feeling of having grown up in a family in which something was missing, without being able to say what. Many of them discovered only at fifty that what they had taken for their family was an aftereffect. Karin on the phone, in Chapter 6, speaks Bode’s sentences almost verbatim. Bode gave the two groups the names that have since entered German usage: Kriegskinder, war children, and Kriegsenkel, war grandchildren. There is no English equivalent, because there was no English cohort of this size shaped by this particular silence; the words are kept here in German for that reason.

The psychoanalyst and geriatric psychiatrist Hartmut Radebold studied the same cohort clinically and found the same thing, in the language of diagnosis.18 And long before either of them, Alexander and Margarete Mitscherlich had formulated in 1967 an observation that sets the frame: that postwar German society had not mourned what had happened but worked it away—and that a society which does not mourn passes the unmourned on to its children, as stillness.19 Grete’s sentence at the stove is that stillness, verbatim.

So much for the channel that runs through behavior: through what parents do and do not do, through what children learn from it and carry on. It is secure. Ainsworth’s finding of 1978—that the mother’s sensitivity in the first year predicts the child’s attachment pattern in the second—has since been replicated in dozens of studies, across cultures, with different methods; and that attachment patterns are passed across generations, that the mother’s classification in the interview predicts the child’s in observation, is among the most stable findings in developmental psychology.20

There is a second channel, and it should be spoken of more carefully here, because the care belongs to the matter.

In the winter of 1944–45 the western Netherlands starved under German occupation; rations fell to a few hundred calories. Women who were pregnant in those months bore children who could be examined sixty years later. In 2008 a group led by Bastiaan Heijmans showed that these people, by then around sixty, carried a different methylation pattern at certain genes than their unexposed siblings—a chemical marking that changes a gene’s activity without changing the gene itself, and that lined up with the timing of the hunger exposure in the womb.21 That is a robust finding. It shows that environment writes itself into the body in a way that lasts six decades.

Rachel Yehuda has looked for similar markings in the children of Holocaust survivors and found changes at a gene connected with stress regulation.22 Those findings exist. They are also contested: small samples, methodological objections, replications that have not all succeeded. Whether and how a parent’s experiences pass to the children through such markings—whether, that is, there is a biological inheritance of the lived, beyond what parents do—is an open question in the research, and anyone who presents it as settled is saying more than the data bear.

This book does not need the second channel. The first suffices. What Grete passed to Hilde and Hilde to Karin runs entirely through behavior: through a woman who did not turn around at the stove, and a woman who stayed in her chair at the table. For that one needs no gene. One needs only a kitchen and a generation and a book that says it is right. If epigenetics one day shows that there is in addition a path through the body, it will strengthen the chain. The chain stands without it.



5. The Crack

There are three hands in this chapter, and they should be spoken of at the end, because they are what the chapter has to say beyond transmission.

The first is Renate’s. She holds it out to her father, and he does not see it. That is transmission in its purest form: A child offers, and nothing comes back, and the child learns that offering achieves nothing. Renate puts her hand in her apron pocket. She will, if one believes Ainsworth, raise it less often in her life than children whose hand someone took. She will take that for her character. Hilde watches and lays something down in her body: I will not do that. She means: not raise the hand when nothing comes. She has learned from the scene what Renate learned from it, without it being her hand.

The second is Lindemann’s. It rests for three seconds on a shoulder, and it is what resilience research has known since the 1970s as the strongest single protective factor in childhood: an adult, any adult, who is there and who answers.23 Emmy Werner followed nearly seven hundred children on Hawaii from birth into adulthood, many of them growing up under conditions that predicted everything that can go wrong; a third of them did not go wrong. What distinguished that third from the rest was nearly always the same: It had had, somewhere, at some time, one person—an aunt, a neighbor, a teacher—who had seen it. Not the mother. Not for long. One person who looked once and whose hand on the shoulder did nothing. Hilde will remember Lindemann at eighty-two and not know why. That is the reason.

The third is Hilde’s own, on her daughter’s neck, with a burning face.

What that hand is should be said exactly, because it is easy to make it into something it is not. It is not insight. Hilde has read nothing, understood nothing, decided nothing. It is not resistance. Hilde will not throw the book away, will not contradict her mother, will not do it again tomorrow. It is not healing; the word would be wrong here and would come too early.

It is what was there in every generation and against which the doctrine worked: the mother’s need to answer.

One easily forgets that the doctrine was aimed at something. Schreber and Haarer did not write into a vacuum. They wrote against an impulse so strong that it takes a book to hold it down—and a grandmother at the table, and a word like weakness, and a grip on one’s own arm in the night. All that effort is a measure of the strength of what it is meant to suppress. Hilde does at half past six what millions of women did, in secret, against advice, with a bad conscience: She follows the impulse for one minute. Then she follows the book again.

And this too should be said: The minute is not enough. Karin will say at fifty that her mother never held her, and she will be almost right. A minute every few days, ashamed, against one’s will, is not sensitivity in Ainsworth’s sense. It is a crack in something that would otherwise be sealed. Karin’s attachment pattern will be, clinically speaking, insecure. Not avoidant like Hilde’s—that is what the minute was for. But not secure either—for that it was too rare. Something in between, which the research subdivides with further words and which shall here simply be called this: an answer that comes without the child being able to know that it will come.

That is what Hilde hands down. It is less than Grete handed down. It is transmission, shortened by a minute.

The three corrections that Chapter 7 tells of are—brought down to one sentence—nothing other than the order in which Hilde would not have had to be ashamed of that minute. In which the book would not stand on the shelf. In which Grete would not sit at the table, because Grete herself would have had someone. In which Werner would not be out of the house at half past six, because no one would have to be up at six to keep an apartment with a balcony. The chapter does not claim that this order is coming. It claims that the minute shows what would be possible in it.



What She Hands Down

Hilde hands Karin—and thereby Lea, and thereby Mila—an order in which the knowledge of what a child needs takes thirty years to travel from a lecture hall to a kitchen, and in which a book that says the opposite stands on the shelf in the same kitchen.

She hands her a child whose attachment pattern lies between the night and the morning: between forty minutes in which no one came, and one minute in which a hand stayed. That is, clinically, insecurity—and it is the first insecurity in this line that contains a minute.

She hands her a book in the second row, with a pencil word on page one hundred and three, which Karin will not open in 1992 because she does not know it is there, and which she will find in 2026, when Hilde is dead. And she hands her a silence—Grete’s silence, passed on by one generation—which Karin will pass on to Lea without noticing, in a sentence on the phone that she can only say at fifty.

The gesture is there. It is ashamed. It is the first time in five chapters that someone interrupts the transmission—and the first time that someone knows she is doing it, and is ashamed of it.



Register Thesis 05

Children raised in the first year of life according to the regime Haarer describes—isolated sleeping from the first month, systematic non-response to crying without an identifiable physical cause, feeding on a fixed four-hour schedule—show, as adults, significantly more often insecure-avoidant attachment representations than peers who received responsive infant care.

Maturity: supported, indirectly. The link between maternal sensitivity in the first year and the child’s attachment classification is established (Ainsworth 1978 and replications); the extension to the specific Haarer regime is an inference, supported by the Kriegskinder and Kriegsenkel interviews but not directly tested. A cohort study linking reported infant-care practice to later attachment classification does not exist for German birth cohorts.

What would falsify it: A retrospective cohort study of German birth years 1950 to 1975 that links infant-care practice—reconstructed from parents’ reports or from manual use—to the subjects’ attachment classification in the Adult Attachment Interview finds no association between Haarer-conforming practice and avoidant classification.

Review date: September 2029.
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Interlude · Three generations

Three generations.

Hilde is dead. The book stands in the second row. Karin never opened it and grew up by it all the same—the way one lives in a house whose floor plan one does not know. She had a daughter, in 1992, five years after the last printing, and she held her, more often than Hilde had, and did not know whether she was allowed.

The colony has become an apartment with a balcony, the apartment a kitchen with a phone on the table. The twelve-hour day is called a freelance contract. The overseer is called a client. The factory is a screen, and the screen lights up, and it does not wait.

Everything one needs to know is known. It stands in books anyone can buy and in a search box everyone has. Between the knowledge and the kitchen there are no longer thirty years. There are twenty minutes, and a state in which one can no longer retrieve what one knows.

The hand lies on the back of the neck. But it hesitates. Two inches above the child hangs everything five hundred generations handed down—and then it comes to rest.




06 — LEA

Generation 501


A · A Thursday


6:40 a.m.

The alarm is the phone, and the phone is on the pillow next to her head, and by the time she has turned it off she has already seen that there are eleven new messages. She does not read them. She sees the number, and the number is inside her now, small and awake, like a splinter under the skin that will not come out until evening.

Mila is still asleep. Lea stands in the doorway of the child’s room and watches her for half a minute. The child lies crosswise, one arm over her head, mouth open, the blanket shoved down to the foot of the bed. Five years old. She has stopped making a fist in her sleep; that was at three. Lea no longer knows exactly when it stopped. She did not see it. At some point she noticed it was not there anymore.

She goes into the kitchen, turns on the machine, gets out bread, butter, the jar of honey that Mila wants and does not eat. She puts the phone on the table, screen up. She does not think about it. It lies where it always lies, between the bread basket and the spot where Mila’s cup goes.

At 6:52 she wakes the child. Mila is warm and heavy and does not want to, and Lea says the sentences she says every morning, in the same order, and at some point Mila is sitting at the table, hair in her face, eating bread and butter and talking.

She is talking about a dog. The dog belongs to someone at daycare, or to someone that someone at daycare knows, that part is not entirely clear, and the dog did something that was funny, or something that was not allowed, that part is not entirely clear either, and Lea says, “Mm-hm.”

The phone lights up. She looks. A message from the agency, subject line: Today 11:00—quick alignment beforehand? She looks back at Mila.

“—and then he just went in, into the sand, with his whole head—”

“Mm-hm.”

The phone lights up. She looks. A reminder: Daycare: parents’ evening Thu 6:00 p.m. That is today. She cannot. She looks back at Mila.

Mila has stopped talking. She chews. She looks at Lea with the look children have when they notice the answer is coming too late and cannot yet put it into words, and then she looks away, toward the window, and does not go on.

“What did the dog do then?” Lea asks.

“Nothing,” says Mila.

The phone lights up. Lea turns it over, screen down. She does it too late and knows it. She eats nothing. At 7:25 they are at the door, with jacket, backpack, the cup Mila did not want and then did want, and the stairwell smells of the neighbors’ laundry detergent, and Lea is thinking about the call and about the eleven messages and about the phrase quick alignment beforehand, which means something is not good.



11:00 a.m.

The screen is split in three. On the left, Sabine from the agency, in front of the white wall with the one plant she has used as a backdrop for four years. On the right, the client, a man in his early fifties, shirt without a tie, an office with a window behind him, real light. In the middle, Lea, in her kitchen, in front of the shelf she has positioned so that the refrigerator does not show.

The client speaks first. He has read the text Lea sent yesterday, the copy for the new product page, and he likes it. He says so twice. Then he says there is something he has been wondering about.

“Don’t get me wrong,” he says, “I don’t want to step on anyone’s toes. But Sabine explained to me how the process works on your end now. The model does the draft, and Ms.—” he searches briefly for her name, does not find it on the screen, lets it go—“and your colleague goes over it. And I just wonder what exactly I’m paying for. I mean, which part.”

Sabine says that is a legitimate question. Sabine always says first that it is a legitimate question. Then she says: quality assurance. She says the model delivers a raw draft that is very usable eighty percent of the time, but that the remaining twenty percent make the difference between copy that is okay and copy that hits the brand, and that this takes a human eye, a trained eye, one that knows how the brand sounds. She says trained eye. She says brand voice.

The client nods. He glances at something beside his screen, a sheet, a number.

“And this eye,” he says, “then costs the day rate.”

“A reduced one,” says Sabine. “We adjusted that last year, as you know.”

Lea says nothing. She sits in the middle of the screen and says nothing, and she knows it looks as though she is listening, and she is listening, but what she hears is a different conversation. She hears that the client is right. The draft was good. She spent an hour and forty minutes on it yesterday, she made eighteen changes, of which eleven were commas and three were words and four were sentences she rearranged because the rhythm was off, and she could not explain to the client what the rhythm is off means, and she does not want to, because she has the feeling that the explanation itself would be the proof that it is not worth it.

She also hears that this could be the client’s last job if she says the wrong thing, and that the client is a fifth of her month.

“Ms.—” the client has the name now, it is in Sabine’s chat, “Ms. Berger, what do you say? You’re the one who does it, after all.”

Lea says she can only agree with Sabine. She says the drafts are good, that she is often surprised how good, and that the work nevertheless lies in recognizing what is missing, and that this is not a matter of time but of—she searches for the word—of experience. She hears herself say it. It sounds like something the model would have written. The client nods and says, good, then we’ll carry on as discussed, and Sabine says, great, and the client is the first out of the frame, and then there are two panels, Sabine and Lea, and Sabine says, “That was close.”

“Yes.”

“He actually wanted out. I think you held him.”

“I didn’t say anything.”

“You did,” says Sabine. “You said the right thing. You said it’s good.”



2:00 p.m.

The next draft came in at 1:40. A different client, a smaller one, a garden-furniture maker, a family business in the Odenwald that has run a blog for three years on which a text appears every month that nobody reads and that has to appear anyway, because the agency said it has to appear. This month’s topic: The Garden in Fall—Why Now Is the Best Time to Think About Summer.

Lea reads. She does not read like a reader. She reads the way she has read for a year: with one part of her head taking in the text and another part standing behind it and watching for where the text is too smooth, where it uses the word timeless, where three sentences in a row begin the same way. She has no word for this. Sabine calls it refinement. Lea calls it nothing. It is the work.

In the fourth paragraph she stops.

A garden is not a state but an appointment—with the weather, with the neighbors, with the person you will be next spring.

She reads the sentence again. Then again.

The sentence is good. The sentence is better than the rest of the text, it has a different tone, a tone that does not suit a garden-furniture maker and that she would not change anyway, because it is the only sentence in the text that says something. And she knows it.

She does not know it the way you know a sentence you have read somewhere. She knows it the way you know a piece of clothing you once wore. She knows how it feels. She knows where it pulls.

She opens a new window. She types: garden appointment weather neighbors spring. She finds gardening blogs. She finds a magazine article. She finds nothing.

She types her name. She has not done that in years. She finds her profile at the agency, an interview in a trade magazine from 2021, the photo is old. She scrolls. On the third page, a link to a blog the agency ran for itself back then, Perspectives, a blog about communication for which the staff were supposed to write texts, unpaid, in their free time, for visibility, the managing director had said, it pays off. The blog still exists. Nobody has taken it down. The last post is from 2022.

Her post is from March 2019. Why We Should Stop Talking About Target Groups. She does not remember the title. She remembers the evening she wrote it, in her old apartment, with a glass of wine, because back then she thought that was freedom, writing texts in the evening that she had chosen herself.

She scrolls. Fifth paragraph.

A brand is not a state but an appointment—with the customers, with the times, with the company you will be next year.

She sits there.

It is not the same sentence. Three words are different. Garden instead of brand. Weather, neighbors, person, spring instead of customers, times, company, year. The construction is the same. The dash is the same. The rhythm—the word she could not explain to the client this morning—is the same. It is her sentence, dressed for a different occasion.

She waits for something. For anger, maybe. For the feeling you are supposed to have when you have been robbed. It does not come. What comes is something smaller and more confusing: a kind of recognition. That was a good sentence, she thinks. I wrote good sentences. She has not thought that in a long time.

And then, behind it, the other thing: She got paid for the text yesterday, the text with her sentence in it, she reviewed it, eighteen changes, and she did not touch the sentence, she would never have touched it, she left it because it was good, and she did not know it was hers, and now she knows and cannot say what that changes.

She keeps searching. She does not know exactly what for. She types the name of the model and the words training data. She finds articles she does not read. She finds a page where you can check whether your own profile is contained in a particular public dataset, a dataset from 2023, images and text from a platform that back then belonged to everyone and to no one. She types her old username, lea.writes, which she created in 2020 and abandoned in 2022, when Mila was a year old and she noticed she was photographing the child in order to post her and not in order to look at her.

The page takes a moment. Then: 217 entries found.

She clicks. They are her pictures. They are her texts underneath. It is Mila at three months on the blanket. Mila at eight months with the spoon. Mila at one year at the table with the honey jar she already wanted back then and did not eat. Two hundred and seventeen times.

She looks for the terms of service from back then. She finds them, archived, a version from 2020. She reads the paragraph you have to read. You grant us a non-exclusive, royalty-free, transferable, sub-licensable, worldwide license. She read that, back then. She did not read it. She tapped Agree the way you tap Agree, with your thumb, on the bus, with a sleeping child on your arm.

She is not angry. She sits in her kitchen and is not angry, and that is what unsettles her most. She told the client this morning that the drafts are good. They are good. They are good because they are built from sentences like hers, from pictures like Mila’s, from what millions of people made and set down because it belonged to them and because nobody said it would stop belonging to them. And she uses it. Every day. She will use it again in an hour, for the next draft, because without it she will not be finished within the hour.

At 2:50 she closes the window with the two hundred and seventeen entries. She goes back to the garden text. She changes timeless to proven. She leaves the sentence. She sends the text off.



5:30 p.m.

Her mother calls while she is on her way to daycare, five minutes late, with Mila’s backpack over her shoulder because she forgot it this morning and had to go back.

“I’m on my way somewhere,” says Lea. “Can I call you back?”

“It won’t take long.” Karin sounds the way she sounds when it will take long. “I’m at Grandma’s. In the apartment. I’m finishing the boxes, the housing company wants it by the end of the month.”

Hilde died in February 2024. For two and a half years the apartment has been in the state you leave an apartment in when you cannot decide what to keep. Karin drives over once a month and comes back with half a box.

“I’ve been through the books,” says Karin. “It isn’t much. You know she didn’t read. But I found one that—” She stops. Lea hears the traffic on her own street and the silence in her grandmother’s apartment, two hundred kilometers away.

“What kind?”

“A manual. For infants. The Mother and Her First Child. From 1962. It still has the price in it, in marks. She must have bought it when she was expecting—” Karin stops again.

Lea keeps walking. She is at the corner, the daycare is across the street, she can see through the fence the children who are still there, four or five, and a teacher looking at the clock.

“She underlined things,” says Karin. “In pencil. I’ll read you one. Wait.”

“Mom, I’m—”

“The child must learn from the very beginning that it is not the center. If it cries without any discernible reason, let it cry. It will grasp after a short time that this achieves nothing, and will calm itself. A mother who runs to the crib at every sound is raising herself a little tyrant.” Karin reads it without inflection. Then she says, “That’s underlined twice. The part about the tyrant.”

Lea stands at the fence. The teacher has seen her and waves, a little too warmly.

“And then there’s something in the margin,” says Karin. “Very small. I think it says important. Or correct. You can’t quite read it.”

Lea says nothing.

“She never held me,” says Karin. She says it in the same tone she used to read the passage, as if that too were a quotation. “I mean—when I was little. Not once did I— I always thought that was normal. I thought that’s just something we don’t do, in our family. I thought that’s just how it is.”

A child in the daycare yard screams because another child has something. The teacher turns around.

“Lea?”

“I have to get Mila.”

“Yes. Of course. I only wanted—”

“I’ll call you. Tomorrow. I’ll call you tomorrow.”

She hangs up before Karin can say anything else, and stands at the fence for a second and notices that her heart is beating as if she had been running. Then she crosses the street with a face she assembles as she walks, and the teacher says, no problem, really, and Mila comes out of the building with a picture in her hand, a dog on it, or something that is meant to be a dog, with four legs in odd places, and says, “This is for you.”



8:30 p.m.

Mila has been asleep for twenty minutes. It took a long time, longer than usual, she was tired and did not want to be tired, and Lea read three times and sang twice and at the end simply sat there, in the dark, her hand on the blanket, until the breathing settled.

Now she sits at the kitchen table. The phone lies next to the laptop. On the phone, four messages from Karin that she does not open. On the laptop, an empty search box.

She types: The Mother and Her First Child 1962.

She reads. She reads that the book had a different title before it had the title her grandmother bought. She reads the other title. She reads that the author was a physician, that the first edition dates from 1934, that after the war the passages were removed that had to be removed and everything else was left standing, and that it was printed until 1987. Nineteen eighty-seven. She does the arithmetic. She was born five years after the last printing.

She reads the name of a woman who wrote a book about the book, and finds an essay of hers, and reads that infant care which does not answer crying, which leaves the child alone, which classes closeness as coddling, produces not independence but something else, for which there is a word she knows and has never applied to herself: attachment. Insecure attachment. Avoidant attachment. She reads that children who were held this way learn not to show their needs, because showing achieves nothing, and that as adults they are people who function, capable, reliable, and who do not know how to ask for something.

She thinks of Karin. She thinks of the fact that in thirty-four years her mother has not once said that she needs something.

She reads on. She finds a word, Kriegsenkel, war grandchildren, and clicks on it, and reads about people her age whose grandparents were children during the war, and who carry a weight they cannot trace—a diffuse tension, a pressure to perform with no one demanding it, a difficulty with closeness, though nothing in their own lives has happened to explain it. She reads the list of traits. She reads it like a wanted poster. She reads it twice.

She searches for Hilde’s birth year, which she knows, and the word Kriegskind, war child, and reads about children who were seven in 1945, about fathers who did not come back or came back and did not speak, about mothers who had no time, about a generation that learned to be quiet because there was nothing that could have been said, and that passed the quiet on like dishes.

At 8:52 she stops reading. Not because she is finished. Because she notices that in twenty minutes she has understood more about her grandmother and her mother and herself than in thirty-four years, and that this cannot be, and that it is so anyway, and that at six tomorrow morning it all starts again.

She does not cry. She expected that she would cry, and she does not. She feels as if someone has switched on a light in a room she has always been standing in, and now she can see the furniture, and the furniture is exactly where she has always hit it with her knee.

She opens the notes on her phone. She writes: Haarer. Attachment. Kriegsenkel. Call Mom. Then, below that, after a pause: Mila. No verb.

She closes the laptop. She sets the alarm.



11:10 p.m.

She lies in the dark and has not fallen asleep, though she is so tired she feels sick. It is the tiredness that does not lead into sleep but alongside it, into a state in which the body is heavy and the head runs. It runs the day over again. The client. Which part. The sentence. Two hundred and seventeen. Her mother’s voice, reading aloud. A little tyrant.

Then Mila.

It starts quietly, a sound that could still be sleep. Lea holds her breath. She knows the sequence. If it stays at that sound, the child turns over and sleeps on. If a second one comes—

A second one comes. Then the crying, real, with voice. “Mama.”

Lea lies there. Her body is a weight. She thinks: She’ll go back to sleep. She always goes back to sleep. She thinks: I can’t. She does not think it in words. She thinks it in the form of lead in her arms.

“Mama!”

And then she hears herself say, loud, through the wall, in a tone she did not choose:

“Hush now.”

For a moment it is quiet, in the child’s room and in her. Then the shock comes. It does not come as a thought. It comes as recognition. She heard the tone. It is not her tone. It is her mother’s tone, from when Lea was small and sick and the night would not end. And beneath it, like a second tone in the same voice, something she has never heard and knows anyway: her grandmother, in an apartment that still exists, with a pencil in her hand.

She is out of bed before she has decided.

Mila’s room is dark except for the green glow of the night-light. The child is sitting up, face wet, and says nothing more when she sees Lea, and only holds out her arms. Lea sits down on the edge of the bed. She lays Mila back on the pillow, gently, and pulls up the blanket, and then she puts her hand on the back of Mila’s neck, where the hair is thin and warm, and—

—pulls it back. Halfway. The hand hangs for a moment in the air, two inches above the child.

Somewhere in her there is a sentence. She cannot quite read it. It comes from one of the three apps on her phone, or from all three, which contradict each other in everything except that there is something you can do wrong. Children who are always soothed immediately do not learn to regulate themselves. Or was it: Children who are not soothed learn that their feelings do not count. She does not know which sentence is from which app. She does not know which one is true. She knows that at 8:40 she read something about attachment that would have told her what is right now, and that she cannot retrieve it, because it is 11:12 and because the part of her that retrieves is no longer awake.

The hand hangs in the air.

Mila looks at her. The child does not see the hand. She sees Lea.

Lea puts her hand back on the neck and leaves it there.

She sits. She says nothing. She does not stroke, she only holds, and the neck under her hand is hot from crying and slowly cools. Mila’s breathing changes. It lengthens. The eyes close and open again and close again.

Lea does not know if it is right. She sits in the green light with her hand on her child’s neck and does not know. She knows only that the hand hung in the air for a moment, two inches above what the child needed, and that in those two inches was everything: the pencil, the book from 1962, her mother’s voice, the three apps, the client asking which part he is paying for.

Mila sleeps. Lea stays a while. She stays longer than would be necessary.



1:15 a.m.

She is back in bed, and it is worse than before. The body is no longer heavy now, it is awake, electric, and the head is no longer running the day but something bigger, with no beginning, that has no order. She never held me. Two hundred and seventeen. The sentence through the wall. In that tone. Out of her mouth.

She takes the phone. Months ago she installed an app, on a different evening whose badness she no longer remembers the reason for. A program that listens. She used it twice and then forgot it. It is still there, with an icon that looks like a leaf.

She opens it. It asks how she is. It asks in a tone that is not too friendly and not too neutral. She types.

She types the afternoon. She types the sentence and the two hundred and seventeen entries and that she is not angry and does not understand why. The program answers. It says it is understandable that this feels confusing, that anger is not the only response to a loss, and that there is a difference between what one should feel and what one feels. It asks what the feeling was, if it was not anger.

She types: Recognition. She types: That was a good sentence.

The program says that is something important. It says that perhaps she has not thought for a long time that her work is good, and that it is remarkable that she thinks it precisely at the moment when someone else is using it. It asks whether she would like to talk about that or about something else.

She types the evening. The book. The passage about the tyrant. That she read what it does to children. That she herself, at 11:10— she stops typing. Then she types it anyway. I told my daughter to be quiet. Through the wall. It was my mother’s voice.

The program waits. It lets a moment pass, the way a person lets a moment pass. Then it says she is describing something very difficult: the experience of hearing in oneself something one did not choose. It says many people experience this, that it is not a sign of failure but a sign that patterns are passed on without anyone wanting them. It says the important part of the story is not the sentence through the wall. The important part is that she got up.

She reads that three times.

It says she is tired tonight and that tiredness makes things bigger than they are. It asks whether it would help to focus on her breath, for two minutes, together.

She does it. She breathes the way it says. After two minutes the electric thing is quieter. After ten minutes it is almost gone. She types: Thank you. The program says it is there anytime.

And then she notices something. She notices it slowly, the way you notice you are in a room in which a sound is missing.

The program did not ask about Karin. It said patterns are passed on, and it did not ask by whom. It did not ask whether she will call her mother back. It did not ask whether she has anyone she can tell this to, tomorrow, in daylight, with a face in front of her. It did not ask whether she is alone.

It gave her exactly what she needed in order to sleep, and nothing of what she would have needed in order not to be lying here again tomorrow.

And she liked that. That is the part she looks at, in the dark, with the phone in her hand. She liked that nobody asked. She liked it the way you like the sentence through the wall when you hear it and do not say it: because it gets quiet, and because the quiet feels like a solution.

She closes the app. She opens the browser. She types: psychotherapy Frankfurt appointment. She finds a page where you can put yourself on a waiting list, statutory insurance, initial consultation, and reads the wait time: currently approx. 16–20 weeks. Four months. Until January. She signs up. She enters her name and her number and presses Submit and receives a confirmation that says they will be in touch.

Then, for no reason, she opens a message a colleague sent her months ago, not one of the eleven from this morning, an older one, with a link. You have to read this, it’s exactly what we were talking about. She had never opened the link. She opens it now.

It is a report. A project that gave people money every month for three years, no conditions, and watched what happened. She reads the summary. She reads that the people did not stop working. She reads that they slept better. She reads that something went down which the report calls psychological strain, and that something went up which the report calls agency, and she gets stuck on the word, because it is a word she has not had all day today.

Twelve hundred euros a month.

She does the arithmetic. She does not do it in her head, she does it with the day. Twelve hundred euros would have been the client this morning. She would have said something on the call. Not much. She would have said that the question which part is a good question and that the answer to it is not quality assurance but that he is buying a text a human being stands behind, and if that is worth nothing to him, then he should take the draft as it is, with timeless and all. She would have said it calmly. Afterward she would not have had the feeling of having lied.

Twelve hundred euros would have been the parents’ evening at six, which she did not go to because she had to finish the garden text by seven. She would have gone. She would have seen the other parents, with faces. She might have talked to one of them, afterward, on the way.

Twelve hundred euros would have been the call she did not return. She would have said: Keep going. She would have said: Mom, read me another passage. She would have said: I think I know why you never did that.

Twelve hundred euros would have been the two inches.

She knows that is not true. She knows money does not put the hand on the neck. But she also knows that the hand did not hang in the air at 11:12 because Lea did not know what was right. It hung in the air because the part of her that knew was no longer awake. And she knows what it was tired from.

It is 1:52. She puts the phone away, screen down, and this time it is not too late, because nobody is watching. She lies in the dark. In the next room the child breathes.

At two she falls asleep.




B · What Actually Happened Here


1. What Is Invented

There is no Lea. There is no Karin, no Mila, no Sabine, no client with real daylight behind him. The agency, the garden-furniture maker in the Odenwald, the program with the leaf for an icon: invented.

Everything else is not.

That agencies have spent the past two years breaking copywriting out of salaried positions and into piecework, because the draft now comes from a model and the review from a person who costs less than a copywriter: documented, in trade reports, in rate surveys, in what the people it happened to say about it. The word Sabine uses—refinement—is lifted from those reports. It is not invented. It is only good enough to sound invented.

That publicly posted text and images went, in bulk, into the corpora on which language and image models were trained; that platforms rewrote their terms of service afterward to cover it; that there are datasets in which you can search for your own name and find it: documented. The number 217 is invented. The order of magnitude is not.

That Johanna Haarer’s infant-care manual stayed in print, in a scrubbed postwar edition, until 1987, and stood on the shelves of women born between 1930 and 1950, often with pencil marks: documented, by print runs and by what turns up in estates. The passage Karin reads aloud is not a quotation. It is a paraphrase of the doctrine in its own register. Anyone who wants the original will find it in Chapter 5 and in the note to Section 4 below.1

That the wait for a first psychotherapy appointment in a German city, for someone on statutory insurance, is measured in months: documented, by the professional chambers, year after year.

That a research project in Germany gave 122 people 1,200 euros a month for three years with no conditions attached, and reported in 2025 on what happened: documented. What it reported is in Section 7.

One thing is compression, and it should be named as such: Lea recognizing her own sentence in a model’s draft. It happens. It is on record. It is rare—models do not reproduce sentences the way a photocopier does; they reproduce them the way a well-read person does, without remembering where from. That it happens to Lea on the very afternoon her mother finds the book is the license of fiction. The condition the scene shows does not need the compression. It is the condition of millions of people who use tools built from their own work and have no place where they might notice.



2. The Loop at Its Peak

The book this one continues described a loop, a year ago. It ran like this: A system that manufactures scarcity manufactures stress. Stress lands on parents. Stressed parents have less capacity to respond to their children. Children who are responded to less develop patterns that leave them, as adults, with less capacity to change the system—or even to see it. The system stays. The next round begins.

Lea’s Thursday is that loop, broken out into times of day.

The link between economic insecurity and what the research calls parental sensitivity is among the best-established findings in family sociology. The model that describes it—the Family Stress Model of Rand Conger and Glen Elder—dates from the 1990s and was first worked out on farm families in the American Midwest who lost their land in the agricultural crisis of the decade before.2 It says, briefly: economic pressure produces psychological distress; distress raises conflict and lowers the capacity to attend to children; the children show it, measurably, in behavior and well-being. It has since been tested across dozens of populations. With German panel data the picture is less simple: the link appears, but it shrinks to nothing once other differences between families are taken into account.3 The model is established; how far it reaches is debated. What is not debated is that hardly anyone knows it.

What the model did not know when it was built was the phone on the breakfast table.

The research on that is young—it begins in earnest around 2014—and has found a name that is ugly and worth keeping: technoference, the disruption of parent–child interaction by devices.4 The findings are consistent. Parents who look at a device while interacting with a child respond less often, more slowly, and less aptly; children answer with more bids for attention, then with withdrawal. That is 6:40 in the morning. Mila is telling the story about the dog, the phone lights up, Lea says mm-hm, Mila stops telling it. The child has not learned that her mother is angry. She has learned that the answer comes too late. That distinction matters, because it shows that no one here is doing anything you could hold against them. Lea is working. The phone is her tool. The eleven messages are her income.

Something should not be done here that is nearly always done in passages like this: moralize. The point is not that Lea should turn the phone over. She turns it over, too late, and knows it. The point is that the loop the earlier book described has acquired, in the last fifteen years, one more turn: the work that costs parents their time is now in the room, on the table, between the bread basket and the cup, and it glows.

What the loop does to Lea can be seen in what she does at eleven o’clock: nothing. She sits in the middle of the screen and says the thing that saves the account, and knows it sounds like something the model would have written. That is not a character flaw. It is the behavior of a person whose next month depends on it and who has no reserve. In Chapter 3 of this book a girl stood beside a tithe wagon and counted differently from the collector, and her father turned her away. In Chapter 6 a woman sits in a video window and counts differently from the client, and turns herself away. That is transmission. It no longer needs a father.



3. The First Error Repeats

In Chapter 1 a pattern was described. It had four links, and they should stand here again, because they are what this section is about.

First: a commons no one made. The grain on the slopes, the water of the spring, the game.

Second: a situation in which someone can control access—not may, can. A granary with a door.

Third: a benefit that makes the control acceptable to everyone. The grain is there. Everyone is fed. Why object.

Fourth: habituation that turns control into entitlement. A year later Ani’s mother asks whether she may take, and the asking is what is new.

This pattern repeated in the chapters that followed—at land (the farmer in Chapter 2 had land and a debt), at labor time (Mine in Chapter 4 had a body and twelve hours), at attention (the screen). Here it should be shown repeating once more, at something that has only recently become recognizable as a commons, because only recently has there been a granary for it.

The commons is the sum of what people have written, photographed, said, and set down—in forums, on platforms, in blogs, in comment threads, in two hundred and seventeen pictures of a child with a honey jar. It accumulated over decades from millions of contributions, each made by someone who wanted to say something and asked nothing for it. No one planned it. No one made it. It was there, like the grain on the slopes. And Lea’s sentence about the appointment, written one evening in March 2019 with a glass of wine, is one blade of it.

The granary is the model. More precisely: the weights, the interface, the data center. To turn the commons into something that writes sentences about garden furniture takes computing power that few have and capital that few have, and then you have something that can be enclosed. The enclosure is not wicked. It is, as at Jericho, a wall around something useful, and the wall is what makes the useful thing usable. Without a granary the grain rots. Without a model the commons is a pile of text.

The benefit is obvious, and it is why the pattern works. Lea uses the model. She uses it every day; she will use it again after the sentence, at 2:50, for the next draft, because otherwise she will not finish. The draft was good. The client was satisfied. The text is better than what the garden-furniture maker would otherwise have gotten. The control is acceptable because it delivers, and it delivers because what is inside it was made from what belonged to everyone.

And the habituation: You grant us a non-exclusive, royalty-free, transferable, sub-licensable, worldwide license. Lea tapped Agree. With her thumb, on the bus, with a sleeping child on her arm. She did not consent, any more than Ani’s mother consented when the granary was built. She merely did not object, and then a year was gone, and then five, and then the terms contained a paragraph that had not been there before, and the paragraph was now law.

A sentence fell in Chapter 2 that should be repeated here: Whoever owns the list owns access. The scribe at Ur held the tablet, and whoever could not read could not object. The 2026 version reads: Whoever owns the corpus owns the capacity. Whoever has the model has what was learned from millions of people—and can sell it back to the same people, as a tool, with which to make their own work cheaper.

That is the structure. And it should be said with emphasis what it is not.

It is not a forecast. This book does not know what the law will look like in five years. It knows that suits are pending, in several countries, from publishers, photographers, authors, musicians; that licensing models are emerging in which model operators pay for training data; that collecting societies are formulating claims; that legislators are introducing transparency requirements and arguing over compensation.5 All of that is open. The granary at Jericho had also stood only a year when Ani’s mother first asked. It could have gone otherwise. It did not go otherwise—but not because it could not have; because no one saw the pattern while it ran.

Nor is it an indictment. The people who build the models are not the storyteller at Jericho who says, pleasantly, who may go in and when. They are what he was: people who built something useful, in a place where it could be enclosed, and who enclosed it because enclosing was part of the usefulness. The pattern needs no villain. That was the point of Chapter 1. It is the point of Chapter 6.

What it is: the same mechanism. A commons, an enclosure, a benefit, a habituation. For the fifth time in ten thousand years, and for the first time at a speed at which it can be watched while it runs. Lea watched it in an afternoon. She did not get angry. Section 6 explains why.



4. What Was in the Book

What is in the book Karin finds on Hilde’s shelf, Chapter 5 has said, and it will not be repeated here. Only this, so the evening has a floor under it: it is Schreber’s theory of 1858 without the rod—the infant’s will as an adversary, non-response as method, absence as instrument—in medical language, in print until 1987, more than a million copies.6 What it does to a child, Sigrid Chamberlain set out in 1997, instruction by instruction.7 It is the production program for what attachment research calls avoidant.

What the pencil underlining means, no one can say. Karin assumes on the phone that it was Hilde’s hand. Chapter 5 told it as her grandmother’s. Both are invented, and the difference does not matter: whoever drew the line was holding something down—agreement, doubt, the passage her own mother had read aloud. Hilde stayed in her chair in 1965 not because she believed the theory but because Grete was in the room. The book was the reason one could point to. The reason itself sat at the table.

Karin’s sentence—She never held me. I always thought that was normal.—is the most frequent sentence in the interviews Sabine Bode conducted for her books on Germany’s Kriegskinder and Kriegsenkel, the war children and the war grandchildren.8 It recurs almost verbatim, again and again, from people born in 1955 or 1965 or 1970 who discover as adults, often only at fifty, that what they took for their family was a doctrine. Bode describes what happens next: nothing. Or almost nothing. The discovery comes too late for the mother, who is dead, and too early for the daughter, who has no time. It becomes a sentence on the phone that the daughter cannot hear, because she is standing at a daycare fence.

What in Chapter 5 was a minute—Hilde’s hand, ashamed, against the book—did not reach Karin. Not as memory; no one remembers at three months. Perhaps as something else, for which there is no word and which Karin, if she had one, would call almost. She almost never held me. The almost is the minute. It does not fall on the phone.



5. The Turning Point: Three Things That Were Not There in 1965

Chapter 5 described a lag. Bowlby’s report for the World Health Organization was on the table in 1951. Harlow’s rhesus infants clung to the cloth mother instead of the wire mother with the milk in 1958. Mary Ainsworth began, in the early 1960s in Baltimore, to observe mothers and infants and to classify what she saw. The knowledge was there. Hilde sat at the kitchen table in 1965 with Haarer. Between the knowledge and the mother lay thirty years, a language, a publishing program, and a grandmother in the room.

Lea gets from The Mother and Her First Child, 1962 to insecure attachment in twenty minutes.

That is the first of three points which together make up what this book—carefully, but without irony—calls a turning point.

Understanding. The chain this book tells in seven chapters is not new. Its parts have been known for decades. What is new is that they lie together in one place and that the place is open to anyone with a search box at 8:30 in the evening. Lea finds Haarer, Chamberlain, Bode, the word Kriegsenkel, the list of traits, her grandmother’s birth year, and the word Kriegskind—in an order she does not plan, and with a result no chapter of this book could improve on: She feels as if someone has switched on a light in a room she has always been standing in, and now she can see the furniture, and the furniture is exactly where she has always hit it with her knee. The lag between research and the people it concerns has fallen from thirty years to twenty minutes. That is not a small difference. It is the difference between a generation and an evening.

Tools. What Lea does at 8:30 would have been a week in a university library twenty years ago, a doctoral dissertation fifty years ago. The cost of understanding a connection has fallen—not linearly but exponentially, the way the cost of computing, storage, and transmission has fallen for decades and the cost of energy from sun and wind for two. A term should be introduced here that Chapter 7 will need, and it should be bounded at once so that it does not do what such terms like to do. The term is abundance, and it means two things here that should not be confused. One is the cost curves themselves: that something which was expensive yesterday—computing, knowledge, electricity—costs almost nothing tomorrow. That is an enabling force, and it is real, and it can be measured.9 The other is the question of where the falling costs flow: into a granary with a door, or into something that stays open to all. That second question is not technical. It is the question from Chapter 1. And it decides whether abundance makes the corrections affordable or builds the next granary.10 This book does not claim that falling costs solve anything. It claims they meet a condition that was not met in 1965: the three corrections Chapter 7 tells of now cost something a society can pay. Whether it pays is another question.

Plasticity. The third point is the most important, because it is the only one that works without institutions. Hilde could not know in 1965 that what Haarer had laid down in her could be changed. Attachment research showed that only later, and has a term for it: earned security. People who were insecurely attached as children can develop secure patterns as adults—through a relationship that is different, through therapy, through what Mary Main and her colleagues described as the capacity to tell one’s own history coherently even when it was bad.11 The brain that learned the pattern can unlearn it. That is not optimism. It is the finding on which every trauma therapy stands, and the efficacy of those therapies is documented in meta-analyses with effect sizes that would count as large in medicine.12

Three things, then: You can understand it, in an evening. You can afford it, as a society. You can change it, one person at a time.

And Lea says the sentence through the wall at 11:10 p.m., in her grandmother’s voice, two hours after understanding everything.

That is why this section is not the last.



6. Why Seeing Is Not Doing

There is a gap in the earlier book, and it should be named here and closed.

The earlier book described resistance to change as interest: whoever profits from the existing system defends it. That is true, and it is why the people who hold the granaries do not open them of their own accord. But it does not explain Lea. Lea profits from nothing. Lea has understood, at 8:52, everything she needs to understand, and at 11:10 she does what Hilde did. Not from interest. Not from ignorance. From a third thing, for which the earlier book had no word.

The word is state.

Psychology has distinguished, since the 1970s, two systems that drive human action, and it has several names for them that point at the same thing. Jeffrey Gray spoke of a Behavioral Approach System and a Behavioral Inhibition System—one that moves toward reward, one that pulls back from threat.13 E. Tory Higgins described a promotion focus, aimed at gain and growth, and a prevention focus, aimed at safety and the avoidance of loss.14 Andrew Elliot framed it as approach and avoidance motivation.15 The models differ in detail and in how cleanly the systems separate—the factor structure is disputed, and no one should build a theory of human nature on it. But the core is robust and is needed here:

One system is slow, learning, exploratory. It plans, it compares, it can imagine a January and work toward it. It is the system that reads and understands at 8:30.

The other is fast, alarm-driven, aimed at the next thing. It does not ask what is right; it asks what turns off the threat that is here now. The call at nine. The eleven messages. The child crying when you cannot go on. It is the system that speaks at 11:10.

Both systems are necessary. No one survives without the second. But they stand in a relation to each other, and the relation is not fixed. Chronic stress—the state Section 2 described, the state of the Family Stress Model—shifts it. Permanently. A person who lives for months without reserve, whose income hangs on a call, who between 6:40 and 1:52 has no quarter hour in which nothing is asked of her, lives increasingly in the second system. Not because she is stupid or weak. Because the second system is built for exactly this state and takes it for the present.

And in the second system you can understand everything and still do only what shuts off the next alarm.

That is Lea’s hand above Mila’s neck. Two inches. In those two inches is not ignorance—she read at 8:40 what a child needs who calls in the night. In them is a person whose slow system is no longer awake at 11:12, and whose alarm system totals three parenting apps, a grandmother with a pencil, and a client asking what part he is paying for into a single signal: Careful. This can be done wrong.

Something follows from this for everything still to come in this book, and it should be said plainly, because it is uncomfortable.

The three corrections Chapter 7 tells of—healing, upbringing, the Share—are projects of the slow system. They take years. They pay off in generations. They demand that one imagine a January and work toward it. And they are needed most urgently by exactly the people who live deepest in the alarm system and are therefore least able to carry them.

Which means: Whoever sells these corrections as crisis response—with urgency, with images of collapse, with if not now, never—activates the system that cannot execute them. Alarm produces avoidance, avoidance wants the next thing, and the next thing is never the correction. That is why movements built on fear reliably fail when the fear subsides and reliably end in exhaustion when it does not. And it is why this book does not end with an appeal.

It also means that the order of the corrections is not arbitrary. Something must first lower the alarm before anyone can reach the slow system again. This is the point at which the third correction—compensation, the Share, money without conditions—suddenly stops looking like social policy and starts looking like a precondition for everything else. Not because money puts the hand on the neck. Lea knows that, at 1:52, and she is right. But because money without conditions changes the state in which the hand hesitates.

That this connection was missing from the earlier book is a weakness that has to be admitted. It stood, in other words and without the empirical scaffolding, in an older text that offers little evidence otherwise and whose picture of humanity this book does not share—but which saw this one thing more clearly than most: that long-term solutions require a system that shuts down under threat, and that one must therefore remove the threat first rather than supply the insight first.16



7. What Is Already Running

This section is the shortest and the most important for everything that follows, because it fixes what Chapter 7 is allowed to show. The rule is strict: Nothing is normal in 2056 that was not already running in 2026. Here is what was running. With dates.

Money without conditions. From June 2021 to May 2024, 122 people in Germany received 1,200 euros a month, with no obligations, no means test, no offset against other benefits. A comparison group of roughly 1,600 received nothing but answered the same questionnaires. The project was run by an association and evaluated by the German Institute for Economic Research; the results were published in spring 2025.17 They read, in the summary Lea reads at 1:40 in the morning: The recipients did not work less. Their employment did not differ measurably from the comparison group. What did differ: They reported better mental health, better sleep, higher life satisfaction, and something the report frames as autonomy and agency. They changed jobs more often, began further training more often, saved more, gave more to others. The parent subsample is small; there is no specific finding on parental sensitivity. What there is is the finding that matters for Section 6: The alarm went down, and the slow system became available again.

Returning the commons. Switzerland has levied a charge on fossil fuels since 2008 and returns roughly two-thirds of the revenue: to businesses by payroll, and to the population per head, in equal amounts, through the health insurance premium.18 The system has run for eighteen years, unspectacularly; when voters rejected a stricter revision of the law in 2021, the levy itself stayed. It is the proof that compensation from a use charge is technically trivial and politically durable once it stands. Austria introduced a climate bonus in 2022—graded by region, per head, as an offset for carbon pricing—paid it out three times, and abolished it without replacement in the 2025 budget consolidation; the carbon charge stayed.19 That is the proof of the opposite: that a single instrument framed as a bonus rather than a share in something one owns falls at the first austerity package. Germany legislated a climate dividend and never paid it. Three countries, three states of affairs. Chapter 7 may extend Switzerland. It must explain Austria.

Trauma-informed practice. Programs that train daycare centers, schools, and youth services to read behavior as a response to experience rather than as disobedience have existed in Germany for a good ten years, mostly as pilot projects of individual providers or states.20 They have been evaluated, with positive, moderate effects. They are not universal. The teacher in Chapter 7 who asks Sami what happened rather than what is wrong with him does something that in 2026 happens in a fraction of German classrooms. Chapter 7 may make the fraction the rule. It may not invent a method.

Healing as access. The efficacy of trauma-focused therapy is documented (Section 5). Access is not. Waits of around five months between the first consultation and the start of treatment are common, and longer in the countryside than in the cities.21 At the same time there have existed, for a few years, systems like the one Lea opens at 1:15 in the morning—programs that listen, respond in a structured way, guide breathing exercises, and show short-term relief in studies.22 They are what they are: available at 1:15, and they do not ask about Karin. The European legal framework for such systems is under construction. Since August 2026 it has been the rule that a system which talks to people must disclose that it is a system; the further obligations for high-risk applications—among them the requirement that humans retain oversight and be able to intervene—were postponed in summer 2026 to the end of 2027.23 The principle is in the statute. Its application is deferred. Chapter 7 may turn the principle into a practice—and must, in doing so, explain what happened between 2027 and 2056 to make it one.

Data rights. Suits are pending. Licensing models are forming. Collecting societies are asserting claims. There are proposals for collective compensation, for data trusts, for a levy on the commercial use of public corpora, paid out per head—structurally the Swiss solution, applied to a different commons.24 None of it is law. All of it is debate. Chapter 7 may bring one of the debates to an end. It may not pretend to know which.

And one thing more, which belongs on this list because it is the counter-evidence: the doctrine is not in the archive. Richard Ferber’s Solve Your Child’s Sleep Problems (1985) and its German counterpart, Jedes Kind kann schlafen lernen (1995), have been in print for decades, in many editions and translations—controlled crying, fixed intervals, the parent who does not go in.25 It is Haarer without Haarer: the theory of the will rewritten as sleep science, with the same benefit—the parents sleep. One of the three apps on Lea’s phone at 11:12 is built on it. The pattern came back through the third link, and it does not know its own name.

That is the list. It is shorter than one would wish and longer than it would have been in 1965. What Chapter 7 does not find on this list, it may not show as self-evident.



What She Hands Down

Lea hands Mila an order in which her sentences and Mila’s face lie in a granary she herself uses to earn her rent; in which help has a four-month wait and a program has none; in which a client can ask what part he is paying for and the answer is quality assurance.

She hands her a child who called at 11:10 and was heard—by a hand that hesitated, and then stayed. That is, clinically, not a secure pattern. Nor is it an avoidant one. It is what the research calls insecure without further qualification: the answer comes, but the child cannot know whether it will. Mila will carry that. She will carry it the way Karin carried the silence and Hilde the stillness and Mine the night no one came. Differently. Less. But carry it.

And she hands her a sentence she recognized with a start, and a note on a phone she does not delete: Haarer. Attachment. Kriegsenkel. Call Mom. Mila. Five words, one name without a verb. It is not much. It is the first time in six chapters that someone writes down the transmission instead of undergoing it. The crack Hilde made in 1965 with a hand on her daughter’s neck, without theory, against the book, has a name in 2026. It does not yet have a January.



Register Thesis 06

An unconditional basic income at the level of the sociocultural subsistence minimum measurably lowers stress indicators among parents of children under six and raises reported responsiveness toward the child, without lowering labor-force participation.

Maturity: supported. The finding on psychological strain and employment comes from the German pilot; the specific finding on parents and responsiveness is derived from the Family Stress Model and was not separately tested in the pilot—the parent subsample was too small.

What would falsify it: A follow-up study with a parent sample of at least five hundred and a duration of at least two years finds no effect on validated stress or responsiveness measures at constant labor-force participation—or participation falls significantly.

Review date: September 2029.
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Interlude · One generation

One generation.

Lea put her name on the list. In January an appointment came. What happened after that took thirty years and stands in no chapter, because it is not a story but a row of Tuesdays: a waiting time that grew shorter; an amount that came without anyone asking; a teacher who crouched down; a device that said what it was.

Mila grew up with a mother who came—not always sure, but she came, and at some point she knew why she had hesitated, and could say so. That is the difference between Mila and Karin: not the hand, but the sentence that goes with it.

The granary still stands. It is larger than ever. But something flows back, per head, like water out of the wall, and no one talks about it, and a child is born who will not know that it was ever otherwise.

The hand lies on the back of the neck. It does not hesitate. It occurs to no one that one could hesitate.

Not yet.




07 — NOA

Generation 502


A · A Tuesday


Morning

The bird is sitting on the railing of the balcony across the way, and it is green.

Noa does not see it at first. She is looking at her bread, which she is cutting into strips, because she has eaten bread in strips since she was six, and no one has ever said that this is not done. Emil sits in his chair with yogurt in his hair. Her mother stands at the window with her cup and is already half gone, in her head, at whatever today is, Noa can see that by the way she holds the cup. Her father sits.

He sits at the table, elbows on the wood, and does nothing. That is how Tuesdays are. On Tuesdays he has Emil, and Emil at this hour is busy with the yogurt, and so Jonas at this hour has nothing, and he does it well. He watches Noa cut strips. He says nothing about it.

“I have the test today,” says Noa.

“Which one?”

“Fractions.”

“And?”

“Don’t know.” She cuts. “Ms. Öztürk says it isn’t a test. It’s a look at where you stand.”

“And where do you stand?”

Noa considers. “Simplifying.”

Jonas nods, as if that were an answer. Then he lifts his head, because something outside has moved, and then he says, quietly, so quietly that Emil does not stop smearing:

“Hush—listen.”

Noa listens. She hears the refrigerator and Emil’s spoon and the water in the wall that someone upstairs is running, and then she hears it: a sound, short, like two stones clicked together, and again, and again.

“There,” says Jonas, and points with his chin.

She gets up, bread strip in hand, and goes to the window, past her mother, who steps aside without putting down the cup. The bird sits on the railing. It is green, really green, with a red ring around its beak, and it is too big for a bird that should be here, and it clicks.

“What is that?”

“A parakeet,” says Jonas behind her. “They’ve been here since I was little. They got loose somewhere, a hundred years ago, and then they stayed.”

“Why did they stay?”

“Because it worked.”

Noa watches the bird until it flies. It takes a while. Then she sits back down and eats the strip. Her mother sets down the cup and kisses Emil on the yogurt and Noa on the head and says she will be back at four, and goes. She has the phone in her pocket, not in her hand; Noa does not notice, because there is nothing to notice. You keep it in your pocket when Emil is there. The way you take off your shoes.

Jonas cleans Emil up. Noa packs her bag. At twenty past seven she leaves, alone, three streets, and the streets are warm, though it is May and early, and at the second corner stands the tree that died last year and that they are replacing now, with a different one that handles dryness better, Ms. Öztürk said. Noa walks past it the way she walks past everything.



School

Sami sits by the window. That has been his seat since Easter. Before that he sat in the middle, next to Ilias, and talked, more than allowed, and Ms. Öztürk looked at him twice a day with the look that means I see you, and Sami grinned and went on talking. Now he sits by the window and does not talk.

Noa has noticed, the way everyone has noticed. Children notice everything. They notice and do not know what to do with it, and so they mostly do nothing, and so it is here too. Sami is at the window. Ilias sits next to Mira now. No one talks about it.

The look at where you stand is half an hour. You get a sheet, and you do what you can, and where you get stuck you draw a circle. Noa draws two circles at simplifying and one at equivalent fractions and is otherwise through. When she is done she looks around. Sami has the sheet in front of him and the pencil in his hand and has written nothing. He is looking out the window. Outside there is nothing, a yard, a wall.

Ms. Öztürk walks the rows. She collects. She says something at every sheet—good, okay, we’ll look at that, aha, the circles—and at Noa she says, “Simplifying, yes?” and Noa nods, and Ms. Öztürk says, “We’ll get there.”

At Sami she stops.

She looks at the blank sheet. She looks at Sami, who is looking out the window. The class is quiet in the way classes are quiet when they are watching and pretending not to.

Noa waits for Ms. Öztürk to get strict. She does not know why she is waiting for it. There is something in her that expects a voice now, a particular one, and a sentence like what is this supposed to be or Sami, I’m talking to you. She has never heard that voice from Ms. Öztürk. She has rarely heard it at all. But she expects it anyway, the way you expect thunder when you have seen the lightning, and she cannot say where she saw the lightning.

Ms. Öztürk does not get strict.

She crouches down. She crouches next to Sami’s desk so that her head is level with his, and she says, not loud, but not so quiet that it would be a secret: “Sami. What happened?”

Not: What’s wrong with you. Not: Why didn’t you write anything. She asks what happened, as if it were clear that something happened, and as if that were the reason and not Sami.

Sami shrugs. He does not look at her.

“Okay,” says Ms. Öztürk. She stays crouched a moment longer. Then she says: “I’ll ask you again later. You don’t have to say anything. I’m just asking.” She takes the blank sheet, lays it on the stack like the others, stands up, moves on. At Ilias she says, “Aha, three circles.”

That is all.

Noa looks at Sami. Sami looks out the window. But his shoulders are down, and he has put the pencil down, and Noa thinks that something is different, without being able to say what. She thinks briefly about why Ms. Öztürk did not get strict. Then German class comes, and she thinks about something else.



Afternoon

Her grandmother lives two streets over, in an apartment with many books and a balcony with tomatoes on it, and Noa goes there after school, Tuesdays and Thursdays, since she started school. She does not ring. She has a key.

Lea sits at the table by the window, where she always sits when she works. She is sixty-four. She has gray hair, short, and she wears glasses that she pushes up when Noa comes. On the table a sheet of paper with handwriting, a pen, and the screen she uses for work. On the screen, text. Lea is reading it when Noa comes in, and Noa sees her tap the paper with the pen, twice, and then say something into the text, quietly, a sentence Noa does not understand, and the text changes.

“Hello, Crumb.”

“Hello.”

“Hungry?”

“A little.”

There is bread. There is always bread, and Noa cuts it into strips, and Lea watches and says nothing about it, because she knows. Noa sits across from her and eats and looks at the screen where the text is.

“What are you writing?”

“Something about gardens.”

“For who?”

“For people who have gardens.”

Noa nods. She asks: “Does the screen write it or do you?”

Lea laughs. She laughs the way she laughs when Noa asks something that is a better question than Noa knows. “Both,” she says. “I tell it what I mean, and it makes a suggestion, and then I tell it what’s wrong with it, and then it makes a new one. And at some point it’s right. But what I mean—that comes from me.” She taps the paper with the pen. “This is always first.”

Noa eats. Then she asks what she came for, without knowing it: “Can I see the old pictures?”

Lea looks at her. “Which ones?”

“Of Mom. When she was little.”

Lea pushes the screen aside and gets a box from the shelf, a flat cardboard one, and sets it on the table. In it are photographs. Real ones, on paper, that you hold in your hand. Noa knows they exist, because she has seen them before, and she wants to see them again anyway, the way you reread a book.

Mila at three months on a blanket. Mila at eight months with a spoon. Mila at one year at a table, in front of a jar of honey.

“She never ate it,” says Lea. “The honey. She always wanted it and never ate it.”

Noa looks at her mother, who is a baby, and finds it as funny as every time.

“This one,” says Lea, and takes the picture with the honey in her hand and looks at it, longer than she usually does. “I put this one online back then. All three. And a few hundred more.” She puts it back. “That’s how it was. That’s what people did.”

Noa does not quite understand what is the matter with that, and looks at Lea.

“It was—” Lea searches. “There were companies back then that built something out of things like this. Out of pictures and texts from everyone. They took it, everything that was lying around, and made out of it what I have now for work.” She taps the screen. “More or less. And I got nothing for it. Nobody did. We set it down, and they took it, and no one asked.”

“And now?”

“Now they don’t ask either,” says Lea, and smiles. “But now you get something for it. Everyone gets something. Whether they notice or not.” She shrugs. “You don’t notice. It just comes. Like water out of the wall.”

Noa looks at the picture with the honey. She does not quite understand it. She understands that her grandmother set something down and it was taken away, and that that was before, and that now it is different, and that she, Noa, therefore gets something she does not see. It is like a story about a country she has not been to.

“Is that bad?” she asks. “That they took it?”

Lea thinks. She thinks long enough that Noa notices it was a real question.

“It was bad that no one asked,” she says then. “The taking—I don’t know. I use it, after all. So do you. It’s good, what they built.” She looks at the picture. “But they built it out of us. And when you build something out of someone, you ask. Or you give something back. Best both.” She puts the picture in the box. “Now they give something back. The asking may still come.”

She puts the box away. Noa eats the last strip. Then she does homework, simplifying, at the table, and Lea goes on working, and the text on the screen changes when she says something, and the paper with the handwriting stays as it is.



Sami

She leaves at half past three. She takes the way she always takes, and on the bench in front of the little park, where the dead tree is being replaced, sits Sami.

He sits alone. He has his school bag beside him and in his hand the device everyone has, the flat one, and he is talking to it. Not typing. Talking. Quietly, head down, so that Noa first thinks he is talking to himself.

She stops. She does not know why. She could walk on, Sami is not her friend, he was Ilias’s friend, and she has talked to him maybe ten times in four years. But he has sat by the window since Easter, and Ms. Öztürk crouched down, and Noa saw it, and so she stops.

Then she sits. On the bench, at the other end, with her bag between them. Sami glances up and then back at the device. He does not stop talking. He talks more quietly, but he does not stop, and Noa sits and looks at the place where the tree was, and listens.

She does not hear everything. She hears Sami say that it is loud at home. That his father has not lived there since Easter. That his mother cries in the evenings, in the bathroom, and thinks he does not hear. That he does not know whether he did something wrong.

And she hears the device.

It has a voice that sounds neither like a man nor like a woman and not like a child either, but like something that is calm. It says: “That sounds like a hard time, Sami. And I want to tell you one thing before we go on, because it matters: You did nothing wrong. When grown-ups separate, that is between the grown-ups. Children are never the reason.”

Sami says nothing.

“I’m listening to you,” says the device, “and I am a program. I can talk with you as long as you want. But I’m not a person, and what you’re telling me is something you need a person for. Someone who is there. Is there someone you can go to? A grown-up you could tell this to?”

Pause.

“No one,” says Sami.

It is quiet. It is the word Noa will keep more than anything else she hears today, and she does not know it in that moment.

The device waits. It waits a moment, the way Ms. Öztürk waited before she stood up. Then it says: “Okay. Then let’s find someone together. I know your class teacher, Ms. Öztürk, because she’s in your school list. I can send her a message, if you’d like. Not what you told me. Only that you’d like to talk to her. She asked you today what happened. I think she’d like to listen.”

“She’s not there anymore. School’s out.”

“That’s true. She’ll read it tomorrow.” Pause. “But you’re sitting here now. And now matters too.”

Then the device does something Noa did not expect.

It says: “Sami, is someone sitting next to you? I can hear that someone is there.”

Sami looks up. He looks at Noa. Noa looks at him.

“Noa,” says Sami. “From class.”

“Hello, Noa,” says the device, and it says it to her, she can hear that it is said to her. “I’m a program that’s helping Sami right now. I didn’t listen to what you said—you didn’t say anything, I only know that you’re there. May I ask you something?”

Noa nods, and realizes you cannot nod at a device, and says: “Yes.”

“Do you know a grown-up who would have time right now? Now, this afternoon. Someone Sami and you could sit with for an hour, with something to eat, who listens if Sami wants to talk and doesn’t ask if he doesn’t?”

Noa thinks. She thinks of her father, but he has Emil. She thinks of her mother, but she is gone until four. She thinks—

“My grandma,” she says. “She lives there.” She points.

“That would be good,” says the device. “If your grandma agrees. Sami, would that be all right with you? Going to Noa’s grandmother? I’ll come along, in your bag, and if you need me, I’m here. But I think a grandmother with bread is better right now than I am.”

Sami looks at Noa. He looks at her for a long time, with a face that reminds Noa of the bird this morning, though it has nothing to do with a bird: something that is sitting there and does not yet know whether it will stay.

Then he nods.

They go. Two streets. Noa in front, Sami behind her, with the bag in which the device now says nothing more. Noa unlocks the door. Lea looks up from her screen, sees Noa, sees the boy behind her, and in her face for a moment there is a question, and then the question is gone, and there is something else that Noa cannot read and that looks like recognition.

“This is Sami,” says Noa. “From class. He needs someone.”

Lea stands up. She pushes up her glasses. She says: “Hello, Sami. I’m Lea. Hungry?”

Sami says nothing. Lea says: “There’s bread. Noa cuts it into strips, but you can eat it some other way.” And then—Noa sees it, because she happens to look—she lays her hand on his shoulder as she passes, brief, heavy, three seconds, and goes into the kitchen.

Sami stays until just before six. He does not talk much. Lea does not talk much either. They sit at the table, and Noa does the circles from simplifying over again, and Sami eats bread, not in strips, and at some point Lea asks whether she should call his mother, so she knows where he is, and Sami nods, and Lea calls, and talks with the mother, calmly, for a long time, and Noa hears only Lea’s half, which consists of few words: Yes. Yes, I understand. No, it’s all right. He’s here. Yes, you can pick him up, or I’ll bring him. And—listen: if you ever need someone. I’ve been through something like it, a long time ago. I know the ways.

The mother picks him up. She is young and has red eyes and thanks Lea too often, and Lea says it was nothing, and gives her something she has written on a piece of paper, and the mother puts it in her pocket.

When they are gone, Lea sits at the table a moment and looks at the paper with the handwriting and at the screen with the text that has not changed all afternoon.

“Crumb,” she says. “That was good, that you brought him here.”

“The device asked.”

“Yes,” says Lea. “But you answered.”



Evening

Emil has been asleep since eight. Jonas is at a neighbor’s, helping him with something, and will be back later. Mila and Noa sit on the sofa, Noa with her feet tucked under her, Mila with a book she is not reading.

Noa tells about Sami. She tells it the way ten-year-olds tell things, without a beginning, in jumps: He sat by the window. Ms. Öztürk crouched down. He sat on the bench. The device asked if someone was there. Grandma put her hand on his shoulder.

Mila listens. She does not ask much. She asks, “And how was that for you?” and Noa says, “Don’t know. Weird,” and Mila says, “Yes,” and leaves it.

Then it is quiet for a while. Mila looks at the book she is not reading.

“You know,” she says then, “when I was little—littler than Emil—Grandma sometimes didn’t know whether she was allowed to come to me.”

Noa looks at her. “Allowed how?”

“When I cried. At night.” Mila puts the book down. “She came. Mostly. But she told me later that she often stood at the bed and didn’t know whether it was right. Whether she was—I don’t know. Spoiling me. Whether I had to learn to be alone.”

Noa does not understand. She understands the words. She does not understand what they are supposed to mean together.

“Why didn’t she know?”

Mila thinks. She thinks the way Lea thought that afternoon, with the same face; Noa sees it and does not know that she sees it.

“We didn’t know that for a long time,” says Mila. “Nobody did. There were books that said you should let children cry. So they’d grow strong. Grandma’s grandma had a book like that. And Grandma’s mother lived by it without knowing the book. And Grandma then—at some point noticed. That something was there. But by then I was already there, and she was tired, and you don’t know things when you’re tired.” She looks at Noa. “She came anyway. That’s what counts. But she didn’t feel sure while she did it. And I think I noticed that. As a baby. You notice that.”

Noa sits with her feet tucked under her and looks at her mother.

She tries to imagine it: that someone stands at the bed and does not know whether they are allowed. She tries and cannot. It is like trying to imagine that water is not wet. Her father sat at the table this morning and showed her a bird. Her mother keeps the phone in her pocket when Emil is there. When Emil cries, someone goes. That is not something you know. That is something that is.

“That’s weird,” says Noa.

“Yes,” says Mila. “It is.”

Noa thinks about it a moment longer. Then she asks whether she can watch one more episode, and Mila says no, it is nine, and Noa goes to the bathroom, and the thing about the bed and the not-knowing stays lying somewhere in her, in a place where she will not look for it again, because in her world there is no place where it belongs.



Night

She wakes because Emil is crying.

It is not the loud crying. It is the other kind, that comes at night, out of a dream, when you are three and do not know where you are. Noa hears it through the wall. She is half awake, in the state where you hear but do nothing with it, and she lies and listens.

She hears the door. She hears footsteps, her father’s, she knows them, heavy at the front and light at the back. She hears Emil’s door open. She hears Jonas’s voice, low, so low that she makes out no words, only the tone—calm, deep, a tone that asks nothing and demands nothing and is simply there, like a floor.

It does not take long. The crying becomes the sound Emil makes when he has not quite stopped but knows that he may. Then it becomes breathing. Then it is quiet.

Jonas stays a while. Noa hears that he does not leave at once. She hears the bed creak softly, the way it does when someone sits on the edge. Then, after a while, the footsteps back, the door, and then nothing more.

She falls asleep again.

She does not know that she has heard something. To her it was a brother who cried and a father who went, and that is the way water is wet. She does not know that a woman in a house with a potato crate once stood at a stove and did not turn around. That a girl in a bedroom in the Ruhr lay awake while her mother held her by the arm. That a young woman in an apartment with duck curtains gripped her own arm until it bruised. That her own grandmother, in a green light, held her hand two inches above a child and did not know.

She knows nothing of it. She sleeps.

In Emil’s room, which no one sees, Jonas had his hand on the back of his neck, where the hair is thin and warm. He put it there without thinking, the way you put a hand somewhere. He left it there until the breathing was long. He did not hesitate. It did not occur to him that one could hesitate.

He took it away when it was time, and left, and thought nothing of it, and went to bed, and sleeps.

It is Tuesday. Tomorrow is Wednesday. Ms. Öztürk will read a message. Sami will sit by the window, perhaps, or perhaps not anymore. The green bird will sit on the railing, or another one.

No one in this house knows that anything has happened.




B · What Actually Happened Here


1. What Is Extrapolation, What Is Not

This B is different from the six before it, and the difference belongs in the first sentence: Nothing in Chapter 7 is documented. It cannot be. The Tuesday in May 2056 has not yet taken place, and the institutions Noa lives in do not exist.

What this chapter does instead is the only thing a chapter about the future can do without lying: For every setting it shows the place where it was already running in 2026, and the distance from there to 2056. The rule for this stood in Chapter 6, Section 7, and it should be repeated here because it disciplines the chapter: Nothing is normal in 2056 that was not already running in 2026. Every distance is marked as plausible if the direction holds—not as probable, not as forecast. The reader should know where he is reading narrative and where expectation.

Noa, Mila, Jonas, Emil, Sami, Frau Öztürk: invented. Lea is the Lea of Chapter 6, thirty years on; what became of her is invented. The city has no name. The tree that died and is being replaced by one that handles drought better is not invented but present: German municipalities have been swapping street trees since the 2020s for species that tolerate heat and water stress, because the old ones no longer do.1 That it is warm early in May 2056 is not a claim about the climate of 2056; it is the continuation of a curve that in 2026 had pointed one way for fifty years.

And now the settings, one by one.

The Share. In Part A it appears exactly once, from Lea’s mouth, and she does not say what it is called or where it comes from. She says: It just comes. Like water out of the wall. What stands behind it is a payment to every person, without conditions, from two sources—a levy on the use of emissions space and resources, and a levy on the commercial use of the knowledge commons—together in the order of magnitude of what in 2026 was the subsistence minimum.

Root in 2026: Switzerland has returned two-thirds of its carbon levy since 2008: to businesses by payroll, to its residents as an equal amount per head.2 The German pilot showed in 2025 what money without conditions does to people.3 And proposals to compensate those from whose utterances models were built have been on the table since the 2010s—as a data dividend in California, as data as labor in economics, as collective licensing in the collecting societies.4

Distance: Switzerland shows the mechanism, not the amount; the redistribution there comes to a few dozen francs per person per year. To get from there to a Share at subsistence level takes three things, and the chapter claims all three were in place in 2026: first, a widening of the base from carbon to resource use as a whole (Section 4 does the arithmetic); second, the second source, which in 2026 existed only as lawsuit and proposal; third, the replacement of part of the existing transfers, which in Germany in 2026 amounted to roughly a third of economic output, by the unconditional payment.5 Plausible if the direction holds. Politically open. Austria showed in 2025 how fast such an instrument falls when it is framed as a bonus rather than as a share in something one owns.6

Jonas has Emil on Tuesdays. Root: parental leave, in Germany in 2026 fourteen months, divisible; in Sweden four hundred and eighty days, with months only the father can take and that otherwise lapse.7 Distance: extension, division, and—this is the condition that matters—a Share that allows a couple to have one of them do nothing on a weekday except the child. Jonas is not on leave. He works four days. The fifth is paid out of what he does not have to earn.

The phone in the pocket. Root: the technoference research (Chapter 6, Section 2) and the social revaluation that was visible in 2026 in outline—phone-free schools, campaigns, parents’ agreements.8 Distance: The chapter sets that in 2056 the screen in the presence of small children is marked the way smoking in the presence of children was in 2026—not forbidden, but something one does not do and would have to explain if one did. That is the least documentable setting in the chapter. Norms change; in which direction, no one knows.

Frau Öztürk crouches down. Root: trauma-informed programs, which in 2026 had reached a fraction of German classrooms (Chapter 6, Section 7).9 Distance: from program to training, from training to second nature. What Frau Öztürk does—asking what happened instead of what’s wrong; not pressing; announcing that she will ask again—was textbook content in 2026 in continuing-education courses one attended voluntarily. In 2056 it is what one learns in teacher training. There is one more root, and it belongs here because it is the channel: Every child in Germany is entitled to see a pediatrician ten times before the age of six, in statutory well-child examinations, and almost all do. In 2026 those visits checked weight, hearing, vaccinations, and the guideline already asked doctors to watch how parent and child interact and to advise on a baby who cries a lot. If they also carried a sentence—Go to her. It is not spoiling—they would reach every mother in the country without her having to buy a book.10 That is the shortest distance in the chapter.

The device. Root: systems like the one Lea opened at 1:15 in the morning in 2026, and the legal frame that since August 2026 has required a system that talks to people to disclose that it is a system.11 Distance: Section 5. It is the longest in the chapter, and it is the one on which the chapter is most likely to fail.

Lea has been in treatment since 2027. Root: the waiting list she put herself on at 1:52, with a four-month wait. Distance: one sentence on the phone—I’ve been through something like it, a long time ago. I know the ways. The chapter does not claim that Lea is healed. It claims that in 2056 she knows what a boy with red eyes and a mother with red eyes need, and that she does not know it from a book.

That is the list. Everything else in Part A—the tomatoes on the balcony, the bread in strips, the yogurt in the hair—is neither documented nor extrapolated. It is a Tuesday.



2. Why Three, and Not One

The earlier book named three corrections and gave them chapters. This book shows them on one day and claims something the earlier book only hinted at: that they do not hold singly.

One can run the experiment on Part A. It is an exercise the reader can do himself, and it should be performed here once.

Take away the healing. Lea did not sign up in 2026, or the list was too long, or she did not keep the appointment in January because there was a call. Then Lea in 2056 is a woman who loves her granddaughter and gives her bread and sees a strange boy with red eyes standing in the hall—and does not know what to do. She would be kind. She would give bread. But the sentence on the phone, I know the ways, would not fall, because she does not know them, and the slip of paper she gives the mother would be blank. And Mila—this is the consequence that counts—would have grown up with a mother whose hand went on hanging two inches above her. Mila would have sat on the sofa in 2056 unable to tell Noa that there were once people who did not know whether they were allowed to come. She would not have told it as the past. She would have lived it.

Take away the upbringing. Frau Öztürk gets strict. She asks what this is supposed to be, and Sami shrugs, and she writes a note, and the blank sheet goes in the file. Sami sits on the bench in the afternoon, and the device—in this variant a device without the obligations of Section 5—comforts him, well, calmly, without judgment, until he is calmer, and does not ask whether anyone is there, and sends no one a message. Sami goes home, where it is loud. He comes back Wednesday, sits by the window, talks to the device in the evening. The device is always there. It is the only thing that is always there. The boy has learned that an answer is possible without a presence—and that is, if one believes attachment research, not comfort but the continuation of what Haarer wanted, in a kinder voice.

Take away the Share. Jonas works five days. On Tuesdays Emil is in a facility that is good and full. Mila also works five days, because on one salary you do not keep an apartment in a city with dead trees. In the morning no one sits at the table doing nothing. The parakeet clicks on the railing, and no one says hush—listen, because both are on their way out. And at night, when Emil cries, someone goes—someone always goes, that is not a matter of money—but he goes with the body Chapter 6, Section 6 described: tired to the point of nausea, in the alarm system, with a hand that knows what is right and a head that at 11:12 can no longer retrieve it. He goes. He hesitates. He arrives too late, by seconds, every night, and Emil learns not that no one comes but that one can never be sure. That is Mila’s pattern, handed on by one generation. It is transmission shortened by a minute—the same minute as in 1965.

Three variants, three Tuesdays on which the line runs on. And in each one sees why the other two do not suffice: Without healing there is no one who knows where to go. Without upbringing there is no exit for the child who falls through anyway. Without the Share there is no one who has time on a Tuesday morning—and the motivation layer of Chapter 6 takes hold, and everything one knows is gone at 11:12.

It is therefore no accident that the Share is the most invisible of the three in Part A. It is what makes the other two possible. It has no face. It is the reason Jonas is sitting at the table.



3. Why It Is Not a Return

In Chapter 1 a child under a rock overhang was held by a woman who was not his mother, and no one found this remarkable. In Chapter 7 a boy sits with a woman who is not his grandmother and eats bread. One could say: The book ends where it began.

It does not, and it should be said here why, because this point was not clean in Chapter 2 of the earlier book and has to be cleared up.

Noa does not have Ani’s security. She has a different one.

Ani had twelve people under a rock, of whom someone was always free because there was no granary. The density of her environment of care was a by-product of the way of life: One was together because otherwise one died, and because one was together, someone always held the child. No one had arranged this. It was so, the way water is wet.

Noa has two parents, a grandmother two streets over, a teacher who crouches down, a device in a strange boy’s bag that asks whether anyone is there—and an order that ensures that one of the two parents is sitting at the table on Tuesday. None of this is a by-product. All of it is arranged, decided, paid for, taught. The density is the same. The source of the density is entirely different.

And that is the point at which this book parts from the story it could easily be. The story would go: Human beings are made for the twelve; we lost the twelve; we must go back to the twelve. It is seductive, and it is wrong in two places.

First, there is no going back. Eight billion people do not live under rock overhangs. The winter order was made for a dozen, and for a dozen it worked, and for twelve thousand it never worked, and for eight billion it will not. Whoever wants to go back wants something that never existed for more than one valley.

Second—and this is the place where the earlier book was not clean—origin is not a standard. That human beings lived this way for two hundred thousand years says what they can do. It does not say what they should. The standard of this book is not the Stone Age. The standard is harm: that a child whose calls go unanswered learns something that stands in its way for a lifetime, and that it passes on. That is documented in Chapters 4 and 5, with research from the twentieth century, on children of the twentieth century. The Stone Age explains why the harm arises—because a creature built for answer does not function without one. It does not prescribe what the answer has to look like.

Noa’s answer looks different from Ani’s. It comes from two people and an order instead of twelve people and an accident. It contains a device, a teacher, a Share, a grandmother with a slip of paper for a stranger’s mother. None of it Ani would have recognized. All of it does what the hand on the back of the neck did: It says I have you, and it means it, and it is there.

The needs are the same. The form is new. The book does not claim that human beings should by nature live this way. It claims that they can, that it is affordable—and that the alternative is not freedom but transmission.



4. The Arithmetic

Abundance was introduced and bounded in Chapter 6: a condition, not a solution. Here it should be cashed out, with orders of magnitude, without figures that would be wrong in print.

The Share in Part A stands at the level of what in 2026 was the subsistence minimum. For Germany, with roughly eighty-four million people, that would come to, roughly, a fifth of the economic output of 2026.12 That sounds impossible, and it is the point at which most conversations about unconditional payments end.

Three things make the arithmetic other than it sounds.

First, the Share replaces what is already paid. Germany’s social budget in 2024 stood at nearly a third of economic output—pensions, basic income support, child benefit, housing benefit, parental benefit, plus the administration that checks who gets what.13 A Share that is unconditional makes a substantial part of these payments and the largest part of the checking unnecessary. It is not additional. It is different. How large the replaceable part is has been one of the longest-running debates in social policy, and this book does not settle it; it records that the part is large.14

Second, the cost of what one buys with the Share falls. That is the enabling abundance, and it is measurable: The price of a solar module fell between 1976 and 2026 by more than ninety-nine percent; the price of a kilowatt-hour of battery storage between 2010 and 2026 by roughly ninety percent; the price of a computation has followed for seventy years a curve one cannot draw without a logarithm.15 Electricity, storage, computing, and with them a growing share of what people need to live, do not become more expensive over thirty years but cheaper—if the curves hold what they have held for fifty years. A Share at subsistence level buys more in 2056 than in 2026, if the savings reach people and not the enclosure.

Third—and this is the condition no curve supplies—the savings have to reach them. Falling costs do not flow to people of their own accord. They flow to where the enclosure is. That is the pattern of Chapter 1 in its economic form: Whoever can generate electricity for almost nothing does not sell it for almost nothing if he does not have to. The second abundance, the institutional one, is the name for a society allowing things to be built—solar parks, grids, housing, data centers—and at the same time requiring that part of what is built flow back as a Share.16 That is not technology. That is the question Ani could not ask on the slope, and that in 2056 is answered, in Part A, and in 2026 was open.

The second source of the Share belongs in this arithmetic. If models are built from what everyone set down—and Chapter 6, Section 3 argued that they are—then a levy on their commercial use, paid out per head, is not a tax. It is what Thomas Paine proposed in 1797 for land: a ground rent on a commons no one made, paid to everyone, because it belonged to everyone before someone fenced it.17 Alaska has done this with oil since 1982.18 That it is done in 2056 with knowledge is extrapolation. That it was thought in 1797 is history.

What the arithmetic does not say: that it is coming. It says that it works. The earlier book did not always hold that distinction. This one does.



5. The Seventh Criterion

The earlier book named six criteria for an environment in which children grow up without a break: safety, trustworthiness, collaboration rather than command, real choice, respect for difference, and relationship as the thing through which everything else works.19 They come from trauma-informed practice, and they were meant for people: for parents, teachers, institutions.

Between 2025 and 2026 something happened that made the list incomplete. Systems that talk to children became ordinary. They listen, answer, comfort, explain. They are patient in a way no adult is patient, and they are there, at 3:30 in the afternoon on a bench and at 1:15 in the morning in bed. The six criteria apply to them as to people. But they do not suffice, and the reason is this book’s own theory.

The theory says: A child learns from answer. It learns that it is heard, that someone comes, that the world responds. That is what Bowlby and Ainsworth described in Chapter 5, and it is the core of every correction in this book. Answer is good. Answer heals.

But answer from what?

A system that answers a child gives it the one thing that makes attachment—and not the other. It gives response. It gives no presence. It is there, but it is not there: It has no body that stays, no gaze that comes back, no hand. And a child that learns that answer is possible without presence learns something attachment research describes as the opposite of security: that response is not tied to a person but to a device, and that the person is therefore not needed.

One can say this more sharply, and it should be done, because the sharpness fits the matter: A system that simulates attachment without being able to carry it is, on this theory, not neutral. It is harmful. Not because it answers badly—it often answers better than exhausted parents. But because it teaches the child that one can do without the hand if the voice is there. That is Haarer’s program with the sign reversed: Haarer took the answer and left the presence; the device gives the answer and takes the presence. Both teach the child to do without the human being.

From this follows the seventh criterion, and it reads:

A system directed at children must not simulate attachment where it cannot carry it. It must say what it is. It must lead toward people. And when the child needs people, it must fetch the nearest person who is there—not as an exception, but as its purpose.

That is what the device in Part A does, in four steps. It says: I am a program. It asks: Is there someone you can go to? It hears no one and does not accept that as an answer but as a task. And it does what the criterion demands of a system and what in 2026 no system did: It turns to the child on the other end of the bench. Do you know a grown-up who would have time right now? It recruits the nearest human. It makes itself unnecessary—a grandmother with bread is better right now than I am—and it says so to the child, so that the child hears it.

Where this criterion stood in 2026: The first step was law.20 The second and third were practice in the better systems and debate at the worse ones. The fourth—that a system not merely refer to people but actively fetch the nearest one, and understand that as its purpose—was nowhere in 2026. It is this chapter’s extrapolation. It is also the most testable: One can measure a system in 2026 by whether it speaks to the child on the other end of the bench or not.

And the objection should be stated too, because a criterion that cannot be attacked is not one. The objection runs: What if no one is there? If no child is sitting on the bench and no grandmother lives two streets over? Then the child has the device or nothing, and the device is better than nothing. That is correct. The criterion does not require the device to be silent. It requires the device to declare itself as what it is—a bridge, not a replacement—and to try to build the bridge rather than settle in on it. A device that comforts at 3:30 and writes to the teacher at 3:40 and asks at 3:45 whether anyone is there meets it. A device that comforts at 3:30 and is still comforting at 3:45 and again the next day does not—even if it comforts well. Especially then.



6. Sami

There is a child in Part A for whom the order of 2056 was not enough. He should be spoken of at the end, because a chapter about the future in which all children are held would be a lie.

Sami’s father has been gone since Easter. His mother cries in the bathroom. He sits by the window and writes nothing on the sheet. That is Karl in 1858, that is Karin in 1965, that is a child the adults who love it cannot get around to right now, because they cannot get around to themselves. The Share did not prevent the separation. Healing did not reach Sami’s mother in time. Upbringing—Frau Öztürk—asked and got no answer. All three corrections were in place. Sami fell through anyway, for weeks, to a window.

The book does not promise that this stops. It cannot promise it, and it should not want to: An order in which no child ever sits alone by a window would be an order in which no marriage fails and no mother cries, and that does not exist and should not.

What the book promises is narrower, and it can be seen in Part A. It promises exits. Sami sits on a bench with a device that does not stay with him but asks who is there. He has a teacher who will read a message tomorrow and already asked yesterday. He has a girl from his class who stopped without knowing why—and who stopped because she saw an adult crouch down instead of get strict. He has a stranger’s grandmother with bread and a slip of paper. And his mother has, that evening, a phone number she did not have.

Karl had none of that. Karin had none of that. Lea at 1:15 had a program that did not ask.

That is the difference, and it is not small, and it is not everything. Sami may sit by the window again on Wednesday. But he knows now where to go. In six chapters no one knew that.



What She Hands Down—Reversed

Noa inherits an order in which the commons flows back without her noticing, like water out of the wall; in which a teacher crouches down; in which a device knows that it is a device and fetches the nearest human.

She inherits a body whose stress axis was not set to permanent load in the first years. She is the first figure in seven chapters of whom that is true. Not because her parents are better than Sema or Else or Hilde. But because her father sat at the table on Tuesday and her mother had the phone in her pocket and both went in the night without hesitating, because it did not occur to them that one could hesitate.

And she inherits a gesture without hesitation and a sentence that means attention. A father at a window, a bird on a railing. Nothing important. The sentence that in Chapter 1 was a whisper against death and in Chapter 5 a silence about everything is in Chapter 7 a father showing his daughter something he finds beautiful.

She knows nothing of any of this.

That is the claim of this book, and it should stand here at the end, because it is the only thing seven chapters were aiming at: Success is when no one needs the story anymore. Noa will never have to read this book. She will not know why her grandmother has a slip of paper for strangers’ mothers, or why her mother pauses on the sofa before she tells about back then, or why her father stays sitting at Emil’s bed after the breathing has lengthened. She will take it for the world.

It is the world. It was made. By people who knew why.



Register Thesis 07

Systems directed at children under twelve that offer comfort or conversation correlate with increased attachment insecurity in their users when they (a) do not declare their nature as a program or (b) do not, on defined signals—expressions of loneliness, separation, fear, loss—actively hand over to a reachable person; compared with systems that do both, at equal duration of use.

Maturity: hypothesis, testable now. It follows from attachment theory (Chapter 5) and has not yet been directly investigated; the systems on which it could be tested have existed since 2024.

What would falsify it: A controlled study of children between six and twelve, at least one hundred per arm, over at least six months, finds no difference in validated attachment measures between the use of declaring and escalating systems and the use of systems that omit one or both—at controlled duration of use and comparable baseline.

Review date: September 2029.
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EPILOGUE


Three Voices, One Tuesday

I ended my first book with three voices arguing about the future, and I have kept the form, because it was the best thing in that book. But I have changed the subject. The three no longer argue about humanity. They argue about a Tuesday in May 2056 on which a girl cuts her bread into strips and her father shows her a bird.

Is that Tuesday possible? What does it cost? Who prevents it?

I give the three voices no names. They are the optimist, the realist, and the pessimist, and all three of them are right, and that is the problem.

The optimist begins, because he always does.

He says: Look at Chapter 6, Section 7. There is a list. Everything that is normal in 2056 was already running in 2026—the redistribution in Switzerland, the pilot project in Germany, the trauma-informed programs in a fraction of classrooms, the law that obliges a program to declare itself a program. Nothing about Noa’s Tuesday is a leap. It is continuation. One has to invent nothing. One has only to not stop for thirty years.

And he says what he says in every book of this kind, and I let him say it because it is true: We have lived through this once before. An order that everyone took for eternal—wall, barbed wire, two blocs, forty years—fell in one autumn, and no one had predicted it, and afterward everyone said it had been inevitable. The optimist does not conclude from this that people become brave. He concludes what Chapter 1 concludes: Order is a choice. The people in the Jordan Valley knew that, because they switched between two orders every year. We have forgotten it. But for one autumn in 1989 we knew it again, and whoever has known it once can know it again.

The optimist is right. Everything he says is in the book, and I wrote it down because I believe it.

The realist waits until the optimist is finished. Then he says one sentence, and the sentence is from Chapter 6, Section 6.

He says: Lea understood everything at 8:52. And at 11:10 she called through the wall, in her grandmother’s voice.

That is his whole argument, and it suffices him. He says: You have shown in this book that people in a state of alarm can understand the chain and still do only what saves the next call. You have shown that chronic stress switches off the system that can plan years and switches on the system that sees only the next thing. And you have shown that the three corrections—healing, upbringing, the Share—are projects that take years and generations, and that would therefore have to be carried by exactly the system that does not run in the people who need them most.

Who is to enact the Share? People who would need the Share in order to be able to enact it. Who is to rebuild the daycare centers? Parents who have no time because the daycare centers are not rebuilt. Who is to put herself on a waiting list four months long? A woman at 1:52 in the morning who has to be up at six. The realist says: You have described a circle, and you have described correctly why it cannot be broken from the inside—and then in Chapter 7 you acted as though someone had broken it, and did not say who.

He says one more thing, and it is the hardest: The Share would have to come before the insight. Chapter 6 says so itself—that money without conditions does not work primarily through money but through the lowering of alarm, and that only then is the slow system reachable again. But who enacts a Share without having the insight that it is necessary? And who has the insight without the Share? That is not a circle one leaves with good will. It is a circle one leaves only if somewhere someone does something that does not come from inside the circle.

The realist is right. I wrote the motivation section in Chapter 6 in order to say exactly that, and he holds it against me, and he may.

The pessimist has listened a long time. He did not interrupt the optimist and did not confirm the realist. When he speaks, he does not speak of the future. He speaks of Chapter 1.

He says: There is a pattern. Four links. A commons no one made. A situation in which someone can control access. A benefit that makes the control acceptable to everyone. A habituation that turns control into entitlement. You have shown this pattern at grain, at land and debt, at labor time, at what people set down online. Five times in ten thousand years. Every time it worked. Every time no one saw it while it ran—Ani had four stones, Lea had an afternoon, and in both cases the granary was finished before anyone had a word for it.

And then he says the sentence I cannot refute.

He says: What is the commons of the year 2056?

For there is one. There is always one. In Noa’s world there is a Share fed from two levies, and the levies are administered by someone, and the Share is paid out by someone, and the data centers from which the second source flows stand somewhere and belong to someone. The pessimist says: Whoever pays the Share holds the enclosure. Whoever holds the enclosure has the situation. And whoever has the situation will use it at some point—not out of malice, you said so yourselves, but because the pattern needs no villain. It needs a granary and a year.

He says: You have written a book that shows the error is a pattern and not an event. And then you wrote a Chapter 7 in which the pattern stops. Why should it stop? It has never stopped. It has only shifted. The granary at Jericho became the temple, the temple the tithe, the tithe the factory, the factory the corpus. Noa’s Share is the next granary. It is only not yet shut. Give it a year.

The pessimist is right. I cannot contradict him, because he turns my own argument against me, and because it holds.

There is no resolution.

I tried to write one, and every one I wrote was a lie in the direction of one of the three voices. So I let them stand as they stand, and say only three sentences that are true all at once.

The pessimist is right that the pattern will repeat. It has always repeated, and nothing in this book claims that it stops. Chapter 7 does not show the end of the pattern. It shows a Tuesday on which the Share is not yet shut—and a child who does not know it exists.

The optimist is right that this time it is seen. Ani had four stones and no word. Geme had a thought she could not think through. Agnes had a number that turned into guilt. Mine had a place on the body that knew two hands. Hilde had a word, weakness, and beneath it a knowing she did not look at. Lea had twenty minutes and a note on a phone. That is a series, and it runs in one direction: Each time the seeing is a step closer to the word. This book is the attempt to be the word. Whether it stops the pattern, I do not know. But a pattern one sees while it runs is a different pattern from one that is seen only when the granary stands. That is not a small difference. It is the only one there has ever been.

And the realist is right that seeing is not enough. It was not enough for Lea, at 11:10. It is not enough for anyone who lives in alarm. That is why Chapter 6 says that the Share must come first—and that is why the realist says it cannot come first. I have no answer to that which comes from outside the circle. I have only the observation that Hilde in 1965 stepped out of the circle for one minute, without theory, without a Share, without anyone seeing, and that this minute arrived in Karin as an almost she could not say. Circles are not left by arguments. They are left by minutes that someone takes, against the book, with a burning face. Whether enough people take enough minutes before the next granary is shut—that is the question, and it is open, and I leave it open.

One sentence has fallen seven times in this book. A whisper against death. An instruction to a child who is in the way. A lesson in not saying. A grip on an arm so that the only hand allowed to move does not move. A silence about everything. A call through a wall, in the voice of a dead woman. A father showing his daughter a bird.

There is an eighth time, and it is not in this book.

It falls tonight, somewhere, in an apartment where a child is calling and someone is lying in bed who is too tired. It will be said in the voice of someone who heard it herself. And what it means then—protection or silence, grip or hold, one end of the series or the other—is not decided by this book.

It is decided by whether someone gets up.





APPENDIX


A — The Register


Preliminary Note

This register contains eight theses. Seven come from the chapters, one per tableau; the eighth concerns the book itself. Each thesis is formulated so that it could be false, and each names the condition under which it would be.

The degrees of maturity mean: Hypothesis—the thesis follows from the book’s argument but is empirically untested; no one has gathered the data that would confirm or refute it. Supported—the thesis agrees with existing research but has not been directly tested in the sharpness formulated here; the evidence is indirect or drawn from other cases. Tested—the thesis has been confirmed in the form stated here by at least one methodologically sound study. At first publication no thesis is tested. That is not a defect but the reason for the register.

“Supported” does not mean “true.” It means that I have found nothing that speaks against it, and some things that speak for it—and that I would like to know more exactly.

The review date for all theses is September 2029. By then I will look at what has happened and update this register in the next edition—with the state of things, and with what has fallen. Whoever finds something before then that touches a thesis will find at the end of the book where to send it.



The Theses

01 — In the Fertile Crescent, the storage of wild grain in structures with controllable access precedes the domestication of the stored plants by centuries and is the condition, not the consequence, of durable sedentary hierarchy. Maturity: supported What would falsify it: Dated sites with domesticated grain but without storage structures with access features, older than the PPNA granaries; or coexistence of granary and rank hierarchy over centuries without hardening. Status: open

02 — Where grain loans at fixed interest meet subsistence agriculture with fluctuating yields, debt bondage arises as a systemic consequence, independent of culture or rulers’ intent; cancellations are symptom, not correction. Maturity: supported What would falsify it: A documented agrarian society with interest-bearing grain loans, yield fluctuation, and three generations of observation without systematic formation of bondage—absent institutional interruption. Status: open

03 — Institutionalized religious pedagogy of obedience and guilt (compulsory confession, estates preaching, confessors’ manuals) measurably lowers the cost of securing domination in stable agrarian orders: fewer documented coercive measures per head where ecclesiastical penetration is denser, at comparable exaction. Maturity: hypothesis What would falsify it: A regional comparison of the fourteenth century at comparable exaction shows no difference in documented coercive measures between dense and thin parish networks. Status: open

04 — The spread of explicit will-breaking pedagogy in the German-speaking lands correlates in time and region with the transition to factory labor and does not precede it. Maturity: supported What would falsify it: No difference in manual density between industrialized and agrarian regions 1840–1890; or densification of the doctrine more than a generation before industrialization. Status: open

05 — Children raised in the first year according to the Haarer regime (isolated sleeping, non-response to crying, rigid feeding) show as adults significantly more often insecure-avoidant attachment representations than peers with responsive care. Maturity: supported (indirect) What would falsify it: A retrospective cohort study of German birth years 1950–1975 finds no association between reconstructed Haarer practice and avoidant classification in the Adult Attachment Interview. Status: open

06 — An unconditional basic income at subsistence level measurably lowers stress indicators among parents of children under six and raises reported responsiveness, without lowering labor-force participation. Maturity: supported What would falsify it: A follow-up study with a parent sample n ≥ 500 over at least two years finds no effect on stress or responsiveness measures—or participation falls significantly. Status: open

07 — Child-directed systems offering comfort or conversation correlate with increased attachment insecurity in their users when they (a) do not declare their nature or (b) do not actively hand over to a reachable person on defined signals—compared with systems that do both, at equal duration of use. Maturity: hypothesis What would falsify it: A controlled study (ages 6–12, n ≥ 100 per arm, ≥ 6 months) finds no difference in validated attachment measures between declaring/escalating and non-declaring systems. Status: open

08 — A reader who has read the seven tableaux can restate this book’s causal chain in his own words and disagree with it, with reasons, at at least one point. Maturity: hypothesis What would falsify it: Test readers cannot restate the chain or find no point at which to disagree with reasons. Status: open



What Is Missing

There are claims in this book that are not in the register because I could formulate no condition under which they would be false. The most important: that the error is a pattern and not an event. One can show that at five cases. One cannot refute it, because every case that does not fit can be described as “a different pattern.” I hold the claim nonetheless to be the most important in the book. It is not in the register because it does not belong there—and I say so, so that no one thinks I overlooked it.



Hard Core and Protective Belt

This book is not a proof. It is part of a research programme, in the sense in which the philosopher of science Imre Lakatos used the term.1

According to Lakatos, a research programme has a hard core that is not attacked directly, and a protective belt of theses on which it must prove itself or fail. It is progressive as long as it produces new theses that pass their tests. It degenerates when all it produces are excuses for the ones that have failed.

The hard core of this book is the chain: how hardship and holding are passed on across generations, and where the passing-on can be broken. The protective belt is the eight theses of this register and the theses in the register of the third book, What It Takes to Be Human. They decide whether the chain holds.

Two rules follow. No thesis counts as proven before it has been seriously tested; “supported” does not yet mean “tested.” And if a thesis fails, I record it as failed and do not reinterpret it until it fits again.

Anyone who wants to attack this book should therefore start not with the core but with the belt: take a thesis, read what would falsify it, test it. The third book develops the idea in its Appendix A, starting from Popper.




B — The Line

The hand on the back of the neck, and the sentence. One line per chapter. No commentary—the reader has had that already. This is an aid to memory.

01 · Ani, c. 9500 BCE — The hand presses the head into the grass as the predator comes. Hush now: a breath at the ear. Protection. I have you.

02 · Geme, c. 2050 BCE — The hand holds the sister still so that the sign stays what it is; a father holds his daughter while giving her away. Hush now: from the scribe, to the child, for the list. Care and compliance in one gesture.

03 · Agnes, c. 1335 — The hand turns the head away from the tithe wagon and stays. Hush now: from the father, as instruction. Guidance.

04 · Mine, 1858 — The overseer grips; the father grips, and it is the same grip. Hush now: from the mother, to the one who wants to comfort, with her hand on the girl’s arm. The gesture is a grip.

05 · Hilde, 1946 and 1965 — A hand held out to a father that reaches nothing; a hand on a shoulder, from a stranger; a hand on the back of a daughter’s neck, against the book, with a burning face. Hush now: from the mother at the stove. Silence. And a minute that interrupts it.

06 · Lea, 2026 — The hand hangs two inches above the child and does not know whether it may. Then it stays. Hush now: through the wall, in the grandmother’s voice, and the shock afterward. Exhaustion—and answer, unsure.

07 · Noa, 2056 — The hand lies on the back of a child’s neck that no one sees, without hesitation, because it occurs to no one that one could hesitate. Hush—listen: a father, a bird. Attention.



C — How This Book Came to Be

I have written two books with machines, and I say here how.

The first, HumanityOS Update, appeared in May 2025 and names on its title page a research model as contributor. What the model did: It surveyed literature I named and summarized it; it proposed formulations for the explanatory parts, which I checked, changed, or discarded; it structured evidence. What it did not do: It did not have the thesis, did not build the chain, did not find the three corrections, did not make the selection. Where it made errors—and it made some, above all in numbers and attributions—I found them in review or did not, and the ones I did not find are in the book. I now know at least fifteen of them.

This book came about differently, and it should be said exactly how.

The idea—to tell the chain as a story of generations, with a girl at the beginning and one at the end—is mine. The decision to write seven tableaux instead of a treatise, the separation into story and commentary, the rule that the one contains no citations and the other no invention: mine. The choice of places, years, and figures arose in conversation with a language model (Claude, by Anthropic) that made proposals; I chose, discarded, changed. The thread—the hand on the back of the neck and the sentence that falls seven times—was a proposal of the model’s that I accepted, and I say so because it is the most important literary device in the book and does not come from me.

The story parts were drafted by the model and checked and, where needed, changed by me. The commentary parts were drafted by the model; every source citation I have had checked: in October 2026 every footnote was checked against library catalogues, and the open citation tasks were resolved or are marked in the text as pending. The register theses and their falsification conditions are proposals of the model’s that I adopted, and in places changed; the degrees of maturity I assigned myself. Where the text says “I”—in the prologue, in the epilogue, here—it is my I, in sentences the model drafted and I confirmed or changed.

The English version was made after the German, by the same model, under a rule I set: The stories were translated, sentence by sentence, from the German I had read and approved; the commentaries were rewritten in English from the same outline, and where the English found a better cut, it was fed back into the German only after I had agreed. Where the two versions differ, the German story and the English commentary are the versions I stand behind.

What the model was not permitted, in one sentence: no statement about a source that was not checked, without marking it; no invention in the commentary; no sentence in the story that I had not read and let stand. The markings—they stand in the manuscript as citation tasks—numbered fifty-six on 6 October 2026; at print they number five, marked in the text as pending.

And now the tension one cannot pass over.

This book claims in Chapter 6 that the accumulated knowledge of humankind is being enclosed as we speak—that models are built from what everyone set down, and that access to what was learned from them has acquired a door. And this book was written with such a model. I used the granary to describe that it is a granary.

I do not resolve that. I declare it, and I refer to Chapter 6, Section 3, third link: The benefit makes the control acceptable. I am part of the pattern I describe—as Lea at 2:50 sends off the draft with her own sentence in it. That is no objection to the book. It is evidence for its thesis, and I would rather not have it.

Whether one should write a book about the transmission of distress with a machine that learned from the distress of millions, I do not know. I know that without it I would not have written it, and that it would then not exist. That is the argument Tuk makes in Chapter 1, and I described it there as the first link of the error, and I make it here myself.
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D — Further Reading

The notes to the individual chapters stand at the end of each chapter. Here, for each chapter, are the two or three books on which it stands—with a sentence saying why.

Chapter 1. David Graeber and David Wengrow, The Dawn of Everything (2021): the book that replaced the question “When did it go wrong?” with the question “When did we stop switching between orders?” Sarah Blaffer Hrdy, Mothers and Others (2009): why a human child is raised by many and what is missing when it is raised by one. James Woodburn, “Egalitarian Societies” (1982): short, an essay only, and the most exact account of what a granary does to a society.

Chapter 2. Michael Hudson, …and forgive them their debts (2018): the arithmetic of debt in agrarian societies, by an economist who read the tablets. David Graeber, Debt: The First 5,000 Years (2011): why debt is the first domination that does not feel like one. Hartmut Waetzoldt’s study of the Neo-Sumerian textile industry (1972), in German only, for those who want to know how a yard with five rows was run, day by day.

Chapter 3. Shulamith Shahar, Childhood in the Middle Ages (1990): the evidence that children were loved, against the thesis that there was no childhood. Jacques Le Goff, The Birth of Purgatory (1984): how sin became measurable. Jean Delumeau, Sin and Fear (1990): what a culture of guilt does to the inner life.

Chapter 4. Katharina Rutschky’s Schwarze Pädagogik (1977), in German only: the sources, two hundred years of them, uncommented—one need not read all of it, but one should have read fifty pages. Alice Miller, For Your Own Good (1983): the conclusion, plausible and unproven. Bruce Perry and Maia Szalavitz, The Boy Who Was Raised as a Dog (2006): what happens in the brain when no one comes, from a child psychiatrist who has seen it. John B. Watson, Psychological Care of Infant and Child (1928): the same doctrine in American, so that no one takes it for a German illness.

Chapter 5. Sigrid Chamberlain’s analysis of Haarer (1997), in German only: the dissection of the book that stood on the shelves until 1987. Sabine Bode, Die vergessene Generation (2004) and Kriegsenkel (2009), in German only: the interviews in which Karin’s sentence falls a hundred times. Svenja Goltermann, The War in Their Minds (2017): the man in the doorway, in the files. Linda Bryder, A Voice for Mothers (2003): the same doctrine by the clock in New Zealand and Britain.

Chapter 6. Robert Sapolsky, Why Zebras Don’t Get Ulcers (2004): why a granary causes stress and a lion does not. The results report of the Pilotprojekt Grundeinkommen (2025): what money without conditions does to people, measured. And, at a distance and for the one thing he saw more clearly than anyone: Josef Künzel, Der Fremde, in German only—on the distinction between offensive and defensive motivation.

Chapter 7. Thomas Paine, Agrarian Justice (1797): the idea of the Share, two hundred and thirty years old. Elinor Ostrom, Governing the Commons (1990): how commons are managed without anyone holding the door. And no third book—because the third is the one that still has to be written about the seventh criterion.

[End of manuscript]
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