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Chapter One
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The Austrian air was dry and cold as Otto Haberle raced to the train station; he did not want to be late. It was a February morning, with spring still months away. Patches of snow adorned the quiet little town of Braunau am Inn, and the sidewalks still had a shiny covering of sleet from last night’s snowfall. Otto narrowly avoided slipping on each and every street corner as he raced to the station, he after all could not rely on his cheap pocket watch. 

“Dammit the train is pulling in!” He yelled out loud, seeing the dense smoky cloud that signaled the arrival of a locomotive, his locomotive. 

The well-dressed locals could not help but smile at the youngster that was elegantly dancing on their sidewalks. He carried a large suitcase under his left arm, his right arm stuck out like a stick in order to help keep his balance. His panting breath created a faint yet visible cloud that flowed out of his face and around his head; he looked like a baby wyvern fresh out of the folk tales. A wyvern who was both experiencing and surviving his first ever winter. 

Otto made it to the station, right as the train pulled in. He thanked himself profusely for buying the ticket yesterday, as he pulled it out and gripped it tightly as he queued for the train. One by one the passengers boarded, until he was the last one to board. He handed his somewhat crumpled ticket to the train conductor, who could not help but smile at the young man before him. 

“One passenger to Vienna.” Spat out Otto, gasping for air in between his words. 

The conductor grabbed his ticket and looked at it before stamping it. He could not help but ask: “Vienna’s newest artist?” 

“No sir, her newest writer.” Otto replied with a smile, and the conductor handed him back his ticket. 

“Good luck.” Said the conductor with full honesty, and he stepped aside in order to let Otto onboard. 

The ticket was for third class, and Otto made his way through the train, trying to find an empty seat. Being last, such a task was easier said than done, many passengers placed their luggage next to them on the train, and stared Otto down with hostile eyes, eyes that told him that he was not welcome next to them. Otto was not well dressed; he had the cheapest threads that could still give warmth. Austria-Hungary had many aspiring artists, many of which lived in Vienna or were in the process of heading there. And no one wanted to lift a finger in order to help them. 

Otto continued on through the train, heading ever closer to the back. At long last he found an empty seat on the wooden benches that were the hallmark of third-class travel. Next to the seat was a young man with the same quality of clothing thread as Otto, no doubt a fellow creative. He made his way on over, and the two men locked eyes. 

“May I sit here?” Otto asked. 

“Of course.” The young man motioned with his hand, and Otto sat down on the cold wooden bench. 

“I appreciate it! All of the fine ladies and gentlemen ahead of us would rather see me dead, than have me take a seat beside them!” 

“Indeed. One of the unfortunate experiences of train travel.” 

Otto sat silently, the air inside of the compartment coach was as cold as the air outside. Heating was reserved for the first and if they are lucky, the second-class compartment coaches; all that the third class could rely on for warmth were their threads and the steadily heating air from their respiration. After a few moments, the train pulled out of the station, and they were off to Vienna. Otto looked at his pocket watch, it was 8:32 AM, and he watched the hands spin slowly around until 8:40 AM, until his boredom caused him to want to talk to his neighbor that shared his bench. 

“I wanted to thank you once again for letting me sit next to you without hassle, I’m Otto Haberle.” Remarked Otto, and he extended his hand for a handshake with the young man who had allowed Otto to sit next to him. 

“I’m Adolf Hitler, and the pleasure is mine.” Replied Adolf, reciprocating Otto’s gesture with a handshake. 

“A fellow creative bound for Vienna I presume?” 

“Indeed, an artist who wishes to study at the Vienna Academy of Fine Arts if she would have me; what about you?” 

“A writer, all of the major publishers of the Empire are in Vienna, hopefully one can grab my work and give me the Krones needed so that I can buy my daily bread.” 

“The same for me, although in my case it will be obtaining either a patron or the interest of a gallery curator.” 

The conversation started to die down, and Otto after a while started to be bored once again. Adolf, the aspiring artist next to him, had a window to keep him company, and an artistic mind to fully appreciate the sights that he saw. Otto the writer on the other hand, only had the creaking of cheap bench wood and the clatter of rails to keep him company. He pulled out a small notepad and pencil from his overcoat pocket and started to jot down a little poem. It took a while to begin, but Otto started to write: 

“Sharp is the pain of the hopeful,

Eager for just a tiny morsel,

Of fame’s nectar, ever sweet.

Cold is the compartment of poverty, 

En route to possibility, 

So close, yet so far away.” 

“What are you writing?” Asked Adolf, which snapped Otto out of his writer’s trance. 

“Take a look.” Replied Otto, handing Adolf his notebook, and he proceeded to read the stanza without delay. 

“A lovely little verse! Would you mind if I draw something on one of your pages?” Asked Adolf with a smile on his face. 

“Go right ahead.” Replied Otto, handing Adolf his pencil. 

Adolf spent the next quarter hour drawing. Otto was amused, the two men were artists, each man saw riches and a prosperous future in Vienna, and finally, they were both men of meager means. Such was the fate of all artists in Austria-Hungary, an Empire that harbored so much potential, but was faced with so much strife. Rumors flew on the lips of those who dared to risk a beating by the police regarding her future. They were never pretty, all of them told of problems regarding corruption and inefficiency in the government bureaucracy. The Austrian Emperor, the old Franz Joseph I of Austria, was more senile than sane. He had ruled over an uneasy Empire for over six decades, and now his hold over Austria was slipping away as he got older.

No one in Austria-Hungary saw good times ahead. The nations of Europe continued to arm themselves for war, yet it was never enough. When one nation improved her armament, the others raced in order to match it, and on and on this cycle repeated. The next war was going to be a massive and glorious war in the eyes of all Europeans, millions of men fighting on each side, thousands of miles of battle, it would be as glorious as the Franco-Prussian war, only this time all of France will be settled by Germanic Franks once again! Such proclamations were the cries of patriotism, imperialism, and jingoism that one could hear all over Austria-Hungary as she marched on through the years. 

Thanks to his extensive reading, Otto saw the illusions of all these things. In war, the young dreamers and artists are drafted by the senile aristocrats, of whom Franz Joseph I proudly ranked as leader, and sent off for the land of mud, smoke, and tears. Aristocrat, Bourgeoisie, the distinctions are many, but the classes have always remained the same. The class that owns the means of prosperity, and the class that has to beg for whatever scraps it can get. Such was the time in which Otto lived, and if nothing changed, the same would be the case during the time of his death. 

“I would be honored to have a poet’s eye glance over my sketch! Would you mind?” Asked Adolf, which took Otto out of a daydream trance. 

“Not at all, and I will judge honorably and fairly!” Replied Otto with a tease, and he took the painting from Adolf without delay. 

It was a sketch without color, but it had beauty. It showed a tranquil little field, adorned with what looked to be snow on her surface. Surrounding it were bare naked branches. Even without color, you could tell that it was a winter scene. Otto was impressed, his train companion had some skill. 

“I’m impressed. Even without color, I can tell that it is a tranquil little field in wintertime. Some blue for the sky, and a potent combination of color for the background, and this piece will get you into the academy!” Remarked Otto, who appreciated the skill of the artist that made this sketch. 

“Thank you my friend; your words make me very happy! Now to return the favor.” Adolf grabbed the notebook from Otto’s hand and flipped back to his poem draft. “I like the combination of gloom and hope in this piece. The artist wants just a tiny morsel of the sweet nectar of fame. He knows that it is likely that he will never taste it, but he carries on.” Remarked Adolf, who admitted the power of Otto’s poem in capturing this very moment, the moment where the hopeful artist carries on even when the situation appears to be grim. 

“Thank you! I’ll complete the poem once I get to Vienna.” 

“Speaking of Vienna, where will you be staying?” 

Otto had not really thought about where he was going to stay. He after all had just aged out of his youth orphanage, and thus decided that the best place to go if he wanted to survive was Vienna. He hesitated for a while before admitting to Adolf: “I hadn’t really thought about it. I likely will find the cheapest hotel and/or lodging that I can find. At the very least until I can find a local publisher and give him some of my manuscripts in exchange for pay.” 

“Well, I may have some good news for you. I have a friend, from Braunau am Inn, the same as me, who no doubt is already in Vienna by now. He and I will be sharing rent, and I doubt that he would reject an additional creative who does not mind contributing to the rent!”

“A fellow creative? Is he an artist like yourself?” 

“No, a musician!” Replied Adolf with a strong laugh. 

“A musician is as much of a creative as you or me Adolf!” 

“Perhaps, although if I may be frank with you, the musical arts have been bastardized beyond all repair by the posh spineless buffoons of the high aristocracy. True music has died long ago!” Replied Adolf, with sharp passion. 

“Frankly, I spend too much time in the library to bother with music.” Added Otto, wisely avoiding any sort of controversial debate that could get the both of them thrown off of the train.  

“Ha, consider yourself fortunate! Either way, we have enough time once we meet August to debate the sad wreck that is modern music. For now, let us change the subject to other things; you begin.” 

You mentioned that your friend August is from Braunau am Inn, the same as you. Is Braunau am Inn your native town?” 

“Indeed, it’s a quiet little town near The German Empire. No creative can ever hope to earn a living there, so naturally I have left it behind for Vienna. Is your orphanage from around there?” 

“Truthfully, I have no idea where it may be. I was never allowed outside of the grounds until I was forced out at adulthood; my life was in the classroom, in the bunk bed, and in the humble little library. Fortunately, one of the teachers lent me as many books as I could read. I was to join him in an apprenticeship as a clerk, unfortunately he passed a few years ago.” 

“My apologies, my father passed a few years ago as well, the man was cruel and miserable, but even so, I miss him. Do you have any idea what became of your parents?” 

“Not a thing regarding my father, either he abandoned my mother or was killed in war, those are the two theories that make the most sense after all the questioning that I asked the orphanage staff over my life. My mother I know basically as well as my father, not a thing. Either she died in childbirth, and the family wanted nothing to do with me, or she was a fallen woman who could never hope to take care of me.” 

“I see, I apologize for bringing up such a memory.” 

“Not to worry, all of us creatives leave behind misery in our past. We march forward towards the sweet nectar that is Vienna!” 

“Indeed!” 

The conversation died down once again, and the two artists went back to their previous activities. Adolf went back to looking out of the window, while Otto went back to writing his poem, and laying the groundwork for future writing projects. The entire trip from Braunau am Inn to Vienna would take around three and a half hours by train. Including the numerous stops, it would be closer to a four-hour trip; even so it was not a bad timeframe. 

The February morning proved to be calm and tranquil. The sun had risen slightly. She hung quite low on the sky as it was still February, but the sky was clear with minimal cloud coverage. A far cry from what was the case yesterday evening. Even fully dressed, with winter trousers and his overcoat, Otto could not sleep soundly in Braunau am Inn. It was so cold that he remained half awake, cursing the fact that he declined to pay extra for blankets. In this very moment however, aboard the train that was bound for Vienna, he was warm and relaxed. The cabin thankfully was starting to heat up due to all of the passengers that were inside.

“What’s it like, to be named after the Iron Chancellor?” Asked Adolf out of the blue. 

“To be perfectly honest, I don’t know who gave me this name. It could have been my mother, or the orphanage clerk when I was registered. But I have not thought about it much, so I can’t say.” Admitted Otto. 

“You read and write all day, and yet you’ve never had the time to think about your connection to Otto von Bismarck?” Asked Adolf, who was quite surprised at the fact that Otto did not wear his name as a badge of pride. 

“I’ve glanced over history, but I was primarily given literature and managerial texts to read. Remember that I was supposed to be a clerk’s apprentice before my master died unexpectedly.” 

“Ah yes, I’ve forgotten that part.” 

“You mentioned briefly about your father, that he was cruel and miserable. Mind telling me more?” 

“Sure thing! Ironically enough he was in a similar career to what you were going to do. He pressured me relentlessly to enter civil service, and dozens of times I rebuked his request; it simply wasn’t something that I could see myself doing. We moved around a lot all throughout my childhood, and we finally settled in Linz for the rest of my adolescence. The only reason I was back in Braunau am Inn was to see the home of my birth and take in the sight one last time before heading off for Vienna.” 

“Ha! The only reason that I was in Braunau am Inn was to stop for the night before the last trip to Vienna. I have to say, I’m glad that we met!” 

“As am I. It’s always good to meet a new friend!” 

The pair remained silent for the rest of the trip. It took around four hours to arrive at Vienna, but when they finally arrived, it was a sight to see. Large and filled with buildings, Vienna represented the complete opposite of what Adolf and Otto were used to. Many people, many opportunities, such was the characteristic of the Viennian nectar that attracted creatives from all across the Austro-Hungarian Empire. 

The train pulled into the Wien Südbahnhof station. The first and second-class compartment coaches got off first, and several minutes passed before the third class was allowed to disembark. Once they were allowed to do so, everyone got up, eager to leave the hard wooden benches that they had to suffer for over four hours. 

“Alright, now to find August. I’ll put in a good word and see if we can get you started on entering the lease, I sincerely doubt that he’ll say no.” Admitted Adolf as the pair disembarked from the train. 

Adolf and Otto proceeded to walk off of the train platform and start the long hunt for Adolf’s friend August. They searched for over fifteen minutes, until Adolf spotted him leaning on one of the metallic support beams. 

“August Kubizek you rascal, there you are!” Yelled out Adolf, loud enough that August heard him, and turned to face him. 

“Adolf Hitler, the painter who never quits!” Yelled out August, and the two walked on over to each other and hugged in a friendly greeting as the old friends finally met once again. 

“Who’s this?” Asked August, looking directly at Otto. 

“A fellow creative and friend that I met on the train ride over here. I was thinking about having him share the apartment that we are going to rent, to help keep costs down as we get settled in Vienna; wouldn’t you agree?” Replied Adolf, who turned and smiled at Otto. 

“I told the landlord that there will only be two inhabitants! I’m going to get an earful convincing him otherwise Adolf!” Retorted August, ending his sentence with a hiss as he reacted to this unexpected event. 

“The only thing that fat cat bastard is going to care about is getting his money. We won’t harm his property in anyway, and he will have a better chance at collecting his rent with three tenants on the lease! One of us after all is bound to make it in this city!” Pleaded Adolf.

“That is true, and anyways I doubt that the fat cat could even walk up the stairs to our place! Alright Adolf, I will talk to him, but it will have to wait until tomorrow. Do you mind waiting a day or three until I get his decision Otto? If it is a no, you may need to wait for an additional few more days while I convince him.” Asked August. 

“I don’t mind waiting at all! In that case, I will walk with you until we arrive at the apartment building. Once I see where it is, I’ll leave you two to get settled in. I’ll stop by at noon each day for an update regarding the landlord; would that be alright with the both of you?” Asked Otto. 

“Of course Otto. I’ll wait for you each day at noon.” Replied Adolf. 

“Perfect! In that case let’s get going!” Suggested August, and the three of them proceeded to leave the train station and make their way towards the apartment building without delay. 
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Chapter Two
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The view of the city, once Adolf, August, and Otto left the Wien Südbahnhof station and gazed upon it, was blinding in both beauty and activity. There were so many people; horse drawn buggies alongside early automobiles, and a bustling sidewalk filled with people who wore all kinds of threads; some exquisite, others not much better than rags. Otto and Adolf simply stood still in utter amazement at the sight. August, having been a resident of Vienna for a few days and thus accustomed to the sight at least in small part, could not help but smile at the two men as they betrayed a face of utter amazement and wonder at the sight that was before them. He smiled as he no doubt looked the same as they do now, back when he first arrived at Vienna over two months ago. 

“Quite a sight, eh?” Remarked August, as he saw the faces of the two men marvel at the sight that was before them. 

“The buildings August, they are so beautiful!” Exclaimed Adolf. 

“So many people! So many potential stories to write!” Added Otto, who had the same face of astonishment as Adolf did. 

“A perfect city for creatives, hence why we are all here!” Remarked August with a smile, as he turned to face the city and take in the view alongside Adolf and Otto. 

“Indeed my friend, every rumor and song about her is true! The exaggerations weren’t exaggerations at all!” Replied Adolf with full honesty. 

“I think I can stand right here and marvel at the sight for the rest of my life! Every second there is something new to take in!” Replied Otto, as he looked at the architecture, the pedestrians, and the general city activity that he was currently witnessing. A far cry from his youth in the orphanage. 

“Trust me I know the feeling; it took over thirty minutes until I moved from these very steps when I first stepped off of the train. Either way it is just past 1:00 PM, and there are an infinite number of sights, smells, and joys to experience in this city. You have plenty of time to see them all, so don’t feel like you need to stand here for the rest of your lives.” Admitted August with full honesty. 

“Indeed. Might as well head to the apartment so that the both of you can get settled in. As August said, there are an infinite number of sights, smells, and joys to experience in this city; no need to experience them all today, or right now for that matter.” Suggested Adolf, and Otto immediately agreed with his suggestion. 

“Agreed, especially as you need time to find yourself a dwelling of your own before the landlord replies with an answer. We might as well head to the apartment without delay and get our bearings in this majestic city before the day gets too late.” Admitted Otto, and August nodded immediately in approval. 

“Perfect! In that case, follow me gentlemen!” Ordered August, and the three men proceeded to walk down the steps of the Wien Südbahnhof station. 

Adolf and Otto followed close behind, keeping one eye on August, and the other on whatever struck their fancy as they entered Vienna. The nose was hit with a potent combination of partially burned gasoline, as well as coal and wood smoke from the many fireplaces that were keeping the buildings warm. Everyone was bundled up in several layers of clothes, as this Austrian February was one of the coldest that was ever recorded. Luckily, each month that one survived, meant warmer and warmer temperatures. The ordeal would soon be over. 

“Oh Vienna! She’s beautiful, yet cold.” Complained Adolf. 

“You mean that literally or figuratively?” Asked Otto with a tease. 

“You tell me poet; you of all people should know!” Hissed Adolf back. 

“It’s February! Give it a few weeks and all of Vienna’s flowers will start to bloom!” Added August, who was enjoying this conversation. 

“What do you know, you’ve only been here since December!” Retorted Adolf with a chuckle. 

“I’ve had two months to talk to people, one of the best ways to pass the time in the cold I might add. They have shown me postcards and pictures from the spring and summer seasons, trust me the city right now is a far cry from her true potential. Think of the winter as her beauty sleep, she’s preparing after all for what is to come.” Replied August, his reply silencing the two men behind him. 

The three men continued to walk Vienna’s streets for some time. They passed block after block, and the sight was the same. A great number of people, dressed heavily in as many layers as they could put on, the quality of layers betraying their wealth and occupation in life. Most who walked wore ragged linen, the better off folks had run down linen that was more or less intact. Very infrequently, one could spot a well-dressed man with a top hat and gentlemen’s overcoat. The sight was obvious, if one had the means to stay inside, they usually did. 

Eventually, the three men reached the apartment building where August and now Adolf lived. It was not a pretty sight at all. It was quite run down, and it was obvious that the landlord could care less about outer appearances, only the steady monthly revenue from the tenants inside. 

“Why don’t you come in for a bit Otto and warm up before heading out? I’ll give you one of my old envelopes that holds the address to the apartment as you warm up. I also have some cheap Viennian beer if you are thirsty.” Suggested August, who turned to face Otto. 

“I’d greatly appreciate both things, thank you August!” Replied Otto. 

“Of course, after all if you end up living with us, that saves me a chunk on rent, and it gives me more security in the event that Adolf here slackens on his obligation.” Added August with a smirk as he glanced at Adolf. 

“Slackens on his obligation? What are you on about?” Retorted Adolf. 

“Please Adolf, I’ve known you for years; your hard work ethic is non-existent.” Replied August with a chuckle. 

“Cheap Viennian beer and some warmth sounds nice.” Added Otto quickly, hoping to break up the possibility of a spat between the two old friends. Otto did not want this rental opportunity to pass him by.

“Indeed, with me.” Ordered August, and he opened the door to the apartment building and stepped inside, holding the door for both Adolf and Otto as they followed. 

The rug that welcomed the arrivals to the apartment building was quite filthy, the fact that no one bothered to clean it was quite obvious. Even so, the three men rubbed their boots on it, mostly because of habit. The walls were a bland grey, a general coat of paint that no doubt was the cheapest that could be found. The walls themselves were not much better than the rug, they were adorned with scuff marks, most likely a result of people moving in furniture when first settling in and taking it out when their lease had ended. 

“This place is a travesty!” Exclaimed Adolf in astonishment, as he saw the conditions of the apartment building before him. 

“A perfect residence for a creative.” Replied Otto, and the three men roared in laughter for a few moments before settling down. 

“Indeed my friend!” Added Adolf, who was calming down from his astonishment at the filthy conditions of the apartment building in which he was to reside until his artistic fortunes improved. Adolf swore to himself that this place was just a temporary obstacle in his path towards becoming a well renowned Viennian artist. 

“Come on, that cheap beer won’t drink itself!” Urged August, and the three men started to head into the apartment building. 

“Drink itself no, ferment before we get there, probably.” Added Otto, and the three men proceeded to roar in laughter again as they walked. 

“Dammit Otto, keep this up and the landlord will never give you that lease!” Said August, in between laughs. 

“As if he can hear him! That fat cat is likely sleeping soundly at the Grand Hotel Wien.” Replied Adolf. 

“You know about the Grand Hotel Wien?” Asked August in surprise. 

“I saw a crude postcard of it at the Braunau am Inn train station. I picked it up and glanced at it for a bit before putting it back as I couldn’t afford it. Funnily enough, only some ten or so minutes after that, I met Otto on the train ride here.” Replied Adolf. 

“Interesting. I personally saw it once, about a month back. I went to see someone who claimed that he could offer me an introduction to a decent enough music conductor. He claimed that said conductor offered his young pupil’s free room and board, alongside a small stipend while they were given lessons for the orchestra. The hotel on the other hand was decent, but I was not swept off of my feet by looking at it.” Said August. 

“Let me guess, that agent was selling nothing but lies?” Asked Otto. 

“It was as you say Otto. He opened his mouth for a few seconds, and I could tell that it was only hope packaged in horse manure. I gave him an earful before leaving. I want the both of you to never forget something. This city has so many creatives flocking to it from all across the empire, that we are fresh meat. We come in as innocent hares, and we leave in pieces, chopped up on the butcher’s table known as Vienna.” Replied August, who did not want to see Otto or Adolf swindled by honey words that promise much but deliver nothing. 

“Noted.” Said Otto plainly, as the three men arrived at the apartment. 

“Alright we are here.” Said August, and he took out the key and opened the apartment door. He let Otto and Adolf pass before locking it behind him as he entered the apartment. 

“This place is fit for a king August!” Teased Adolf as he saw the humble and barebones apartment. 

“Indeed. Fit for any royal.” Added Otto. 

“There’s enough space near the far corner to get another bed in here, so I see no reason why the landlord will refuse to add Otto to the lease. After all, as you so eloquently put it, he’s a fat cat.” Said August with a laugh. 

“So, what does Viennian beer taste like?” Asked Adolf, who went over to his already prepared bed and dropped his coat and suitcase on top of it. 

“Time to find out.” Replied August, who went on over to the kitchen area and opened a wooden crate. He pulled out three beer bottles and grabbed a bottle opener before walking on over to Adolf and Otto with the bottles tucked under his arm. August proceeded to open each bottle one by one as he handed Adolf and Otto their respective bottle of Viennian beer. 

“To new friendships and fortune!” Toasted Otto, and the three men clanked the bottles together before taking a sip. 

“Not much different than the imported German beer back home in Linz if I’m being honest.” Remarked Adolf, as he took a sip of the Viennian beer and let the taste settle in his mouth before swallowing. 

“That’s because we could never afford the good Austrian stuff!” Retorted August with a laugh, as he sipped his beer. 

“What do you think Otto?” Asked Adolf, who turned to face his new friend. 

“I agree with Adolf, Viennian beer is just good old regular German beer.” Replied Otto with full honesty. 

“Don’t say that on the street Otto, or you’ll get a few fistfuls.” Said August with a laugh, but his warning was serious. 

The three young men walked on over to the main wall opposite the door and took a seat. The wall had one small window, minuscule in size, and considering the fact that it faced another apartment building, it did not let in all that much light. Still, one could see decently well inside of the apartment; there was no need to burn scarce candles in order to see, so long as the sun was out. 

“So Otto, what’s your story?” Asked August, who wanted to learn more about the fellow creative that he was likely to share a lease with. 

“To be honest there is not much to tell. I am an orphan, an orphan that does not know a single thing about his parents. The short summary of my story is that I grew up in an orphanage. I was taught to read and write by a clerk who wanted me to follow in his footsteps as an apprentice. He died before such a dream could be realized, and when I was old enough to grow out of the orphanage’s bed and board, I was kicked out onto the street. I like to read anything that I can get my hands on, and I can write a decent text so long as I have paper to write on, and a tool to etch the words onto it. With those skills in mind, I boarded train after train, heading for the holy land of all creatives in the empire, Vienna. And now here I am.” Replied Otto, summarizing his life in as short of a story as he could.
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