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The events of Hitler’s life are fairly well-known
-the orders he gave and the actions he took. What is less well-known are the reasons for his decisions.


Why did he do what he did?


Why were the tanks stopped at Dunkirk when it seemed that victory was in the grasp of the Third Reich?


Why did Hitler name the man he would have wanted as a son when that man was not even German?


Germany had the most advanced fighter aircraft of WWII.


Why were these aircraft not used to bring victory to the forces of the Father Land?


This book attempts to answer these questions and many more in order to solve the mystery of why Hitler did what he did?
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PROLOGUE


SETTING THE STAGE


“The great questions of the time will not be resolved by speeches and majority decisions — but by iron and blood.”


– Chancellor Otto von Bismarck, September 30, 1862


As I enter the ninth decade of my existence, I reluctantly bow to the entreaties of my family and friends, and agree, while I am still able, to write the following chronicle of my life - a life no more remarkable than any other, but for one exception.


I am helped in this endeavor by a habit developed as soon as I had the ability – of keeping a diary. Without it, I am afraid the frailties of old age and the passage of time would prevent me from remembering events clearly. It is unfortunate that young people today find themselves too busy with frivolous activities to indulge in this satisfying pastime.


It would be remiss of me at this stage not to state that the incidents portrayed in this narrative are primarily based on my perception of events as I saw them. As perception, in my opinion, is reality, the events that follow occurred exactly as I have stated. When an opinion or judgment on an issue has been required, I have given you my interpretation. But as we are now a free society, I leave it to you to reach your own conclusions.


I am writing this with the assistance of my granddaughter, as my advanced years preclude my typing this myself. I would also like to apologize in advance for the style, but I am dictating this information to her as she types it, a skill that I have never mastered. Often incidents are taken out of context, spoken as they occurred to me and not necessarily at the time they actually took place. Therefore it may seem like the ramblings of an old man as he tries to remember events from a time long past – events that are perhaps better forgotten but for the vivid impression they have left on my mind and the minds of those of my generation.


Before I begin to tell you of the adventures that befell me through the intervention of Fate, I must first explain the circumstances surrounding my formative years.


The last decade of the nineteenth century saw the beginning of change in Europe. The Austro-Hungarian Empire, which occupied much of central and southern Europe, was a union of unwilling subjects who often resented one another, but who did not wish to give up the protection and prestige of a large political body for the uncertainty of total independence. Although theoretically equal, the senior partner, though the Hungarians would be loath to admit it, was the German-speaking country of Austria ruled by Emperor Franz Joseph for more than half a century, from 1848 until 1916. He was a monarch from times past – a reactionary opposed to anything liberal, progressive or modern. Franz Joseph was not only the ruler of the entire Empire, but he was also the Emperor of Austria and the King of Hungary. It was a union of two states both with large minorities looked upon as lesser peoples by the dominant German and Magyar populations of the respective countries. The nobles of both countries ruled over disenfranchised peasants who were uneducated and primitive. The questions of both nationalism and socialism dominated the day as those in power fought fiercely to maintain their control over the lower classes composed of almost a dozen different nationalities, who were encouraged to work together for the good of the Empire.


To further complicate the issues facing this Dual monarchy, many of the German-speaking Austrians looked longingly across the border to the ever-increasing power and prestige of the German Empire of the Kaiser from which they had been excluded by Prince Otto von Bismarck. Bismarck, the Iron Chancellor wanted to maintain the power of Prussia in the German union, and he felt the introduction of German Austrians, creating a Gross Deutschland or Greater Germany would dilute the control of Prussia. This Prussian-dominated federation was led by the aristocratic landowners of eastern Germany who supported the Kaiser with the military power and prestige of the Prussian military that had defeated the French in 1871 leading to the creation of the Second Reich. This was somewhat ironic as the dissolution of the First Reich was a result of the victories of Napoleon more than sixty years earlier.


Kaiser Wilhelm II, resentful of the able and overbearing Bismarck, advisor to his predecessors, dismissed him to take the reins of power himself, harking back to the Divine Right of Kings philosophy of Charles I of Britain, which cost the British ruler his throne, as well as his head. Kaiser Wilhelm dominated political affairs, taking over all the aspects of power, which had previously been delegated to those such as the Chancellor von Bismarck. Wilhelm dealt with foreign affairs, domestic issues and the strengthening of the military. The Kaiser wished for a two-ocean navy, an expansionist policy which could possibly result in conflict with America. His aggressive approach to foreign affairs produced an atmosphere of conflict and rivalry, which he tried to offset by remaining conciliatory at home, maintaining and increasing social programs which gained him the support of the people. Absolute monarchy, with the Kaiser wielding complete control, coupled with the superficial trappings of democracy, resulted in the unwavering support of a population impressed with the prestige and power of Europe’s most able army – a combination that was to sow the seeds of conflict in the next century.


It was into this background that I was born. When we are young, we are not aware of these things, but the impact those years had on the children of Europe was to be felt throughout the twentieth century and throughout the world.




CHAPTER ONE


“I respected my father, but I loved my mother.”


– Adolf Hitler


I first remember meeting Adi in September of 1895. We were both six years old and it was a milestone event in our lives – the first day of school. As children, we faced this challenge of both a new school and new playmates with mixed feelings of excitement and trepidation. It would be wonderful to escape the watchful eyes of our parents, but, at the same time, we would be under the stern gaze of a demanding teacher, or so we thought. I later learned that Adi, whose father had recently retired, felt only that he was now also to be under the supervision of a second strict caretaker. The combination of imagination and ignorance can be a terrifying thing.


He walked towards me with confidence unusual in a six-year-old. He reached out his hand and said, “My name is Adi.”


“Reinhard,” I replied as I shook his hand, “Reinhard Halder.”


“That is my house,” Adi said indicating a white-stucco building down the street from the school. “We just moved here a few months ago.” The house was neither too large, nor too small – it fit in with the rest of the town, just like Adi seemed to fit in with the rest of the children.


“I live over there,” I responded, pointing to the largest house in town on the small hill overlooking the school. It was an immense stone house with columns holding up the balcony overhanging the ground level, surrounded by a broad expanse of grass and trees. His eyes followed in the direction I had indicated, but he made no comment.


“Would you like to play with us after school?” Adi asked. “We always have a good time.”


“Yes, I would. It’s kind of you to invite me. I don’t know anyone else as you’re the first one I’ve met.”


“Good! Meet us over there,” he said, indicating a small clearing in a wooded area on the edge of town near the thick, green forest. “We usually like to play as if we were in America - you know, ‘The Leatherstocking Tales’ by Cooper – exciting stories about the settlers and the Red Indians in the West,” he explained as he took aim with an imaginary rifle.


I did not know, but not wanting to appear uninformed, at best, I just nodded dumbly.


Even at this age Adi demonstrated an uncanny ability to seem to be reading your mind. He looked at me thoughtfully and then said, “Well, perhaps you are more familiar with the stories of Karl May, since he is the author of the ‘Old Shatterhand’ series, as well as being German.”


“Yes, I have read some of his tales, and they are very exciting,” I replied enthusiastically, glad to have been reprieved from what I had thought would be a poor start to a friendship, when I did not even know who Cooper was. Fortunately, I did enjoy the stories of Karl May and had read all I could.


“He is my favorite author,” Adi responded. “Well, I’ll see you after school then,” Adi said as he walked away across the schoolyard to ascend the stairs into the building.


As he left, I watched him closely. Adi seemed to me to be like any of the other children playing in the schoolyard. We were of the same height, which didn’t make much difference at the age of six, particularly since none of us even knew how tall we were – as long as we weren’t shorter than any of the other boys. His hair was dark brown and his eyes were blue. At the time I didn’t notice anything particularly extraordinary about Adi, either in appearance or demeanor – he was just average – like everybody else.


We did have some similarities though, I was to discover later, and I guess it was that which brought us closer together – we were born on the same day and in the same year – April 20, 1889. It turned out that we were also in the same classes, as my name, Reinhard Halder, was alphabetically above that of his and therefore we were usually seated near one another. We also liked the same subjects – Art and History. Adi did like to draw and he was pleased when the teacher displayed his artwork on the walls of the classroom for all to see.


I also enjoyed Art and enjoyed drawing houses and bridges, anything at all to do with building. I had my heart set on becoming an architect and dreamed of the day when I would have my own office where I would sit creating amazing structures later to be constructed from my plans.


Because my family had also just moved into town, I had never seen him before that day. His family had arrived a little earlier than us, from a smaller place on the Austrian border with Germany. Adi told me at one time he had lived on a farm where he had daily chores to do. He said he hated it. He didn’t like to get up early and he didn’t like to tend to the animals. He said he was greatly relieved when his father had again become restless and moved to a larger town where there were many exciting things to do, but especially no tedious work for him to have to do around the house. He told me he felt freer.


He had, in fact, moved several times both before and after his father’s retirement as a customs officer. Adi had been born in Branau-am-Inn in Austria and lived there until his family moved to Passau along the river Inn on the German side, but since he was only three at the time, I doubt that he actually remembered anything of the place.


One move he did remember was to turn out to be significant for another reason – that is when the family moved to Lambach, which was halfway between Linz and Salzburg. His house was across the road from a large Benedictine monastery that was set back from the road, nestled amongst the luxurious growth of the evergreen forest, safe from prying eyes that afforded the monks the privacy they desired.


Born a Roman Catholic, Adi at the time was very interested in the Church and was much impressed by the visual impact of the black-robed monks as they solemnly proceeded to Mass within the confines of an imposing church, oddly situated in the small, rural area. He even dreamed of becoming a priest, as the high mass and elaborate, Catholic rituals left an indelible impression on his young mind – a sign of things to come.


When Adi told me about his experiences in Church, he was almost glowing with excitement. He knew I was a Lutheran and was not familiar with the more colorful ceremonies of the Catholic Church to which most people in this region of Austria belonged. When describing the rites of the Church he seemed wise beyond his years and he also demonstrated the memory for details that was to serve him so well in the years ahead.


His vocabulary, which was astounding in one so young, I was later able to attribute to his mother who spent long hours reading to him, which also accounts for the love of reading which never left him, even in the darkest days of the war.In fact, Adi, like me, was able to read before he entered school. The collection of books in the family home also provided long hours of adventure and intrigue in the fertile imagination of the young boy. Thinking back on it now, ‘precocious’ would have been a good word to use to describe him.


Adi then began to tell me what he had seen in Church. “The procession was led by one of the boys in white clerical dress carrying a cross with the black-clad priest and other white-robed boys walking solemnly behind. The smell of incense permeated every corner of the dimly-lit sanctuary. The monks were all dressed in flowing black robes creating a dramatic effect, with the glowing candles casting light and shadow on the faces of the people anticipating the entrance of the devout, gray-haired priest to begin the ceremony which was conducted in Latin,” he enthused. “It all seemed so mysterious, especially when most of the people didn’t understand what was being said, as none of them understood more than a few words of Latin. I would so like to be the one carrying the cross,” he added wistfully. “My mother would be so proud of me.”


He then went on to describe the monastery near the Church.


“It was a large building, since it had to house many monks. The towers at either end were finished in white stucco, while the interior walls were of polished black oak from the nearby forest. Even most of the furniture was built of the same dark wood creating an ambience of warmth and security. One other thing that I noticed the first time I was ever inside the building was a very odd cross, carved in different places around the monastery. It was not like any other cross I have ever seen, Reinhard. It was a hooked cross, but I liked the way it looked,” Adi exclaimed.


The monastery had featured a swastika on the coat of arms. The abbot who had been in charge of the monastery many years earlier had seen this as something of a joke. He had had a number of swastikas carved around the monastery, as his name resembled that of the term for the hooked cross in German – ‘Hakenkreuz’.


“Just think, Reinhard, ceremonies like this have been going on for centuries – since the time Charlemagne ruled the whole of Europe,” he added referring to the rule a thousand years before of the Holy Roman Emperor and warrior king, founder of what some have called the First Reich, although this term was considered more correctly to apply to the Holy Roman Empire from 1157 to 1806, when it was ended by Napoleon. “Mother has read me stories of Charlemagne and his heroic knights – I especially liked the story of Roland and his last stand in the mountains of Spain. It must have been wonderful to have been such a great king and had so many loyal comrades willing to die for you!” Adi exclaimed.


I remember thinking at the time that it would have been a great honor to be the friend of such a noble monarch, but I don’t think I would have wanted to die for him.


In an effort to become more involved in the ceremonies of the Church, Adi later sang in the choir, which also performed occasionally at the school, but since his voice was only one of many I was never sure whether he could actually sing or not, although he did appear enthusiastic.


Adi was a voracious reader even at this early age, thanks, in part, to the book collection of his father, which accounts for his knowledge of historical topics as well as his advanced vocabulary, which in all fairness was also part of the legacy from his father. I think reading was his way of attempting to deal with the loneliness he felt, which he would only occasionally let come to the surface.


Although he did try to hide this loneliness, one day he said something strange to me.


“Reinhard, do you ever think that you are the only one around? You know, does it seem like you are all by yourself and there is no one else there? Sometimes I feel that way.”


I really didn’t know what to say to him, so I sort of mumbled something about all of us feeling that way at one time or another. But it was the first time that I realized how lonely he really was.


People have asked me why Adi felt lonely when he came from a family with other children and had other playmates from the town, but I simply responded, “You can be lonely in a crowd.” I realize now that it came from deep inside him and was simply part of his personality, even at such a young age.


By this time in 1896, Adi’s younger sister Paula had been born. With his younger brother Edmund, born in 1894 and his older half-brother Alois, and half-sister Angela, this completed the makeup of the Hitler family. Another son, born to Klara, had died in infancy. Both Alois, Junior, and Angela were children of Alois Hitler’s second marriage to Franziska Matzelberger who gave birth to the two children before tragically dying of tuberculosis. His first marriage in 1864 to Anna Glasl-Horer, the daughter of another Customs Office was childless and she also died of illness.


The family appeared to be too much of a burden for Alois Hitler who spent as much time as possible away from the annoying activity of the family home seeking solace in the local beer hall which was the gathering place for most of the men of the town, whether they drank or not. There they could meet and discuss politics and other such topics. Alois would also immerse himself in his hobby of bee-keeping, in which he was the acknowledged local expert. Being considerably older than Adi’s mother could only have added to the perceived long hours of family life, as in many ways he was more like a grandfather than a father to his ever-expanding brood. Alois was fifty-two years old when Adi was born and perhaps was too old to take on the task of raising a new family when many men of his age were already grandfathers, and able to sit back and enjoy the fruits of their labors.


Having lived through one of the most turbulent periods in man’s history, I have never lost my affection for, and interest in, the subject of History. I recall a statement made that “if we judge history by today’s politically correct standards, then it will all be found wanting.” This applies no more relevantly than to the study of the relationship between Adi and his women and to that of his father. What was acceptable at that historical period and in his societal background would today, in many societies, be unacceptable, if not illegal. However, it must also be said that this does not hold true in all societies or all socio-economic groups. I am sure we are all familiar with the “May – December marriage” attempt to couch in respectable terms a marriage of disparate ages in the wealthier echelons of society. Of course there are also certain societies that see no problem in marriages of close relations and wide ranging age differences. Some, such as the Arabs, even encourage marriage of close kin in an attempt to bind the family closer together. Perhaps things have not changed as much as we thought. It is just that today we may be more hypocritical in our approach than we were in the past.


Adi’s father married three times, always to a woman older or younger than himself. His first wife, Anna Glasl-Horer whom he married in 1873, was the wealthy daughter of a fellow customs official and fourteen years older than he was. She was ill when he married her and shortly thereafter became an invalid. His second wife, with whom he had been having an affair for years, Franziska Matzelsberger, was twenty-one while he was forty-five, when he married her in May of 1883, after his first wife died in April of the same year. She had given birth to Alois, Junior, on January 13, 1882 while Alois was still married to his first wife. He did not change his philandering ways, however, and during his marriage to Franziska, which ended with her death from lung disease in 1884 at the age of 23, Klara Polzl, his servant, appears to have taken his fancy. He had hired sixteen year old Klara Polzl as a servant for his first wife in 1876, but his wife had dismissed her, and Alois brought her back to look after Franziska and the two children, Alois Junior and Angela. In January of 1885, Alois, 48, married Klara, 24, who was five months pregnant with their first son, Gustav who died of diptheria in 1887.


However, enough of Alois Hitler’s dysfunctional married life. Let us return once more to the place in which I first encountered Adi.


I met Adi at school as we renewed our old friendship after the summer break. I had been forced to go to our family home in Munich over the vacation period so I had not seen Adi since school had finished. As a result we became even closer as we told one another of the events that had occurred during our enforced separation. Adi’s adventures had more appeal as he continued the rough and tumble existence we had experienced together. I, on the other hand, was forced into virtual scholastic slavery as my parents had insisted on my attending classes over the summer in order to improve my language skills. Of course, at the time, I greatly resented this servitude, but in later years I was appreciative of their foresight, as these talents I had developed served a two-fold purpose.


We again spent many happy hours together playing with the neighborhood children in the forest surrounding our homes. But Adi was closer to me than to any of the other children.


“I am glad that we met again, Adi. It is good to renew old friendships, even if we aren’t that old,” I joked.


“Reinhard, you will always be my friend – my best friend. Even when we have grown up we will remain friends and not lose track of one another,” he said seriously.


I was flattered, as no one had ever called me his best friend before. “And you are my best friend, Adi,” I responded. From that day on we were best friends, and, as time passed, we remained true friends until the end.


At the time I thought back to our first meeting and my first impression of Adi. He seemed polite, non-judgmental, and full of life. He was friendly and had a sense of humor. Through the years I realized that my first meeting with Adi had not shown me the real person, or, at least not the person he would later become. But then, how many of us remain the same as we were in our childhood? There are too many misadventures and traumas endured along the path to maturity and wisdom, a journey that many of us do not successfully complete.


We often judge one another based on a first impression, one thoughtless remark, or on one image. Many times over the years people have asked me what Adi was like in school? Most people have the impression that he was arrogant – people who did not even know him and had never met him. I would later find out that their opinion was based upon one old school photo of Adi which had become quite famous, possibly because it was the only school photo of him that most of us have ever seen. It was a class photo showing Adi with crossed arms and a pugnacious look on his face. Although I had to leave school early that day for an appointment before the photo was taken, I know the reason for his attitude. Adi had had an argument with another student that eventually led to blows. Even though Adi was justified in his reaction since the other student had been the aggressor, Adi was made to apologize – I suspect because the student’s father was an important man in Austria. As a result Adi resented the teacher’s treatment of him and it showed in the photograph. That was one of Adi’s characteristics that did not change through time – he remembered anyone who ever did him a wrong and he would not let go until he had his revenge.


Another trait developed early in Adi’s life would lead to dire consequences for both him and the entire world – that is his firm belief that he was always right. He would not admit that others knew more than he did. This led to great conflicts between Adi and his father.


He did find solace from the trials with his father and others in reading. Ironically, the books he read came from his father’s collection, as I have already mentioned. I have often wondered why a virtually uneducated peasant had such a marvelous book collection, but I could never discover any reason for it and simply set it aside as part of the enigma of Alois Hitler. Although in fairness to Alois, the impression we have of him comes from Adi’s writings, which did have ulterior motives, which will be discussed later.


One day Adi came across a book on the Franco-Prussian War of 1870 – 1871, which he saw as a tribute to the glory of conquest in battle. He looked at the pictures of martial valor and read and reread the text until he had almost memorized the book. In our playtimes he acted out the part of the hero on the battlefield.


“Can you imagine what it must have been like charging the enemy with your sword in one hand, your shield in the other and your stallion galloping beneath you?” Adi asked me one day when we were playing in the woods. “Someday I would like to be a soldier and lead my men into battle. It would be wonderful to feel what the knights must have felt defending the Fatherland from the invading foe and driving them from our sacred soil,” he added, jumping onto the rock as he swung his wooden sword over his head in an imaginary encounter with the barbarian hordes. “Take that,” he cried as he aimed a blow at my head.


I adroitly sidestepped and we continued our sword fight as we deftly stepped over the rocks beneath our feet and ducked to avoid being struck by the overhanging branches. This continued until we both collapsed out of breath, and indulged in a fit of laughter seeing each other red-faced and exhausted.


Adi enjoyed play-acting which later proved useful when he was making speeches. He seemed to be happiest when we were in the hills after school, fighting pretend battles with enemies from lands far away. He would often speak to us as if he were actually talking to himself, as he was not expecting us to reply to what he was saying. It was like he was in a world of his own – another trait that stayed with him until the end of his life.


My father was a wealthy German industrialist which is one of the reasons we, like Adi, moved frequently. As he had business interests on both sides of the border, and, from time to time, would spend several years in the location of one of his business concerns, or at least near enough to be able to go back and forth from one business to another, my mother insisted on accompanying him. I think that was one of the reasons my parents had such a happy marriage. I know my father did not enjoy it any time he had to go on a business trip on his own. He much preferred family life and therefore, found it better to buy a house in the area rather than stay in an inn or a rental property, which was not conducive to family life, in his opinion.


Since we were continually moving, I was uprooted from one school to again be the new student at another. Perhaps it was this feeling of dislocation, of not belonging, which also brought Adi and I closer together. We did have a family home in Munich, which gave me more of an anchor in life than did the constant migrations of Adi, although I was not able to appreciate this until my later years. It had also given me more of a cosmopolitan outlook on the world than the restricted world-view presented to my friend. My mother, being part American also gave me the advantage of another language, and eventually, through the insistence of my parents and a gift I had for languages, I was also able to speak French, Italian, Spanish and Russian. Unknown to me at the time, this skill would become invaluable in the coming years.


As we are on the topic of languages, I would like to clarify the question of Adi’s linguistic abilities. Contrary to the belief of some people, Adolf Hitler spoke only German. He had no parental influences to encourage any other languages, and since he left school early, he did not learn any other languages at school. Certainly once he became involved in politics there was no time for studying languages or any other subjects for that matter, even if he had been so inclined, which he was not. This is not a criticism of his abilities, but merely a statement of fact as people of his background and class rarely learned a second language unless they were exposed to other ethnic groups, which the Austrians in his region were not, as it was an ethnically homogeneous group of people.


Indeed, in 1939 I even asked him about his lack of understanding of other languages, and he responded by saying “Reinhard! I am too busy with the governing of Germany to waste time learning other languages. Besides what would be the point when everyone will soon be speaking German anyway?” At the time I was not certain what he meant.


After school we would spend our days happily scrambling up and down the rocks, climbing trees, and hiding in the bushes in the nearby hills. There was no real leader amongst our group and we took turns choosing what we would do. Whenever it was his turn, Adi would always choose to play cowboys and Indians as he had on that day that I had first met him. We had read some of the stories of the American West in our school and when we had the chance to pick out a book from the library to read on our own, Adi always preferred stories about wild Indians and their exploits on the American frontier. After all, it was only while we were children that the last of the Indian uprisings had been put down in America. We all enjoyed these stories but Adi in particular liked stories by the American writer James Fennimore Cooper and his tales of the American frontier, as well as the exciting tales by the German author Karl May about “Old Shatterhand” a frontier hero who always defeated his Indian enemies. Despite my ignorance of the topic of Cooper’s books on the first day I had met Adi, I had since become familiar with his stories of pioneers and Indians. I must confess that my favorite was “The Prairie” because of the mystery surrounding the covered wagon. I was always intrigued by mysteries. To some extent it was this curiosity that also encouraged me to begin this project – to cast some light on the mysteries surrounding Adolf Hitler.


“I am the Deerslayer,” Adi would shout as he took aim with the wooden stick we used as rifles. “I will vanquish all the enemies of the Mohicans,” he said as he clambered quickly up and down the rocks, picking off the neighborhood boys who were acting as the enemies of the settlers and their Indian allies. They would fall dramatically, being careful first to examine the area they were about to fall into to ensure they would not be hurt.


Demonstrating the tracking skills of the Red Indians we would pretend to follow the trail of our enemies. Of course, since we actually had no such skills we relied more on the noise caused by the other children stumbling through the undergrowth, tripping on the tree roots and the forest debris covering the uneven terrain. Occasionally, one of the boys would push the branch in front of him out of the way, and then, unthinking, let it spring back to hit those following, in the face. Recriminations and cries would be attended by muffled laughter, which would also lead us to the enemy as they attempted to flee.


I was playing the role of Chingachcook, the loyal and trusted companion of the heroic Deerslayer, as I often did.


“Over there, Chingachcook, my brother, circle around behind them,” Adi ordered as he crouched behind the rocks waiting for his next victims. “I hear them over in that direction,” he said excitedly as he pointed to the right.


“Alright, Adi – I mean Deerslayer,” I responded as I followed his orders and moved to my left, since we were facing one another. We would climb up and down the rocky outcrops jutting out here and there from the forested hills, hiding in the thick bushes to ambush the unsuspecting enemy as he emerged from the overgrown brush into the forest clearings. We stealthily advanced, trying to make as little noise as possible as we approached the other boys who were pretending to be the enemy Hurons. Since we had nothing in terms of clothing that would suggest we were Indians, those of us acting the part would paint streaks on our faces using water, dirt, or if we could find them, the juice of berries growing nearby - most of the time though, if we did find any berries we would end up eating more than we streaked on our faces. I don’t know why we thought we looked like Indians since we were wearing lederhosen. We must have looked ridiculous with our streaked faces and our leather shorts!


Our pretend enemies were taken completely by surprise and surrendered when they realized there was no escape. In disgust, Adi said he thought they should have fought to the death as he imagined real Indians would have, nevertheless he was quite satisfied to have won the battle. He did say that the Indians were inferior to the whites and that is why they would be easily conquered. “They don’t deserve to live,” he stated one day while we were playing. “They are just savages and don’t understand civilization.” Most of us just looked at one another not knowing what to say, and in the end, no one responded.


But in spite of these occasional lapses on the part of Adi, these were happy times - playing with friends during the warm summer days – not a care in the world, most of the days spent away from the conflicts Adi faced with his father at home. How we wished they would go on forever!


Adi put his good memory to use listing all the different names Cooper had given to his hero the Deerslayer in his books – Nathaniel Bumpo, Deerslayer, Hawkeye and Long Rifle. He could even tell you which name was used in which book.


In later years, Adi continued to read the more than seventy novels written by Karl May, even after he became Chancellor, and then Fuhrer, of Germany. In fact he became so taken with the subject that during the war in the East against the Russians, he often referred to them as ‘Redskins’ and suggested that the officers adapt some of the techniques of Indian fighting against the Russians. Although the suggestion was often received with amused contempt, only after Adi had left of course, the few officers who actually made the attempt to integrate these tactics into their units met with remarkable success, and fewer casualties.


Winter would find us sledding down the snow-covered hills around town seeing who could go the farthest or the fastest, urged on by the screams and shouts of our companions which also served the useful purpose of helping to keep us warm in the wintery weather.


“Come on, Reinhard, you can go farther than that!” Adi chided me as I ground to a halt a few feet shorter than he had. “Look! Here comes Gustl, and I think he’s going to beat you!”


August Kubizek was one of the boys from the school. He was the only other boy Adi considered a friend, although Adi always thought of me as being his equal, whereas Gustl was more of a follower who saw Adi as his hero for some reason I could not understand. But he was a likeable enough fellow.


“Here I come!” shouted Gustl as he whizzed past us racing beyond the marks made by both our sleds. “I win!” he cried as he raised his arms in victory.


We both looked at one another and laughed as we hastily gathered up some snow to form into balls to throw at Gustl. Soon all the boys were throwing snowballs and laughing as we ran back and forth, scooping up the sticky snow while dodging missiles from the other side.


All the activity kept us warm, that and the several layers of clothing we all wore, but as night fell and it became darker, the temperature dropped as we trudged through the moonlight, snow crunching beneath our boots as we sought the warmth of my house – from both the crackling logs in the oversized fireplace and the steaming mugs of delicious hot chocolate. Besides, my mother always thought it was better to play at my house as she could keep a watchful eye on my activities with my friends.


“Adi is such a polite boy,” she commented one day after he had been over to my house to play. “He is even polite to the servants. He thanked Frau Gretl over and over for those cream buns he likes so much. I am happy you have such good friends. Adi’s charming manner will surely help him go a long way in life.”


As I write this it has struck me how little Adi changed through the years in relation to his treatment of those some would view as his social inferiors. He felt more at ease amongst the servants and was always kind to them. He continued to enjoy the pleasures of his youth, even when he became a prominent politician. He still enjoyed sledding in the winter, although the public would never be permitted to become aware of this as he felt it would not be a suitable image for a man of his stature. He even favored the lederhosen he wore as a child, particularly in his retreat in the mountains of Bavaria, although he preferred not to be photographed in this costume as he felt some people might consider it undignified. Adi remained a simple peasant throughout his life, never attaining the level of sophistication usual for most politicians of the time. He always felt ill at ease in his ill-fitting evening clothes, which made him look somewhat comical and not at all sophisticated, and he was never comfortable with the upper classes. In many ways this was probably part of his appeal to the mass of ordinary Germans. They saw him as one of them.


Adi’s father, Alois, had been a minor official in the Imperial Austrian Customs Service and was an imposing man in his ornate uniform, which he apparently wore most of the time he appeared in public, even when he was not on duty. This information comes from neighborhood gossip as Adi’s father had already retired when I met him, as I mentioned earlier. He was a large man who appeared even larger to a small child with his walrus mustache which he felt emphasized his importance in our community. He seemed very stern and I know Adi did not like his father. Alois did have something of a reputation as a drinker, at least that is what Adi told me, and this perhaps explains why Adi, in later years, was not fond of alcohol although as I found out later this was not the real reason. I suspect that it was because Adi was afraid that if he drank too much he might lose control, and control was one thing he did not want to lose.


Adi and his father were always in conflict with one another, perhaps because his father was in a position of authority and was accustomed to being obeyed, while Adi resented being told what to do. His father’s job could explain Adi’s feelings of isolation and loneliness – the constant moving resulting in a failure to connect with others, as well as his father’s distant attitude towards Adi, possibly because they had more in common than either would care to admit.


I never did see his father hug him, or give any other indication of love. This was in stark contrast to my own situation, as my father demonstrated his love for me on every occasion, which perhaps goes some way in explaining why Adi remained aloof from others.


“He wants me to be him, but I will be what I want to be!” Adi said passionately to me following yet another argument over his future.


In fact, his father’s ill treatment of Adi’s older half-brother Alois, Junior, resulted in Alois running away from home at the age of fourteen in 1897 never to return, leaving Adi to bear the brunt of his father’s ill temper. This particular aspect of the life of Alois Hitler did prove to be true, based on my personal research.


Alois Junior, in later years described his half-brother, Adi, as having a bad temper, quick to become angry, and spoiled by his mother – a result no doubt, of the beatings received from his father, contrasted with the attempted compensation by his mother.


It should perhaps be mentioned that this method of child-rearing was not unusual in both the social class and cultural milieu of our historical time period even though today it would be considered child abuse.


It must also be taken into consideration that Alois Junior may have been jealous of the treatment given to his younger half-brother by his over-attentive mother, and this may have colored his opinion of Adi.


I know his mother was constantly intervening on his behalf when his father would threaten to beat him. It was on more than one occasion that the threats became reality, and this did nothing to lessen the conflict between father and son.


It did, however, bring Adi even closer to his doting mother. He was her favorite. Adi, who never failed to speak lovingly of his mother, even many years after her death, returned his mother’s feelings for him. I do remember even during the war years that Adi had a picture of his mother with him wherever he was. It has even been claimed by some that he had her picture clutched in his hand when he died, but as I was there, I can state that this was not so.


Adi once divulged to me that his love of reading came from his mother who had read to him as a child – the stories of James Fennimore Cooper which he had first enjoyed at this mother’s knee and then passed on to any of us who would listen. I am sure this was also a contributing factor to Adi’s closeness with his mother.


But he also mentioned to me in an unguarded moment, that he did follow his father’s example of reading and was influenced by his father’s book collection, which contained a large number of historical works, which I have already related to you.


On occasion, I would even borrow some of the volumes to escape into a world of fantasy and imagination. I must admit that Alois Hitler was always kind to me and I never personally witnessed any of the incidents later related to me by Adi. Since Alois was so proud of his books, he felt flattered that others shared his particular interest and often made suggestions to me concerning interesting reading material dealing with the glory of the Germanic opposition to the Empire of Rome. I was particularly impressed with the stories of Vercingetorix, the Teutonic war leader who defied the might of Rome, to end up in chains marching through the capital of the Empire.


It may also have had some impact on his relationship with his parents that Adi did much more closely resemble his mother in appearance than he did his father. I do not remember whether there was any particular feature that stuck in my mind more than any other, but years later, when looking over some photographs at Berchtesgaden, I did notice how his mother’s eyes seemed to be looking right through you, as did those of Adi.


In September of 1900 both Adi and I went to Linz where we were enrolled in the Technical High School, much against eleven year old Adi’s wishes. By now he had given up his dream of becoming a priest and wanted to be an artist, which would have required him to go to the classical school. I also went to the same school as Adi because my dreams of becoming an architect had not waned through the years. Adi’s father wanted his son to follow in his footsteps and work for the government and that is why he ended up forcing Adi to attend the Realschule which only served to increase the tension between father and son.


I must admit that secretly I was pleased, as it meant that I would continue to be attending school with my best friend. Since coming from a small town, we would be exposed to life in a larger city, where the students felt more sophisticated and looked down upon those from smaller towns as inferior. My infrequent trips to Munich had not yet given me the cultural veneer acquired by the regular urban students as I usually chose to remain behind under the less watchful eyes of the servants whenever my parents decided to make the journey to the city, with the exception of the enforced summer visits to our Munich home. It would also be of some comfort to Adi as the humiliation fell more heavily on him than it did on me as the other students were aware of my background and my father’s importance. I was more concerned with protecting Adi from the jibes of the self-proclaimed sophisticates, although it must be admitted that Adi was not reluctant to resort to either verbal or physical assaults if he deemed it necessary – the fact that he was of slender build and not very robust, did not detract from his physical courage. But the most important point of attending the Realschule together was that Adi and I would remain friends.


One aspect of our new school, which we both enjoyed, was our History class. Adi later commented that his affection for the subject was augmented by the stimulating lectures of Dr. Leopold Potsch, our mentor and History teacher, which I can confirm. The good Doctor seemed to be able to make the subject come alive as he enthusiastically told us of the military glories of the past and the rise of the German Empire, which we considered much more important than the pompous ceremonies of the fading Austrian Habsburgs. Dr. Potsch was a very ordinary-looking, thin, little man, wearing spectacles, who looked like the scholar he was, but he became a giant in our eyes when he made the past come to life in our classroom. From Heinrich the Fowler to the warrior kings of the mythic past, he paraded Germany’s heroic origins through our eager young minds.


“Today, students, we are going to look at one of the greatest German monarchs, Frederick the Great,” Dr. Potsch began, mentioning the name in a tone of reverence. “I believe I can assume that you have all read this chapter of the book as assigned?” he remonstrated as he looked at each one of us accusingly. “This will enable us to have a discussion at the end of today’s lesson,” explained Dr. Potsch, pausing momentarily before continuing, satisfied that he had made his point. “It was due to his organization of the Prussian military that Germany is the great power it is today. Frederick used his abilities as a great military strategist and leader to overcome many obstacles facing the Prussian armies,” Dr. Potsch stated as he paraded back and forth in the front of the classroom delivering his lecture. “He refused to ever give up on his ultimate goal. Frederick’s bold invasion of Silesia wrested this valuable province from Maria Theresa and, as a result, doubled the population of Prussia and more than doubled its resources. This far-seeing political strategy, backed up by military power, created two German powers in Europe – Maria Theresa’s Austria, and the superior Prussia, of Frederick the Great. Now, are there any questions?”


“Dr. Potsch,” I asked, “What about the agreement that Frederick had signed to support Maria Theresa – the Pragmatic Sanction? Did Frederick not violate his word?”


“A very good question, Reinhard, - at least someone did his reading,” he chastised. Dr. Potsch would not miss an opportunity to remind us of our flaws. “Now, boys, what do you think about it?”


As Adi raised his hand in response to the invitation, Dr. Potsch nodded at Adi and said, “Do you have a comment?”


“Yes, Dr. Potsch,” he replied as he got to his feet. “Frederick did violate the agreement, but it had to be done. What he did was done for the state, and a ruler must do whatever is required in order to expand the borders of his Empire. Agreements are made to be broken, if it is in the interests of your country,” Adi stated.


“But, Adi,” I interjected, “How can we have any kind of a civilized world if our word means nothing?”


“Reinhard, it is not our word that is important – it is our power – our military might. Whichever country is the strongest will win in the end. Keeping one’s word and signing a treaty is simply a requirement that is necessary in order to provide us with the time to prepare for war – a war that Frederick won, and that Germany will always win. We must do whatever is expedient at the time. ‘Politics is just war by other means’ – isn’t that what von Clausewitz stated in his book?” Adi continued, referring to the author of the book ‘On War’.


I did not agree, but reluctantly chose to remain silent, although I did wonder about Adi’s sense of morality.


This sparked a lively debate in the classroom, which Dr. Potsch encouraged, but, in the end, it seemed that most of the students agreed with Adi. They felt that one had to do whatever was necessary in order to win a war.


This emphasis on the glory of the German Empire might seem odd in an Austrian classroom, but Dr. Potsch, like many other Austrians, was a German nationalist and resented the actions of Bismarck that had left Austria out of the embrace of the powerful Second Reich. Dr. Potsch, in addition to being a local councilor was part of the German minority in Austria representing one-sixth of the population, who felt a loyalty, not to Austria, but to their German roots in the Fatherland. Adi and the rest of his friends would wear the blue cornflower in their lapels, and use the German greeting ‘Heil!’ when meeting one another to demonstrate their loyalty to the German Empire of which they were so proud, and longed to belong. I, too, was proud but unlike the rest of them, I was German.


Adi did not do well in high school, however, and he later claimed it was because he was trying to show his father he was unsuited to that type of education. It was simply his way of trying to get his father to send him to the school he wished to attend. Unfortunately for Adi, and perhaps the rest of the world, his ploy did not work. As he was my friend, I knew he had the ability to succeed at school, but he simply lacked the motivation and desire, as most of the subjects did not interest him.


“Maybe if I don’t do well in school, my father will let me go to the school I wish to attend. I want to be a great artist some day, and that will not happen at this school,” Adi said to me in disgust one day.


“But, Adi, maybe if you work hard enough, he will let you transfer to the classical school,” I responded.


“No,” Adi replied, “I know my father. He will never change his mind. And I will not go into the Civil Service!” he added vehemently. “But I will keep on drawing. I will become famous one day. Everyone will know my name,” he said as if he were speaking to himself, in that haunting manner he had of seeming to mentally transport himself to another world – a world unseen and untouched by the rest of us.


However, Adi did enjoy a good joke, at least if it was not at his expense. He had that kind of sense of humor that found refuge in the discomfort of others. He also had a gift for mimicry that, as I will relate later in this narrative, he used to the consternation of his associates in the years to come. This may have sprung from his feelings of inadequacy that were apparent to me even at this early date. He could also be very stubborn, this obstinacy rising in part, from the conflict with his father. This trait did not endear him to some of the other boys who would often slowly drift away from the games we were playing as a form of protest against his sometime domineering attitude. Overall, however, we did enjoy ourselves as only those who have no cares in the world really can. This was soon to be changed forever.


It was at this time in 1899 that tragedy struck the Hitler family, as Adi’s younger brother, six-year-old Edmund died of measles, exposing Adi for the first time in his young life to the reality of death.


The funeral was a somber affair, more so because of the tender age at which Edmund was taken from the arms of his family. Adi was understandably quite upset, as he had been close to his young brother who had worshipped Adi as his hero, as many younger brothers do. Although he tried to put on a brave face, Adi began to cry when he first saw Edmund laid out in his coffin at the church. His mother put her arm around him in an attempt to console her favorite, more precious to her now, as he was the only son left to her.


A few days after the funeral, Adi spoke to me for the first time about Edmund’s death.


“Reinhard, where do you think people go when they die?” Without waiting for a reply from me, he then asked, “Do you think they can see us and hear us? Do you think they can talk to us?”


Of course I had no idea where people went, or what they could or couldn’t do, but I sought to comfort Adi, to alleviate some of the pain he was suffering. “I am sure Edmund can see us. He will watch over you to make sure no harm comes to you,” I replied encouragingly.


This answer seemed to satisfy Adi, and after pausing thoughtfully for a moment, he replied, “I am lucky to have a friend like you, Reinhard!”


However the death disturbed him greatly as the cemetery was located next to his house, and he could see his brother’s grave from his bedroom window. Often, he could be seen sitting alone on the cemetery wall lost in thought and looking up at the stars overhead in the night sky.


As I left school one day, I saw Adi walking ahead of me. I ran to catch up with him. He turned as I called out to him, but I sensed that something was wrong.


As I drew closer, I could see that he had been crying. His eyes were red and he attempted to look away, hoping I wouldn’t notice.


“Adi, what’s wrong?” I asked.


“I’m all right. I was just thinking, Reinhard. Here,” he said as he handed me a piece of paper. “I have written a poem. It was just something that came to me in school today when I was looking down at the floor.”


Curious, I read his childish scrawl and realized how sensitive he was. It was a child’s four-line poem, but I knew immediately what it meant. I read,


“I watched an ant crawl across the floor,


First one way and then the other,


I thought he was searching for the door,


And then he stopped, by the body of his dead brother.”


As I handed the paper back to Adi, I looked at him and said simply, “I understand.”


“I knew you would,” Adi responded quietly.


“He was a good brother, Adi, and will live forever in our hearts.”


He said nothing, just gave me a melancholy smile.


I have never forgotten that poem, or the way it affected Adi.


I often wonder if the future might have been different had Edmund lived. It may have given Adi someone else to focus on instead of turning inside himself in an attempt to hide from the unhappiness of his world because of the loss of his brother and his failure to make close friends. But it was not to be.


There was some mystery surrounding Alois Hitler’s rise in the community. After all, it was rather unusual for a man of his limited education and peasant background to become an official in the Customs Service. When I was old enough to understand such things, I became aware of rumors that Alois Hitler had some kind of connection to an influential Jewish citizen. There are rumors that he was actually the son of a Jew who lived in Austria, but the facts do not bear this out. From the information that I have been able to obtain, when Alois was born in 1837 he was the illegitimate son of Maria Schicklgruber. The rumors of a Jewish father came from the fact that she was employed as a cook in the household of a wealthy Jew named Frankenberger who had a nineteen-year-old son. It was insinuated that this son was the father of Alois Hitler, but I do not believe it. Even Adi’s lawyer, Hans Frank, who was later delegated to look into the matter, was unable to come up with any evidence supporting this theory. Nor was Frank the only member of Adi’s retinue assigned to question his origins. But the important thing was that no one, including Adi himself, was absolutely certain who his grandfather was and the results of this uncertainty were to have grave consequences for the world.


It wasn’t until the year 1876, at the age of 39, that Alois Schicklgruber took the name of the man reputed to be his father, Georg Hiedler, who, in fact was dead by that time. Georg’s brother Johann swore to a priest that Alois was indeed his brother’s son and the priest marked the name change down in the parish registry as ‘Alois Hitler’, spelling it incorrectly. As you can imagine, this seemingly insignificant event would have earth-shattering ramifications for the world as his future son, Adi would be called Adolf Hitler, rather than Adolf Schicklgruber, a name which would never have stirred the imagination of the shouting German masses, “Heil, Schicklgruber!” It should also be noted that in spite of Allied propaganda, Adolf Hitler was always Adolf Hitler and never bore the name under which his father was born.


In later years, when any mention was made of the topic Adi would shout, “Stupid Americans! Have they nothing better to think about than childish name-calling? They know that is not my name!” Allied propagandists seemed to take great delight in referring to Adi as Schicklgruber, which was a great irritant to him.


As members of his inner circle, we were all careful to shield him from as many of these comments as we could in order to save ourselves from a verbal tirade followed by a day of tense silence.


As to the other issue, that of his father’s qualifications for the Customs Service, Alois did in fact rise as far as he could with his educational qualifications and was unable to obtain any further promotions because of these limitations. So it would seem to be clear that there was no one favoring Alois and assisting his career, otherwise he would have continued to have risen in the service, which he wanted to do but could not.


At the age of 12, Adi developed an interest in opera. Part of the reason for this I surmised, was because of Adi’s love of History, and Wagner, in particular, wove many of his operatic themes around the myths and legends of the early Teutons. Due to the influence of my parents, I was also interested in opera. Adi and I often went together, occasionally accompanied by his other school friend, Gustl whenever we had the chance to see Adi’s favorite operas by German composer Richard Wagner. Adi was enthralled by the spectacles of Germanic folklore, pagan kings and their loyal knights in tunics emblazoned with colorful mythical beasts in martial poses, and their glorious struggles against the hated enemy who fell beneath the swords of the valiant Teutonic warriors.


“Reinhard, which operas do you like best?” Without allowing me any time to respond, which was usual for him, Adi then went on, saying “I prefer anything by Wagner - I think he is best able to make the past come alive. It is as if Wagner had been there when the barbarians invaded the German heartland and he saw the noble Teutonic Knights drive them back across the border to their eastern wasteland.”


“Yes,” I replied. “I agree with you, Adi. Wagner is the best of them all. His music stirs the souls of all true Germans.”


This aspect of opera was connected to the games we would play after school, and our dreams of military glory. This fascination with opera was something that remained with him for the rest of his life.


After school and on the weekends, we would continue our childhood games of the American frontier. At this date, however, world events intervened in our playtime. The war in South Africa had begun and Adi in particular thought it would be a good idea to include these events in our after school activities. He was always a Boer, which is what the original Dutch settlers were called, while those relegated to the role of the enemy portrayed the English. He liked to pretend that he was a guard in charge of a detail looking for prisoners who had escaped from the concentration camps, which, incidentally, had been developed by the British in this war. We played our Boer War game almost the same as hide and seek, except that Adi was always the one searching for the others.


“All right, men, we have to find those English swine who have escaped. If they refuse to surrender, shoot to kill!” Adi ordered.


“But what if they agree to surrender?” asked one of Adi’s soldiers.


“Shoot them anyway. We can’t afford to waste our time hanging on to prisoners while we are searching for others.”


Adi’s ‘men’ looked at one another quizzically and shrugged their shoulders.


Thinking back on it now, it was almost prophetic, bringing us a vision of things to come in the not too distant future.


During the school day Adi enjoyed creating chaos in the classroom as much as possible. He was the ringleader in many of these activities as he delighted in persecuting the teachers – at least those he did not like. With the help of others, he rearranged the furniture, hid a kitten in a closet in the classroom and created confusion by doing the opposite of what the teacher asked. He was also insulting to some of the teachers and gave argumentative and opposite answers to their questions.


In a mathematics class, he made fun of the teacher’s name. His name was Herr Zens, and when asked a question, Adi replied “But Herr Zens, it makes no zens.” We all laughed, but the teacher was not amused.


On the cold winter morning of January 3, 1903, with snow falling lightly, Alois Hitler went for his evening constitutional. On the way home, he stopped at his favorite neighborhood inn for a glass of wine. Before he could even consume it all, he sat down and within minutes, died of a lung hemorrhage. Adi, thirteen years old became the head of the family.


In spite of their past relationship, when Adi saw his father’s body, he broke down and cried. Alois was laid out in his dress uniform in the casket in the church surrounded by smoking candles and the smell of incense. There was an honor guard of Customs Officers, resplendent in their elaborate uniforms. His family sat in the front row, with Adi sitting next to his mother, attempting to console her while the funeral music echoed throughout the small church. It was a somber affair, made even more so by the gray weather of a dull, January morning.


After the funeral, I spoke to Adi in an attempt to comfort him.


“He had a good life, Adi – he was respected by the community, and he didn’t suffer. When he died he was surrounded by friends in a place he liked.”


Adi brightened. “Yes, that’s true, Reinhard. I know we didn’t get along, but I am glad it was over quickly. He will be with Edmund now and they can take care of each other.”


“And then you will have two people to watch over you, Adi,” I suggested.


“You’re right,” Adi replied thoughtfully. “I always feel better after talking to you.”


In 1905 before the age of sixteen, Adi left high school, never to return to any type of formal academic training. This course was taken due to a combination of circumstances including the fact that many of the teachers wanted to see him kicked out of school; his failure in most of the courses, and his refusal to take a special makeup examination that at least would have allowed him to graduate with a diploma. This last decision was one that he would live to regret, if he experienced such emotions. Adi was never one to admit a mistake.


“Adi, you can’t quit school! What will you do? What kind of a job will you get? What about your dreams for the future? What about me? You’re my best friend!”


“Don’t worry, Reinhard,” Adi replied. “We’ll always be best friends. And it’s not like I’m going anywhere. We can still go to the opera together. You know that school is not for me. It bores me.”


He did not know it at the time, but this action would have serious repercussions for his future, and ultimately, for the future of the entire world.


The earlier argument that Adi had done poorly in school to spite his father does not hold true. Since he actually quit school three years after his father’s death, it indicates that he left school for his own reasons, which had nothing to do with his father.


There is perhaps only one way Fate could have prevented the future being played out as it was and that is if Alois had supported Adi’s dreams and ambitions. There are those who state that his father should have seen into the dark recesses of Adi’s mind and prevented what was to come. Preposterous! If someone had that ability there would be no crime in this world, no war and no hatred. To suggest that an uneducated Austrian peasant who could not relate to his own children would have this gift makes no sense whatsoever. As I have indicated Alois and Adi barely tolerated one another and were certainly not close enough to one another to share any secrets assuming either one was consciously aware of what went on in the depths of their own minds. No, that kind of insight would have had to come from someone who was far more aware than Alois Hitler – if such a person actually existed. How many of us, no matter how much we love our children can predict their future?


At the same time remember that Adi was only thirteen when his father died. That left plenty of time for Adi to become what he wanted if he had actually had the motivation to pursue his dreams. It is often easier for us to blame our failures on others even though it is the result of our own character flaws.


Knowing him as I did, I believe he left school because he was too lazy to do the work. I reminded him of a report that was due in a few days and said that we should complete our assignments immediately.


Adi replied, “You know my motto, Reinhard – I will procrastinate tomorrow.” He laughed but I just shrugged and went home to finish the assignment.


This habit of waiting until the last minute to do whatever had to be done was also a trait that remained with Adi to the end. When I look back on it now, many of his adult characteristics were developed very early in his life, and although many of us try to change our negative habits as we mature, Adi never did.


Following his decision to drop out of school Adi then spent the next few years hanging around home and then wandering around Linz, spending his time drinking chocolate in the cafes while reading newspapers and any other material that was of interest to him at the time, which usually meant politics or history. He immersed himself in culture by visiting museums, art galleries, and the opera house. He felt as much a man of the world as was possible in a small, provincial, Austrian town.


By this time, Adi had almost achieved his adult height of five foot eight. He was thin at the age of sixteen and his hair was brushed back from his forehead. He did have a mustache, but it was pencil thin on his upper lip – not at all like the trademark toothbrush style mustache, copied not from Charlie Chaplin, but from Gottfried Feder, the Nazi Party economic expert after the Great War.


As we prepared to go out for the day, Adi struck a pose he thought denoted elegance.


“Well, Reinhard, what do you think?” he asked. It was a school holiday, so on this occasion I was able to accompany him, as I would normally have been attending classes at this hour.


“You look fine, Adi. I particularly like the cane. That’s a nice touch. It makes you look so much older, and sophisticated,” I hastily added.


“I thought so, too,” Adi retorted self-assuredly as he handed me the cane for my perusal.


“It’s very nice, Adi. Is this ivory?” I enquired as I examined the head of the walking stick.


“Yes, it is. The wood is ebony. It belonged to my father - a gift from the Customs Service on some occasion or another. But he never used it. Mother found it when she was going through some of his things, and gave it to me. Well, what do you think?” he repeated as he looked at himself in the mirror. His choice of clothing left something to be desired as he wore a red shirt with a purple tie, a blue jacket and dark trousers – a little garish, but …


“You look like a university student, Adi,” I responded encouragingly.


“Good,” he replied. “That was my goal. It will at least prevent the constant questions when people wonder what I am doing at the museums and art galleries in the middle of the day. I will simply say that I am doing research.” He then muttered in disgust, “Too many people don’t know when to mind their own business.”


He did look older than his years with his mustache and his gaunt, pale appearance – being thin at his height actually made him look taller.


He resisted his mother’s entreaties to learn a trade or to find some type of job. He could not bear the thought of the daily routine of going to work, combined with the necessity of submitting to authority, which would be a requirement of any job.


“But, Mother, I don’t need a job. We have enough money to live on right now and we’ll be fine. I know that I will learn a great deal visiting the museums and art galleries. I have never had enough free time before to do the things I wanted to do. It will be better than a university education,” Adi told his mother confidently. “You know what a good artist I am, Mother. Perhaps I will be famous one day and my paintings will be worth thousands. Then I can get you everything you have ever wanted. Besides, I will have more time to spend with you.”


“If you say so, Adi,” his weary mother responded with reluctant skepticism. “But I still think it would be wise for you to learn a trade. There is nothing wrong with having a good occupation to fall back on. And, Adi, I already have everything I have ever wanted – a fine son, and a good boy who will grow into a good man.”


We would continue to go to the opera together, when I was able, as I had stayed in school. Although we remained friends it was important to me to get a solid education if I was to realize my dream of becoming an architect. Adi was interested in my desire to become an architect as he now had dreams of becoming a great artist. He would offer suggestions as to how I might improve some of my drawings for the classes I had enrolled in after graduating from high school. Even though he was no longer in school, he was prepared, indeed, even eager, to offer advice and suggestions as he felt he knew better than most what was necessary to create great works of art. I still believe he showed promise as an artist, particularly when it came to his sketches of architectural monuments. In spite of what people may think of his personality, Adi did not appear to be jealous of my success, but was actually quite supportive of my efforts.


“Reinhard, this building would be more imposing with Corinthian columns on the façade,”he suggested one day while looking over one of my drawings.
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