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​Author’s Note
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The Granite Order  unfolds in a world deliberately diverted from our own. Although many names, nations, and events resemble those of the twentieth century, this novel imagines a fundamentally different trajectory—one in which political, military, and psychological forces follow altered paths. Here, the Germany of the interwar years evolves not through frenzied ideology, but through a cold, architectural logic. Decisions that were, in reality, emotional or chaotic are recast as calculated acts within a system that prizes structure above humanity.

Readers will encounter timelines that diverge sharply from recorded history: different outcomes in 1923, a transformed ascent in the 1930s, an extended conflict with the Soviet Union, and a Europe reshaped by engineered stability rather than collapse. These departures are intentional. They are not meant to correct or revise the past, but to explore how a machine-minded worldview might distort an entire continent.

This is fiction—an alternate architecture laid atop familiar foundations. Its purpose is not prediction, but examination.
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​Chapter 1 — The Geometry of Linz
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The late Austrian spring painted the Linz schoolhouse in a gentle, forgiving light, softening its chipped plaster walls and the iron brackets that held the crooked gutters in place. Inside, the air was thick with chalk dust and the restless warmth of nineteen boys nearing the end of their patience. The ceiling fans, installed years earlier and never repaired properly, rotated with uneven lethargy, making a faint tapping noise each time a blade wobbled in its orbit.

Most of the boys sat slouched in their seats, half-listening to the monotone droning of Herr Grünfeld as he lectured on the Habsburg monarchy. The teacher’s voice, thin and nasal, drifted through the room like a loose thread. Some students tugged at it with feigned interest, others let it slip past them entirely. The scent of old wood, worn leather, and sweaty wool hung in the crowded classroom, the murmur of shifting bodies punctuated by the occasional cough or stifled whisper.

But in the third row, near the window, Adolf Hitler sat with a straight spine and an expression of detached concentration. He was fifteen, though the severity of his features and the stiff, deliberate posture made him seem older—or perhaps simply out of place among boys his age. His textbook lay open but ignored. Instead, atop it rested a sheet of fine drawing paper he had trimmed to precise dimensions the night before. His drafting pencil moved with mechanical steadiness across the page.

He was not sketching the teacher, nor the kingly genealogies scrawled behind Grünfeld on the board. He was capturing the structure of the room. The parallel lines of the floorboards as they receded toward an invisible vanishing point; the rigid geometry of the window frames; the lectern’s simple rectangular block. His hand glided without hesitation, each stroke an act of quiet inevitability. The messy energy of the room did not distract him; it only threw the clean, silent lines of his drawing into sharper relief.

A fly buzzed near his ear, veering in erratic loops. His pencil did not pause. He disliked flies—not out of fear or disgust, but because their movement defied pattern. They were tiny embodiments of chaos, their jittering paths cutting irrational shapes through orderly space. The fly veered close enough that he felt a faint tremor of air near his cheek. He did not flinch. He merely frowned, a microscopic tightening around his eyes, and continued drawing.

When the bell finally clanged—a sound too loud, too sudden, too unrefined—chairs scraped across the floor like a chorus of dull blades. The boys sprang to life, shouting and jostling, eager to escape into the warm spring afternoon. Adolf slid his pencil into its leather case, aligned it parallel with the edge of his book, and then stood. He moved through the river of boys like a stone, steady and untouched, his mind still holding the clean lines of the room long after he left it.

He stepped outside into the courtyard, blinking as the brightness settled over him. The chatter of the boys bounced off the walls of the schoolyard, a chaotic collision of voices whose patterns seemed unpredictable and therefore useless. A few boys kicked a ball across the uneven cobblestones. A group near the fountain laughed too loudly at a joke that wasn’t worth the noise. Adolf ignored them. His gaze drifted to the school’s façade, tracing the symmetry of its windows and the proportions of the entrance portico. Even the flaws—the sag in the roof, the weathered limestone near the foundation—became points in an invisible schema, problems waiting for correction.

He crossed the courtyard, passed through the main gate, and began walking home, his steps measured and even.



The street outside the school was lined with market stalls, their striped canvas awnings fluttering with each passing breeze. Vendors hawked cherries, bread rolls, bolts of fabric, trinkets from Vienna brought cheaply and sold expensive. The smells—ripe fruit, curing meat, damp stone—mingled in the air in ways Adolf found irritatingly undisciplined. He watched a woman haggle with a butcher, her hands flapping in emphasis; watched a pair of children chase a makeshift hoop; observed the crooked wooden crates stacked beside a baker’s cart, one leaning precariously because of a bent nail.

The world presented itself to him not as experience but as evidence. Everything belonged to one of two categories: properly made or defective.

At the corner, a group of boys slightly older than him clustered around a disabled veteran who sat hunched against the wall of a tailor’s shop. The man wore a threadbare coat and had an empty trouser leg pinned neatly below the knee. The boys were not cruel; at least, not overtly. They were simply gawking, whispering among themselves as the man rolled a cigarette with practiced ease. One boy tried to give him a coin, awkwardly but sincerely. The veteran waved him away with a rough half-smile.

Adolf paused, watching the exchange. To others, such a scene might evoke pity or discomfort. To him, it was a display of disorder—a break in the symmetry of life. A man who did not fit. A flaw in the composition.

He moved on.



When Adolf reached home, the house was quiet except for the distant rhythmic thuds coming from the garden shed—Alois Hitler’s workshop. The house itself was modest, tidy, and shadowed by the tall spruces that lined the back garden. The front door creaked faintly as he entered. In the hallway hung the familiar smell of boiled linen and beeswax polish. From the kitchen, he heard the soft clatter of dishes and the faintest hum—his mother’s voice, half-singing to herself, barely audible.

He found her at the table, rolling dough into even, small circles. Klara Hitler’s movements were precise but anxious, her fingers working quickly, as if afraid of falling behind an invisible schedule. She looked up when she saw him.

“Home already, Adolf?” she asked. Her smile was warm, though tinged with a weary uncertainty.\

“Yes, Mother.” He placed his schoolbooks on a corner of the table, aligning them neatly. “Class ended on time.”

She wiped her hands on her apron and came nearer, brushing a stray lock of hair from his forehead. The gesture was affectionate, but he barely reacted. Her love, intense and unreserved, encountered in him a wall of cool observance. She knew this, but never spoke of it.

“There’s stew on the stove,” she said softly. “Your father has been working since late morning. He wants to see your new drawing when you’re ready.”

Adolf nodded. “I’ll go to him now.”

He crossed the garden and approached the shed. The door was half-open, letting out the smell of sawdust and oiled tools. Inside, sunlight streamed through a small, grimy window, illuminating particles of dust suspended in the air like tiny drifting stars.

Alois Hitler stood hunched over his workbench, smoothing the edge of a half-finished chair with a rasp. His movements were deliberate, confident, the strokes long and even. He wore a leather apron that had darkened with age, the pockets stuffed with clamps, nails, and folded bits of sandpaper.

“Let me see it, Adolf,” he said without turning.

Adolf silently offered the sketchbook. Alois set down his tool, wiped his hands, and took the book carefully. He flipped to the newest drawing—an interior rendering of the schoolroom.

“The perspective on the gable roof is off by a degree,” Alois said after a moment. “See here?” He pointed with a thick, calloused finger to the corner of the frame. “The line should intersect here, not above it.”

Adolf leaned in, examining the mistake. His expression did not flicker with embarrassment or frustration. “You’re correct, Father. I was distracted. The windows were uneven, and the light from the east wall threw off my measurements.”

“Hm.” Alois closed the sketchbook. “Otherwise, clean work. Very clean.”

There was a faint flicker of pride in his father’s eyes—brief, like the flare of a struck match. Klara often said they were too similar: both exacting, both withdrawn, both more comfortable with things than with people.

Adolf did not return the smile.



Dinner that evening was a quiet affair. Klara served stew in heavy ceramic bowls and offered bread she had baked earlier. The clink of utensils was the dominant sound. Alois, tired from working all day, ate with the slow, thoughtful pace of a man accustomed to silence.

At one point, Klara attempted conversation.

“Adolf, did Herr Grünfeld speak about the Habsburg succession today? I remember learning about it when I was your age. Very complicated.”

“It is not complicated,” Adolf replied calmly. “It is simply flawed. They mixed too many lines. That is why everything became unstable.”

Klara blinked, unsure how to respond. Alois gave a small grunt, not of amusement but resignation.

After they ate, Adolf returned to his room. It was a narrow space with a slanted ceiling, the walls painted a dull off-white. On his desk sat his few prized books: architectural treatises, historical illustrations, and a Vienna picture book he had studied so often that the spine had begun to fray.

He lit the small oil lamp beside his desk and sat down. The room felt cool and still, the shadows deepening as the evening settled over Linz. From a drawer, he withdrew a sheaf of blank paper and placed it perfectly centered on the desk.

He began to draw.

Not what he had seen that day, but what he wished he had seen.

He sketched the schoolroom, but without the chipped paint, without the uneven floorboards, without the mismatched desks. He erased windows and redrew them, taller and symmetrical. He expanded the ceiling height by half a meter. He inserted a central axis line down the length of the room, creating a clean, commanding perspective.

The students, noisy and unpredictable, were omitted entirely.

He sat back and studied the drawing. The emptiness of the room gave it a serene power. A space without interruption. Without clutter. Without error.

He turned to a fresh page and began sketching the streets of Linz—but wider, with straighter avenues, with buildings aligned like disciplined soldiers.

He worked for more than an hour, the only sounds were the scratch of his pencil and the faint groan of the house settling. At last he stopped, his pencil hovering over the paper.

He had redrawn the city as he believed it should be.

It was quiet. Orderly. Clean.

Perfect.



The next morning, the schoolyard buzzed again with the same restless energy, though the air was cooler and carried the promise of rain. Adolf arrived early and stood near the entrance, watching as groups of students trickled in. The older boys congregated near the steps, laughing loudly. A pair of younger children ran in circles, their satchels flapping against their backs.

He waited for none of them. He simply observed.

When the bell rang, he entered the building with the same measured steps as always. Inside the classroom, Herr Grünfeld was writing on the board. A few boys jostled near the door, arguing over a borrowed compass.

“Give it back, Josef!”

“I will after class!”

“You can’t even draw! You’ll break the hinge—”

Adolf sat and opened his notebook. The argument behind him grated at his attention, not because of the noise but because of the inefficiency of it. Two boys, wrestling over property, producing nothing but clutter—of sound, of movement, of purpose.

Herr Grünfeld turned and raised his voice. “Enough. Sit down, both of you.”

The boys obeyed, though with visible irritation. Grünfeld continued his lecture. Adolf resumed copying a neat diagram of the monarchy’s lineage, although his hand moved automatically; the content left him cold.

A few minutes later, a scrap of folded paper landed on his desk. He unfolded it to find a crude caricature: a stiff stick-figure with exaggerated posture labeled “Little General.” A few boys snickered quietly.

Adolf examined the drawing. It showed him, or rather the classmates’ distorted perception of him—rigid, humorless, apart. He turned the paper over. On the back, someone had written, Do you ever laugh?

He folded the paper into an exact square and placed it at the far corner of his desk. He felt nothing. Not anger, not shame. Only confirmation. The boys saw him as different. They did not understand him. That was predictable.

Difference, after all, was just another form of disorder.



Later that day, an unexpected assembly was called. The students filed into the hall, murmuring among themselves. A teacher whispered that a boy had been caught cheating on a Latin exam. The offense was minor, trivial even, but the school had decided to make an example of him—an attempt to maintain discipline.

The headmaster—a severe, thin man with a high collar—addressed the students with grave urgency. He spoke of moral decay, of ethical foundations, of duty. The words felt heavy but hollow.

Adolf stood near the back of the hall, watching the crowd. Boys fidgeted, whispered, exchanged smothered laughs. The accused student stared at the floor, red-faced but defiant. The teachers looked weary, the discipline uneven, the reaction messy.

To Adolf, the entire assembly was a demonstration of failing structure. One boy’s mistake had exposed the cracks in the system—not moral cracks, but organizational ones. A building with loose beams. A plan with weak lines.

He listened without emotion as the headmaster finished his speech and dismissed the crowd.

As the boys streamed out, Adolf remained still for a moment, watching the chaotic dispersal.

Chaos must be eradicated, he thought with a calm, quiet certainty. Not punished. Not lectured. Removed.



That afternoon, the air grew heavy with the scent of impending rain. Adolf walked home along the Danube, taking the longer route by choice. The river rolled slowly, its surface reflecting the gray sky in soft, rippled fragments.

Near the old ferry crossing, he noticed a quarrel unfolding. A ferryman, broad-shouldered and red-faced, was arguing loudly with a drunken villager who stumbled near the waterline. Their voices carried across the riverbank—sharp, uncontrolled, discordant. A crowd gathered, offering shouted advice or pointless commentary.

Adolf stopped several meters away, observing from a distance. The entire scene—raised voices, flailing gestures, uneven footing, the mud, the disorder—repulsed him in a way he did not attempt to articulate. He felt no fear, no sympathy. Only distaste.

The ferryman laughed suddenly—a loud, braying laugh that echoed across the water. The crowd joined in, the noise swelling like a crude wave.

Adolf stepped back.

He walked home without haste, his face expressionless.



That evening, in his room, he sketched again. First the riverbank as it was—messy, crooked, marred by people. Then he erased the ferryman. Erased the villager. Erased the crowd.

He kept the river. The horizon. The clean line where water met sky.

The empty space soothed him.

A world without interruption.

Without clutter.

Without error.

He laid down his pencil. The lamp cast a faint halo around him, its glow reflecting on the smooth surface of the paper.

Outside, thunder rolled across the sky, distant but growing nearer.

Adolf listened, unmoving.

He did not smile.

He simply studied the blank horizon he had created and felt, not joy, not hope, but a quiet, inevitable conviction—an early, unshaped truth forming with the clarity of a line drawn without hesitation.

The world could be corrected.

All he needed was the right design.

And, in time, the right tools.
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​Chapter 2 — The Father's Compass
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The morning began with a thin veil of cloud over Linz, muting the brightness of the early sun and turning the rooftops a dull pewter. The air was cool, the kind that hinted at rain without committing to it. A faint breeze moved across the Danube and drifted through the streets, carrying the smell of damp stone and distant woodsmoke. It was a morning that invited neither joy nor melancholy—simply the quiet persistence of another day.

Adolf Hitler woke at precisely the same moment he always did, without an alarm, without hesitation. He sat up, blinked once at the pale light seeping into his narrow room, and swung his legs from the bed. His movements were economical, stripped of any softness or morning languor. He folded his blanket with crisp corners, ensuring its edges aligned perfectly with the foot of the bed. Then he washed his face with cold water from the pitcher, the shock of it clearing whatever haze might have lingered.

He dressed quickly: shirt, vest, trousers, each garment brushed smooth with methodical strokes. His satchel hung by the door, already packed with books and drawing materials he had prepared the previous evening. He opened it once more to confirm everything was in order. It was.

Before leaving the room, he glanced at the drawings pinned to the slanted wall. They were the latest revisions—Linz’s main streets were cleared of clutter, widened, flanked by taller, cleaner buildings. The riverbank straightened. The square reorganized into perfect symmetry. Looking at them gave him no pleasure. Only confirmation that they were necessary.

Downstairs, his mother stirred a small pot of porridge on the stove. She smiled softly when he entered, though her eyes were still hazy with sleep.

“Breakfast, Adolf.”

He sat and ate without comment. The food was warm and plain, tasting of oats and milk and little else. His mother watched him in her quiet, anxious way, as if waiting for some sign of contentment that never arrived.

“Your father left early,” she said as she wiped the counter. “He had business at the customs office. He said he might see you after school.”

Adolf nodded once. The information required no further response.

Klara hesitated, then reached out and smoothed the collar of his shirt. “You’re working very hard. Don’t forget to rest, hm?”

“I don’t need rest,” he said simply.

She tried to mask her concern with a smile. “Everyone needs some rest.”

He didn’t argue. He finished his porridge, rinsed his bowl in the sink, and stepped out into the cool morning air, leaving behind the faint smell of warm oats and maternal worry.



At school, the halls were quieter than usual. The boys filed in with subdued energy, their voices softer, their footsteps dragging. Even the ones who normally shouted across the corridor seemed reluctant to disturb the air.

When Adolf entered the classroom, Herr Grünfeld was already there, sitting behind his desk with his hands clasped and his brow furrowed. He looked up as Adolf took his seat.

“Good morning,” the teacher said.

“Good morning, Herr Grünfeld.”

The teacher nodded, but his eyes lingered. For months now, he had observed something in Adolf that he could not quite name—a stillness that wasn’t peace, a focus that wasn’t diligence. It unsettled him. A boy who never laughed, never seemed troubled, never asked a question, and never apologized. An absence that resembled a shadow more than a presence.

As the boys settled, Grünfeld gave the morning announcements. His voice was steady, but Adolf caught a faint strain behind the words.

“Before we begin, I want to speak briefly about yesterday’s assembly.” The room shifted with small discomfort. “I realize some of you found it tedious, but discipline is necessary. Order is necessary.”

Adolf looked up. The word “order” settled neatly into place in his mind, like a piece of a puzzle he was assembling.

Grünfeld continued. “We expect better behavior. Cheating, disorderly conduct—these things undermine the integrity of our school.”

Some boys rolled their eyes. Others exchanged smirks. Grünfeld ignored them.

“Now, open your Latin texts to page fifty-two.”

The class groaned in quiet unison. Adolf opened his book without expression.

The lesson proceeded. Declensions, conjugations, sample sentences. Grünfeld paced slowly between the rows, occasionally stopping to correct a student’s posture or translate a difficult line. When he reached Adolf’s desk, he paused.

“Hitler,” he said softly. “You translated this passage incorrectly.”

Adolf raised his eyes. “Which part?”

––––––––
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“THIS ONE—BELLUM DIFFICILE erat " doesn't mean ‘war was orderly.’ It means ‘the war was difficult.’”

Adolf frowned, not in frustration but in simple disagreement. “But ‘difficile’ shares roots with the idea of resistance—something that hinders order. The interpretation makes more sense my way.”

Grünfeld sighed. “Language doesn’t obey your preferences.”

“It should,” Adolf said.

The teacher blinked, momentarily speechless. Then he straightened, closed the book, and tapped the desk once.

“See me after class.”

Adolf nodded, showing neither concern nor defiance.

The lesson resumed, but Grünfeld’s thoughts drifted. There was something unsettling about a boy who could reason himself into an alternate meaning and genuinely believe that the structure of the world should accommodate him.



After class, as the other boys streamed out into the corridor, Grünfeld gestured for Adolf to approach his desk.

“Sit.”

Adolf sat.

The teacher clasped his hands, searching briefly for the right words. “It’s not your intelligence I’m concerned about,” he began. “You’re an excellent student when you choose to be. But you seem... isolated.”

“I sit where the desk is,” Adolf replied calmly.

“That’s not what I mean.” Grünfeld leaned forward. “Do you ever speak to the other boys?”

“If necessary.”

“Do you play with them?”

“No.”

“Why not?”

“They are noisy,” Adolf said. “And disorganized.”

Grünfeld inhaled slowly, rubbing his forehead. “You’re young, Hitler. There’s more to life than neatness and lines on a page. You have to understand people as well. They’re not machines.”

“I understand them,” Adolf said. “They are inconsistent.”

“That’s not understanding.” The teacher hesitated, then added, “I’m worried about you.”

Adolf said nothing.

“I want you to try,” Grünfeld continued quietly. “Try to speak to someone today. Even briefly. Just... something human.”

Adolf blinked once. “Why?”

“Because you need it.”

The boy considered this, but there was no change in his expression. At last he stood, nodded, and left without a word.

The door clicked shut behind him.

Grünfeld sat back in his chair, the unease lingering long after the boy had gone. He would later struggle to describe why that conversation made him feel as if he had spoken to someone who understood the content of human emotion without participating in it.



During the morning break, the schoolyard was filled with noise and motion. Boys chased each other, kicked balls, traded stories, and shared bites of bread. The air smelled of dust and bread crusts and adolescent sweat.

Adolf stood near the steps, watching.

A boy he had never seen before—perhaps new, perhaps just unnoticed—approached him. His hair was messy, his shirt slightly untucked, his face round with an easy, open expression.

“You’re Adolf Hitler, right?” the boy asked.

“Yes.”

“I’m Stefan. We live close to you. My mother knows your mother.”

Adolf nodded once.

Stefan smiled awkwardly. “So... why don’t you ever play with us?”

“No reason.”

“You can if you want.”

“I don’t want to.”

Stefan blinked. “Oh.”

There was a small pause. The boy looked around, unsure how to continue. He shifted his weight, rocked slightly on his heels, then tried again.

“Your drawings are good,” he offered. “I saw one last week. The teacher showed it.”

“They are accurate,” Adolf said.

“Right. Accurate.” Stefan scratched the back of his neck. “Do you ever draw people?”

“No.”

“Why not?”

“They change too much.”

Stefan frowned. “What do you mean?”

“They have expressions. They move. Their shapes are not constant.”

Stefan gave a short laugh, thinking it was a joke. Adolf blinked at him, unamused.

The laughter faded.

“Oh,” Stefan said quietly. “I see.”

He didn’t see, not really. But something in Adolf’s face—its utter stillness, its absence of curiosity—discouraged further attempts. After a moment, Stefan muttered a polite goodbye and drifted back toward the others, looking over his shoulder several times as if trying to settle something in his mind.

Adolf watched him go. A new category formed silently in his thoughts: Stefan was harmless, but unnecessary.



At midday, Adolf walked to the customs office to meet his father. The building loomed in functional grayness, its brickwork chipped, its windows slightly fogged with years of breath and smoke. Inside, the atmosphere was dense with the smell of paper, ink, wool coats, and the faint metallic tang of the telegraph wires.

Clerks moved through the corridors with tired efficiency, shuffling documents, stamping forms, and recording shipments. Each desk held neat piles of ledgers and rubber stamps. The air was filled with the soft percussion of stamping, scribbling, sorting—small bureaucratic sounds, rhythmic but imperfect.

Alois Hitler stood at a high counter, reviewing a stack of tariffs. He looked up only when Adolf was a few steps away.

“You’re early,” he said.

“I walked quickly.”

Alois gestured for him to stand beside him. “This is the work that keeps the border running. Every crate, every barrel, every trunk that enters the city must be recorded. Everything must be accounted for. Order is everything.”

Adolf watched the clerks work. The system was impressive in theory but riddled with small inefficiencies in practice. One clerk paused often to adjust his spectacles. Another wrote slowly, his penmanship sloppy. A third allowed two forms to overlap, smudging the ink.

“It could be better,” Adolf said.

Alois raised an eyebrow. “How?”

“The forms are different sizes. They should be the same. The ledgers could be arranged alphabetically by region, not by date. The clerks move too slowly. And the shelves are uneven.”

Alois gave a short laugh—genuine, though tinged with surprise. “You see everything, don’t you?”

“Yes.”

“That’s good,” Alois said, though the statement carried a faint tension, as if he sensed in his son’s precision something sharpened too fine. “Attention to detail is a strength—when used properly.”

Adolf said nothing.



That evening at home, the atmosphere shifted. Alois was irritable after a long day, pacing the parlor with a cup of coffee in hand. Klara sat near the window, sewing, her movements careful and small.

“You barely spoke during dinner,” Alois said suddenly.

“I had nothing to say,” Adolf replied.

“You never have anything to say.” Alois stopped pacing. “Boys your age should laugh. They should have friends. They should show some kind of...” He searched for the word but didn’t find it. “Life.”

Adolf looked at him, expression perfectly neutral. “I am alive.”

“That’s not what I mean.”

Klara looked up, an alarm flickering across her face. “Alois—”

Alois waved her off. “No. He has to hear this. There is something missing in him. Something—” He gestured vaguely toward Adolf, then toward his own chest. “Something that should be there and isn’t.”

Klara stood and placed a gentle hand on her husband’s arm. “He’s young. He’ll find his way.”

Alois exhaled sharply, the anger dissolving into tiredness. “Maybe.”

Adolf watched them quietly. Their emotions—concern, frustration, love—all seemed like unnecessary movements, like the chaotic flapping of a flag in the wind. He understood them intellectually, but their weight did not reach him.



Later, alone in his room, he opened his sketchbook again. But tonight he didn’t draw buildings or streets. Instead, he attempted something new.

He tried to draw people.

He sketched a face first—a simple oval, proportioned precisely. He added features: eyes, nose, mouth. But the face looked wrong. Not because of the lines, which were technically correct, but because the expression was unreadable. Too blank. Too fixed.

He tried another. Then another.

All of them looked inhuman—not monstrous, but absent. As if he could construct the physical outline but not the interior texture.

He set the pencil down with quiet dissatisfaction.

People were unreliable subjects. They refused to fit into clean geometry.



A week later, the entire family attended a small spring festival in Linz’s main square. Stalls were decorated with ribbons and flowers; children carried paper windmills; musicians played a lively tune on shabby instruments. The air smelled of roasted nuts, sweet bread, and the faint sourness of beer.

Klara walked between the stalls with a polite smile, examining fabrics and pastries. Alois pointed out familiar faces, exchanging stiff greetings with neighbors and former colleagues. Adolf walked slightly behind them, his pace steady, his eyes scanning not the decorations but the physical layout of the square.

It was poorly designed.

The stalls were arranged at odd angles, forming bottlenecks where people clustered. The central fountain was off-center by nearly a meter. The flags and banners were hung unevenly, their lines sagging inconsistently. The festival itself seemed to wobble on invisible hinges.

A group of children ran past him, nearly colliding with a vendor carrying a tray of baked goods. The vendor staggered, then laughed it off. One of the stall’s ropes snapped, the canvas dipping abruptly. A small crowd gasped and scattered briefly before realizing nothing was wrong.

Adolf watched the moment unfold with cold calculation. Not fear, not concern—analysis. He saw how easily a crowd could lose cohesion, how the slightest disruption created ripples of irrational motion. The instability of it disgusted him.

He drifted away from his parents, letting the swell of bodies carry them forward while he moved in the opposite direction. Near the edge of the square, he found a quiet spot beside a stone bench, away from the music and chatter.

He watched the festival with eyes that saw not celebration but entropy.



On their walk home, the sun had dipped behind the hills, leaving the sky streaked with muted gold and gray. They passed near the Danube. The river moved with slow inevitability, reflecting the fading light.

Near the ferry station, Adolf recognized the ferryman from the week before—the same broad-shouldered man with the braying laugh. The ferryman leaned against a post, smoking a pipe, watching the water with the easy, unselfconscious posture of someone at home in messiness.

He caught sight of Adolf staring and gave a brief nod, not unfriendly but puzzled. Adolf did not return it. He turned away and continued walking.

The ferryman’s gaze lingered, then drifted off, untroubled.

But Adolf felt something tighten inside him—a faint, cold reaction to being acknowledged by a man whose life seemed made of crooked lines.



That night, long after his parents had gone to bed, Adolf sat at his desk with a fresh sheet of paper. The lamp cast a steady glow across the room. Outside, distant frogs croaked along the riverbank.

He began to draw Linz again—but this time with more detail than ever before.

He redrew the city from above, an imagined aerial view in perfect symmetry. He widened the main streets, made them straighter, cleaner. He placed a massive central square at the heart of the city, flanked by uniform buildings, all identical in height and facade. He removed the river’s bends, straightening it into a disciplined channel.

Where the festival had been, he drew a grand plaza of impeccable proportion.

He worked for hours, the lines growing denser, the shapes sharper. He filled page after page until his fingers ached, though he ignored the discomfort.

At last, he sat back and surveyed the work.

A city remade. A world corrected.

It felt inevitable.

Not beautiful—beauty requires warmth—but right.

Necessary.

He sharpened his pencil slowly, the rasping sound loud in the quiet room. Then he began a new drawing: the same city, but larger, more imposing, as if he were imagining an unseen future.

He did not smile.

He simply kept drawing, the lines growing straighter, the buildings taller, the world colder and more obedient.

Outside, the night deepened. The river flowed. The city slept.

Inside the small room, a boy built a silent vision that would one day reach far beyond the limits of his paper.

A vision of order.

A vision without interruption.

Without clutter.

Without error

.
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​Chapter 3 — A Canvas of Chaos (Vienna)
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The first true warmth of summer arrived in Linz like a slow exhale. The snowmelt had long since drained into the Danube, and the remaining chill that clung stubbornly to the cobblestones finally loosened its grip. Sunlight spilled across the city in wide, patient strokes, softening the harsh lines of roofs and chimneys. For most boys at the Linz Realschule, the change in weather meant the promise of idleness—long afternoons spent by the river, bare feet in cold mud, laughter rising in the air like sparks.

For Adolf Hitler, it meant nothing.

He rose at his usual time, washed, dressed, and folded his bedding with the same mechanical precision as always. When he opened the window, the warm air drifted in carrying the smell of river moss and distant baking bread. He noted the scent but did not savor it. His senses recorded information the way a ledger recorded numbers—without sentiment.

He sat at his desk and looked over the drawings from the night before. His revised map of Linz was nearly complete. He had added new districts, erased others, and redrawn the Danube for what felt like the twentieth time. The river refused to cooperate with his desire for straightness; it bent with the stubbornness of nature, curving in ways that insulted clean geometry. He had tried to correct it on paper, forcing its lines into strict order, but even then something in the drawing felt unresolved.

He set the pencil down. Something was missing. He could sense it, though not yet define it.

A knock came at the door.

“Adolf? Breakfast,” his mother called softly.

He answered with a neutral hum and descended the stairs.



Alois was already seated, stirring sugar into a cup of coffee. The spoon clinked against the porcelain with an impatient rhythm. Klara placed a plate of bread and cheese on the table and wiped her hands on her apron, glancing between her husband and son with quiet vigilance.

“Your teacher visited the customs office yesterday,” Alois said without preamble.

Adolf paused mid-bite. “Which teacher?”

“Grünfeld.”

Adolf lowered the bread slowly.

Alois continued. “He says you’re doing well academically. Very well, in fact. But he seems... concerned.”

“Concerning what?”

“You,” Alois said, leveling a stare at him. “He said you don’t participate. You don’t socialize. You don’t respond to the other boys.”

“I respond when necessary.”

“That’s not enough,” Alois said sharply.

Klara intervened gently. “Alois, please—”

“No,” he said, raising a hand. “He needs to hear this. You can’t go through life without learning to be around people. It’s not natural.”

Adolf looked at him calmly, the way one might study an imprecise measurement. “I am around people every day.”

“That’s not the same,” Alois snapped. “Existing is not participating.”

Adolf did not answer. The silence tightened across the table like a drawn string.

Alois exhaled, the anger draining into fatigue. “Finish your breakfast,” he said. “You’ll be late.”



The schoolyard
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