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		Adolf Hitler was probably the greatest mover and shaker of the twentieth century. Certainly no other human disrupted so many lives in our times or stirred so much hatred. He also inspired widespread adoration and was the hope and ideal of millions. The passage of more than thirty years since his end has done little to alter the perspective of either enemies or true believers. Today we see the other leaders of his era—Roosevelt, Churchill, Mussolini, Stalin—in a different, more objective light but the image of Hitler has remained essentially the same. To the few who remained his faithful followers he is a hero, a fallen Messiah; to the rest he is still a madman, a political and military bungler, an evil murderer beyond redemption whose successes were reached by criminal means.

		As one of those whose life was altered by Hitler, I have done my utmost to subdue my own feelings and to write of him as if he had lived a hundred years ago. I interviewed as many as possible of those who knew Hitler intimately—both worshipers and deriders. Many agreed to talk freely and at length about the unhappy past. Gone was the reluctance of past years to discuss the Führer and his actions for fear their views might be distorted. I conducted more than two hundred and fifty interviews with his adjutants (Puttkamer, Below, Engel, Günsche, Wünsche and Schulze); his secretaries (Traudl Junge and Gerda Christian); his chauffeur (Kempka); his pilot (Baur); his doctors (Giesing and Hasselbach); his favorite warriors (Skorzeny and Rudel); his favorite architects (Speer and Giesler); his first foreign press secretary (Hanfstaengl); his military leaders (Manstein, Milch, Dönitz, Manteuffel and Warlimont); the women he most admired (Leni Riefenstahl, Frau Professor Troost and Helene Hanfstaengl). All but a dozen of these interviews were recorded on tapes which presently are stored in the Library of Congress for safekeeping. All those interviewed whose accounts are included in the book read the passages about themselves and not only made corrections but often added illuminating comments.

		Significant new documents, reports and studies have also been utilized to help unravel the mystery of Hitler: the dossiers of the U. S. Army Counter-Intelligence Command, including one agent’s interview with Hitler’s sister Paula; unpublished documents in the National Archives such as a secret psychiatric report on Hitler in 1918; the unpublished documents from the British Government Archives; the recently discovered Göring-Negrelli correspondence of 1924–25 which sheds new light on Nazi-Fascist relations; the secret speeches of Himmler; and unpublished diaries, notes and memoirs including the revealing recollections of Traudl Junge, Hitler’s youngest secretary.

		My book has no thesis, and any conclusions to be found in it were reached only during the writing, perhaps the most meaningful being that Hitler was far more complex and contradictory than I had imagined. “The greatest saints,” observed one of Graham Greene’s characters, “have been men with more than a normal capacity for evil, and the most vicious men have sometimes narrowly evaded sanctity.” Deprived of heaven, Adolf Hitler chose hell—if, indeed, he knew the difference between the two. To the end, obsessed by his dream of cleansing Europe of Jews, he remained a Knight of the Hakenkreuz, a warped archangel, a hybrid of Prometheus and Lucifer.

	
		Prologue

		

		STAB IN THE BACK

		1

		In mid-October 1918 a hospital train, the sides of its carriages defaced by revolutionary slogans, slowly wended its way through Germany toward the secure eastern marches of the Empire. Among the hundreds of casualties on the train were blinded victims of a recent poison gas attack in Belgium. It had followed a devastating British artillery assault on the night of the thirteenth, one of a relentless series of hammer blows that the German front, retreating, bending but not breaking, had sustained since the battle turned so decisively three months earlier. The 16th Bavarian Reserve Infantry Regiment, which took the brunt of the attack, was dug in on hills and fields, a spectral battleground churned into a morass of craters. The men, physically exhausted, and dispirited as much by ugly rumors of mutinies along the front as by the unceasing Allied attacks, huddled in trenches while British shells tore up the ground around them. The veterans were numbed, the recruits terrified.

		Suddenly, thuds mingled with the explosions and a pungent cloud drifted into the trenches. Someone shouted, “Gas!” It was their first experience with mustard gas. To some it smelled sweet, to others acrid; in every case it clung tenaciously to the nostrils. The men slapped on their masks, then hunched, inanimate, against the sides of the trenches. Hours passed. The air inside the masks became dense and stale. One of the recruits, driven half mad by suffocation, wrenched the mask from his face only to gulp in the deadly poison. “It caught him by the throat and flung him back choking, gurgling, suffocating, dying.”

		It was dawn before the gas began to dissipate and the shelling resumed. The men tore off the masks and gulped in the morning air. “It was still stinking of the stuff,” writes one, “and reeked again of high explosives, but to us it was the very breath of heaven.” The relief was short-lived. In that cruel and unpredictable pattern calculated to reduce the enemy to madness, gas bombs again mingled with high explosives. Those too slow in putting on their filthy masks keeled over and died as the young recruit had. Those who escaped with their lives were painfully blinded, all but one who still could see faintly. He suggested to the others that they hang on to each other’s coattails as he attempted to lead them to safety. Thus they stumbled in goose file, the half blind leading the blind, until they reached a first aid station. Among the men thus rescued from a choking death was a twenty-nine-year-old Gefreiter (corporal) named Adolf Hitler.

		Still blinded as the train carried him eastward, Hitler was in a state bordering on collapse. Like the other victims, his eyes were swollen, his face puffed up. The voices of these men were ghostlike, without timbre, and they irritably rejected the care of their nurses. They would not allow their inflamed eyes to be treated; they would not eat. In vain the doctors told them that they would soon regain their vision; these men had been deceived too long. They wanted only to lie still and moan and be delivered from pain, even if by death.

		This wounded and demoralized corporal who fifteen years later would be the leader of the Reich was not yet aware of the magnitude of Germany’s defeat. Four years earlier, as the first great German offensive rolled over Belgian, French and British resistance, Hitler’s regiment had first been bloodied in battle in that same area, losing an almost inconceivable eighty per cent of its personnel in less than a week. To the ardent Hitler these losses, far from discouraging, had been proof of the fighting spirit of German troops. He wrote to his Munich landlord, “…   with pride I can say our regiment handled itself heroically from the very first day on—we lost almost all our officers and our company has only two sergeants now. On the fourth day only 611 were left out of the 3600 men of our regiment.”

		Many Germans in those early days shared this exultant view of Teutonic heroism. But as the months passed the war degenerated into deadlocked trench warfare, the armies facing each other across a scarred no man’s land, clashing as one or the other tried to effect a breakthrough, counting advances in a few miles or even yards with casualties in the millions. The early mood of enthusiasm faded. Defeatism and despair corroded the morale of the men who lived ratlike in their dugouts and trenches. Hunger and misery stalked the homeland as the British blockade cut off the flow of essentials to the German people. As the war extended into its third and then fourth year the soldiers’ thoughts turned from victory to survival; they would assail the stupidities of their high command and the futility of further fighting. Hitler was one of those few who scornfully rejected such defeatist talk. Despite repeated acts of heroism he was still a corporal but was not distressed by this lack of recognition. He railed at his comrades, particularly the youthful recruits who brought with them “the poison of the hinterland,” and if anyone argued with him he would, according to one comrade, “become furious, and then jam hands into his pockets and pace back and forth with long strides, abusing the pessimists.”

		And perhaps the pessimists were wrong after all. As 1918 dawned, the Germans, after nearly four years on the defensive, were poised to return to the attack. For the western front was stalemated. On all the other battlefields German arms had conquered. Serbia, Romania and finally Russia had succumbed, the last one as much to revolution as to the German assaults. The peace treaty with the new Soviet regime had put the Germans in command of the vast Ukrainian plain, the breadbasket of Europe. And over a million men released by the collapse of enemy resistance in the East now streamed into France to bring the deadlocked issue of the western front to a decision. The Emperor’s Battle—as General Erich Ludendorff, the junior but dominant member of the German high command, called it—was at hand.

		Throughout the spring, in four mighty assaults, the Germans forced first the British and then the French to retreat. The British with “backs to the wall” were ordered to fight to the last man. When the final big battle began on July 15 near the city of Rheims both sides were aware that the outcome of the war was at stake. “If my attack on Rheims succeeds,” said Ludendorff, “we have won the war.” Marshal Foch, commander-in-chief of the Allied forces, concurred. “If the German attack at Rheims succeeds,” he was reported to have said, “we have lost the war.” The attack failed. No German reserves were left. The Allies on the other hand were fortified not only by fresh American divisions but by supplies and provisions streaming from the United States.

		In the German army desertions multiplied. Everywhere there was talk of mutiny and revolt, and when the British launched a surprise attack near Amiens in early August the German lines caved in practically without resistance. The Kaiser’s men surrendered en masse at times to a single enemy infantryman. Retreating men shouted to reinforcements coming up to the front, “Strikebreakers!” Yet it was not the end. The Germans retreated but the line held. For every defeatist there still were hundreds of soldiers ready to do their duty. But at home faith was fading. There were numerous strikes and everywhere in the cities radical socialists were talking revolution. To stout spirits like Hitler the secure and unmolested home front, its laggards, its profiteers, its malingerers, its traitors, its Jews who had no love or respect for the German Fatherland, had betrayed the fighting front in its gravest hour. In fact, it was Ludendorff who lost his nerve and pressed the civilian government for an armistice.

		Even at this late hour, the ardent spirits like Hitler were convinced that some solution, if not victory, was possible so long as resistance continued. The front had not broken and was retreating in an orderly fashion. It was these profiteers, these malingerers, these Jews who would bring defeat from within.

		2

		The tragedy to which Hitler was a blinded witness, the collapse of the authority which he held in such unquestioning respect, would eventually open the road for his own astounding rise to power. The world he had known was one ruled by the elite, the descendants of ancient royal houses; high state offices, diplomatic posts, army commissions were all held by men of ancient lineage, aristocrats of superior breeding and education. The war had changed all that. In the trenches men of high and of low births fought side by side; the depleted ranks of noble officers were gradually filled with commoners.

		Throughout Europe royalty was clinging to hollow power. From the untitled masses were emerging men like Hitler who would come to wield the substance of power, men of common and often vulgar beginnings, riding the relentless wave of popular revolt against a war which had demanded sacrifices for goals no one could define.

		As the train took Hitler to a hospital in the Pomeranian town of Pasewalk, his own pain and despair obliterated any such aspiration, but after several weeks of medical treatment he began to regain his sight. Inflammation of the mucous membrane and swelling of the eyelids had receded; “the piercing in my sockets” began to diminish and “slowly I succeeded in distinguishing the broad outlines of things about me.” With sight came an end to depression and the mental instability that had required special treatment from a consulting psychiatrist, Professor Edmund Forster, chief of the Berlin University Nerve Clinic. Little was known about mustard gas and Hitler’s inexplicable recovery confirmed Dr. Forster in his diagnosis of the blindness as hysteria. In fact, the patient had experienced the usual symptoms of moderate mustard gas poisoning: burning, swelling, moaning, depression—and recovery in several weeks.

		Sight also brought Hitler hope and renewed interest in the events of the day. Berlin itself was in a state of virtual siege as the new Chancellor urged the Kaiser to abdicate so that an armistice could be signed. Hitler had heard stories of rebellion throughout Germany but discounted them as rumor until a delegation of Red German sailors burst into his ward early that November in an attempt to convert the patients to the revolution. Hitler’s detestation of Bolshevism was heightened by the fact that three of the leaders were young Jews, none of whom, he was sure, had been at the front. “Now they raised the red rag in the homeland.” Indignation was followed by shock. Hitler took to his bed. “I lay there broken with great pains, although I did not let on how I felt; for it was repugnant to me to cry out at a time when you could feel that the collapse was coming.” A little later, on November 9, a dignified elderly pastor arrived at Pasewalk hospital to confirm news of the uprisings. Revolution had even broken out in Munich.

		The patients were gathered in a little hall and the pastor, so Hitler recalled, “seemed all a-tremble as he informed us that the House of Hohenzollern should no longer bear the German imperial crown; that the Fatherland had become a ‘republic.’ ” As the aged speaker eulogized the services rendered by the Hohenzollerns, he “began to sob gently to himself—in the little hall the deepest dejection settled on all hearts, and I believe not an eye was able to restrain its tears.” The pastor went on to say that the war must now be ended, that all was lost and they had to throw themselves upon the mercy of the victorious Allies. To Hitler the revelation was intolerable. “It became impossible for me to sit still one minute more. Again everything went black before my eyes; I tottered and groped my way back to the dormitory, threw myself on my bunk, and dug my burning head into my blankets and pillow.”

		It was the first time he had wept since standing at his mother’s grave eleven years earlier (she had died in agony of cancer), in the churchyard of the Austrian village of Leonding. He had borne the fear of blindness “in dull silence,” endured the loss of so many good comrades. “But now I could not help it. Only now did I see how all personal suffering vanished in comparison with the misfortune of the Fatherland.” Out of his black despair came a decision. “The great vacillation of my life, whether I should enter politics or remain an architect, came to an end. That night I resolved that, if I recovered my sight, I would enter politics.” There was no medical reason for Hitler’s second blindness and Dr. Forster was reinforced in his initial conclusion that his patient was definitely “a psychopath with hysterical symptoms.” Hitler, however, was convinced that he was permanently blind.

		The shame of Germany’s surrender on November 11 in the forest of Compiègne overwhelmed him. Life seemed unbearable, but that night, or the next, Hitler was abruptly delivered from his misery, as he lay in despair on his cot, by a “supernatural vision” (perhaps deliberately induced by Dr. Forster).1 Like St. Joan, he heard voices summoning him to save Germany. All at once “a miracle came to pass”—the darkness encompassing Hitler evaporated. He could see again! He solemnly vowed, as promised, that he would “become a politician and devote his energies to carrying out the command he had received.”

		That night in the lonely ward at Pasewalk the most portentous force of the twentieth century was born. Politics had come to Hitler, not Hitler to politics.

		
			

			1 The possibility that Dr. Forster induced Hitler’s hallucination through hypnotic suggestion is given credence by a novel about Hitler and Forster written by the latter’s friend, Ernst Weiss, a medical doctor turned playwright and novelist. In this book, The Eyewitness, a soldier, “A.H.,” arrives at Pasewalk military hospital in 1918 claiming to have been poisoned by gas. A psychiatrist, the narrator, diagnoses the case as hysterical blindness and induces an hallucination through hypnosis.
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			I, VISIONARY

		

	
		Chapter One

		

		DEEP ARE THE ROOTS 1889–1907

		1

		Hitler rarely talked about his family but to a few confidants he did confess an inability to get along with his father, a dictatorial man. While he revered his mother, a quiet, soft soul, it soon became evident that the former would be the dominating force in his life. Both parents came from the Waldviertel, a rural area of Austria, northwest of Vienna, not far from the present Czechoslovakian border and, according to one member of the family, there was Moravian blood in the line. Hitler was an unusual name for an Austrian and quite possibly it was derived from the Czech names “Hidlar” or “Hidlarček.” Variants of these names had appeared in the Waldviertel since 1430 and changed from Hydler to Hytler to Hidler. In 1650 a direct ancestor of Adolf Hitler on his mother’s side was called Georg Hiedler. His descendants occasionally spelled their name “Hüttler” and “Hitler.” In those days spelling was as unimportant and erratic as in Shakespearian England.

		The Waldviertel was a district of modest beauty, hilly and wooded, its graceful slopes covered with orderly forests, broken occasionally by fields cleared by generations of hard-working, frugal peasants. Hitler’s father was born on June 7, 1837, in the village of Strones. His mother was a forty-two-year-old unmarried woman, Maria Anna Schicklgruber. Strones was too small to be a parish and so the baby was registered in Döllersheim as Aloys Schicklgruber, “Illegitimate.” The space for the father’s name was blank, generating a mystery that remains unsolved: he probably was a man from the neighborhood. There is the slight possibility that Hitler’s grandfather was a wealthy Jew named Frankenberger or Frankenreither; that Maria Anna had been a domestic in this Jewish household at Graz and the young son had got her pregnant.

		When Alois (as his name would be spelled henceforth) was almost five, Johann Georg Hiedler, an itinerant millworker from nearby Spital, married Maria. But her little son continued to have a blighted family life; she died five years later and the stepfather apparently resumed his drifting. Alois consequently was brought up by Hiedler’s brother Johann Nepomuk at house number 36 in Spital. This farmhouse and the one next door would play an important role in the life of young Adolf Hitler, for here, in this isolated village, he spent half a dozen pleasant summer holidays.

		The situation in Spital became intolerable for Alois and at thirteen he “laced his tiny knapsack and ran away from his home.” This is the touching, if accurate, scene later painted by his son Adolf in Mein Kampf. “A desperate decision to take to the road with only three gulden for travel money, and plunge into the unknown.” He worked his way to the mecca of venturesome youth, Vienna, where he became apprenticed to a shoemaker, but five years later, after learning this trade, he decided to become “something better” so enlisted in the frontier guards. This made him a civil servant, a step above the priesthood. He studied diligently, passed a special examination, and by the time he was twenty-four was promoted to a supervisory rank, an exceptional honor for a boy from the Waldviertel. Promotions came regularly to the ambitious Alois and in 1875 he was made a full inspector of customs at Braunau on the Inn River, just across from Germany.

		No one was prouder of Alois’ success than the man who had brought him up, Johann Nepomuk Hiedler. No Hiedler had ever risen so high. There was no son to carry on the name of Hiedler and on a late spring day in 1876 Johann decided to do something about it.1 On June 6 his son-in-law and two other relatives made the short trip to the town of Weitra where they falsely testified before the local notary that “Hiedler’s brother”—they spelled his name “Hitler”—“had several times stated in their presence and before his death [in 1857] as his last and unchangeable will” that he had fathered an illegitimate son, Alois, and wanted him made his legitimate son and heir.

		Perhaps the change of name from Hiedler to Hitler was carelessness, but more likely it was a cunning peasant trick to becloud the issue. The next day Johann Nepomuk Hiedler traveled with his three relatives to Döllersheim where the original birth record of Alois was registered. After examining the document signed by the three witnesses, the elderly parish priest affirmed from the parish marriage book that a man named Georg Hiedler had indeed married a girl named Schicklgruber in 1842. And so he agreed to alter the birth register. But he must have been reluctant or leery. Although he changed the “illegitimate” to “legitimate” and crossed out “Schicklgruber” in the space for the child’s name, he failed to write in another name. In the last space, in extremely cramped writing, he penned: “It is confirmed by the undersigned that Georg Hitler whose name is here entered as Father, being well known to the undersigned, did accept paternity of the child Aloys, according to the statement of the child’s mother, and did desire his name to be entered in the register of baptisms of this parish.” He himself signed the names of the three witnesses and each, in turn, made his mark, a cross.

		The amendments on the register were neither dated nor signed. The parish priest had reason to be devious. Not only had he written in the father’s name as “Hitler,” instead of the “Hiedler” appearing in the marriage book, but he must have known the entire procedure was illegal on two counts: a deceased man could not be recognized as a father except by legal proceedings; moreover, the mother had to corroborate the facts.

		There was yet another ambiguity in the matter—the willingness of Alois Schicklgruber to accept the new name. Illegitimacy had been of little embarrassment to him; in lower Austria it was common and in some remote districts ran as high as forty per cent. Children were the lifeblood of any farm community and every healthy worker was welcome. It could even have been more of an embarrassment to change his name once he had achieved a measure of success as a Schicklgruber.

		Whatever the motivation, Alois was somehow induced by Johann Nepomuk Hiedler to change his name. (The talk in the village was that he had been persuaded by a promise that the old man would change his will and this gossip was somewhat confirmed six months after Hiedler’s death when Alois bought a farm for five thousand florins.) In any case his decision to assume the name of Hitler was momentous. It is difficult to imagine seventy million Germans shouting in all seriousness. “Heil Schicklgruber!”

		To the girls of Spital, Alois must have cut a dashing figure in his uniform, close-clipped military haircut, bushy eyebrows, sweeping Kaiserbart (handlebar) mustache, and two fiercely jutting tufts of hair on either side of a clean-shaven chin. He too had an eye for the girls. Like his legal father, he had already sired an illegitimate daughter. Nor had marriage to the daughter of an inspector in the imperial tobacco monopoly been much of a restraint to amorous adventures. After all, she was sickly and fourteen years his senior.

		One of the most attractive Spital girls was Johann Nepomuk Hiedler’s granddaughter, Klara Pölzl, a sweet-faced, quiet sixteen-year-old. She was slim, almost as tall as stocky Alois, with abundant dark brown hair and even features. Whether it was love at first sight or simply a desire to provide his ailing wife with a willing housemaid, he managed to persuade the family to let Klara follow him to Braunau. She was installed with the Hitlers in an inn where Alois was already carrying on an affair with a kitchen maid, Franziska (Fanni to the customers) Matzelsberger.

		This situation was too much for Frau Hitler. She left Alois and was granted a legal separation. Now it was Fanni’s turn to enter the Hitler ménage and she established herself more as common-law wife than mistress. She was only too aware of how tempting a pretty maid could be to the susceptible Alois and one of her first acts was to get rid of Klara. Two years later, in 1882, Fanni gave birth to a boy, like his father, illegitimate.

		The following year Hitler’s estranged wife died of consumption and he married Fanni. The ceremony was timely. Within two months a second child, Angela, was born. At last Alois had a legitimate child, even if conceived illegitimately. He also accepted legal responsibility for the boy, who became Alois Hitler, Jr. Fanni, restored to respectability, was no happier since Alois, Sr., once more showed signs of wandering affections. Like her predecessor, she contracted a serious lung ailment and was forced to leave Braunau for the country air of a nearby village. Since this left Alois alone on the top floor of the Pommer Inn with two infants, it was only logical for him to seek help from his attractive niece. Once more the compliant Klara was installed in the Pommer Inn and this time she became housemaid, nursemaid and mistress. Adolf Hitler’s mother-to-be was such a goodhearted girl she also did her best to help restore Fanni to health, visiting her frequently. Curiously, Fanni welcomed the ministrations of her rival.

		In the summer of 1884 the wretched life of Fanni ended. Predictably, the next lady in waiting in the Hitler household was already pregnant. Alois wanted to marry Klara; she could care for his two children and he was genuinely fond of her. But the Church forbade their marriage since, by the fake legitimization, his own father and Klara’s grandfather were brothers. Alois appealed to the local priests for a special dispensation from Rome. It was granted within the month, undoubtedly because of Klara’s pregnancy. And at the first possible moment, on the morning of January 7, 1885, Alois and his niece were married at the Pommer Inn. Present were the two children, Alois, Jr., and Angela, and three witnesses: Klara’s younger sister, Johanna, and two customs men. Their new maid had taken care of all the arrangements; in her enthusiasm she overheated the parlor and throughout the ceremony Alois teased her for it. There was no honeymoon and after a simple meal Alois returned to the customs station. Before noon, as Klara later wistfully recalled, “my husband was already on duty again.”

		Remarkably, the untidy private life of Alois had never interfered with his professional duties. He continued to be an efficient and honest public servant, esteemed by colleagues and superiors alike. He held himself in the same high esteem although his local reputation was not good; extramarital affairs in such a small town inevitably became common gossip. Among the ugly rumors was one that he had bought a coffin for his first wife while she was still alive.

		Klara flourished in her new role as Hausfrau. She was a model housekeeper and completely devoted to Alois, Jr., and Angela, treating them as if they were her own. Four months after the ceremony she gave birth to a son, and within two years to a girl and another boy. The youngest died within a few days of birth and shortly afterward both of the older children contracted diphtheria and succumbed. The tragedy was hard for Klara to bear. Fortunately she had an outlet for her affections in Alois, Jr., and Angela, but relations with her husband were strained. From the first she had regarded Alois as a superior being and the road from housemaid to mistress to wife was so complicated for a simple girl from Spital that she still addressed her husband as “uncle.”

		The death of three children apparently affected her regular rate of pregnancy and it was not until April 20, 1889,2 that the fourth child was born. He was one quarter Hitler, one quarter Schicklgruber, one quarter Pölzl, and one quarter uncertain. In the baptismal registry he was entered as “Adolfus Hitler.” Later Klara claimed that Adolf was a sickly baby and that she always lived in fear of also losing him, but their housemaid remembered Adolf as a “very healthy, lively child who developed very well.”

		In either case, Frau Hitler lavished love and attention on her boy and, as a result, probably spoiled him. Life went on placidly at the Pommer Inn. The father spent more time with his cronies and his hobby, beekeeping, than he did at home, but he apparently had ceased his sexual wanderings—or at least was becoming more discreet. He was remembered pleasantly by the housemaid, who described him as a “very strict but comfortable man” who treated the help with consideration. One day, for instance, this exalted official actually took off his boots rather than soil the freshly cleaned floor. But to his new customs supervisor Alois Hitler was an unsympathetic figure. “He was very strict, exacting, and pedantic, a most unapproachable person.… He took pride in his uniform, and always had himself photographed in it.”

		When Adolf was three years and four months old his father was promoted and the family moved to Passau, a good-sized city down the Inn on the German side of the river, where the customs inspection office was located. Living in a German city and playing with German children made a lasting mark on the youngster. The distinctive lower Bavarian dialect, for instance, would remain his mother tongue. It reminded him, he recalled, “of the days of my childhood.”

		Frau Hitler had not became pregnant again and it has been suggested that in overcompensating the “sickly” child she was still nursing him. It was not until Adolf was almost five that the next child, Edmund, was born. At last Adolf was freed from his mother’s constant surveillance, and almost complete freedom came shortly after when his father was reassigned to Linz. The family, apparently because of the newborn baby, stayed in Passau and the five-year-old Adolf now could play endlessly with the German children or wander at will for hours, his own master.

		For a year he reveled in this carefree life. Then in the spring of 1895 the family was reunited in Hafeld, a small farm community some thirty miles southwest of Linz. They lived in a farmhouse situated on nine acres of gently rolling fields. The property established the Hitlers near the top of local society. A month later the six-year-old Adolf was further separated from his possessive mother by entrance into a small Volksschule (primary school) several miles away at Fischlam. The regimentation of education was reinforced within a few weeks by rigorous supervision at the hands of his father, who had just retired, after forty years of service, to a life of modest comfort as a minor country gentleman.

		It was a pretty house on a slight rise, almost completely hidden by an orchard of fruit and walnut trees and flanked by a brook, artificially straight, churning with clean water. Despite the new restrictions, Adolf must have led a happy life in such pleasant surroundings, for there was no lack of neighboring children for companionship.

		It took Adolf and his half sister Angela more than an hour to walk to school, a rigorous trip for a small boy. The building, “shabby and primitive,” was separated into two classrooms, one for the boys and one for the girls. The Hitler children made a good impression on the master, who remembered Adolf as “mentally very much alert, obedient, but lively.” Moreover both children “kept the contents of their school bags in exemplary order.”

		“It was at this time that the first ideals took shape in my breast,” Hitler wrote in Mein Kampf, an account with the usual exaggeration of an autobiography. “All my playing about in the open, the long walk to school, and particularly my association with extremely ‘husky’ boys, which sometimes caused my mother bitter anguish, made me the very opposite of a stay-at-home.” Even at this age he could express himself vocally and before long he became “a little ringleader.”

		In the months to come his position at home became increasingly difficult. Retirement was proving to be a drudgery for Alois since he had no talent for farming. To add to the aggravation, another child, Paula, was born in the late fall of 1896. With five children, including a crying infant, in the cramped quarters, Alois probably drank more heavily than usual and certainly became quarrelsome and irritable. His main target was Alois, Jr. For some time the father, who demanded absolute obedience, had been at odds with the son, who refused to give it. Later, Alois, Jr., complained bitterly that his father frequently beat him “unmercifully with a hippopotamus whip,” but in the Austria of those days severe beatings of children were not uncommon, being considered good for the soul. Once the boy skipped school for three days to finish building a toy boat. The father, who had encouraged such hobbies, whipped young Alois, then held him “against a tree by the back of his neck” until he lost consciousness. There were also stories that Adolf was whipped, if not so often, and that the master of the house “often beat the dog until the dog would cringe and wet the floor.” The violence, according to Alois, Jr., extended even to the docile Klara and, if true, must have made an indelible impression on Adolf.

		As for young Alois, life at Hafeld had become unbearable. He felt not only mistreated by his father but neglected by his stepmother and out of this deprivation came a deep resentment of his half brother Adolf. “He was imperious and quick to anger from childhood onward and would not listen to anyone,” he told an interviewer in 1948, still resentful after fifty-two years. “My stepmother always took his part. He would get the craziest notions and get away with it. If he didn’t have his way he got very angry.… He had no friends, took to no one and could be very heartless. He could fly into a rage over any triviality.”

		Feeling abused and rejected, Alois, Jr., followed in the footsteps of Alois, Sr., and ran away from home at the age of fourteen, never to return in his father’s lifetime. His vengeful elder retaliated by reducing the boy’s inheritance to the legal minimum. The departure of his half brother left Adolf the principal butt of their father’s frustrations. The elder Hitler piled additional chores on the youngster’s back and carped at him constantly for failing to come up to expectations. A few months later the disgruntled country gentleman sold the burdensome farm for the more enjoyable town life of Lambach half a dozen miles away. For six months the family lived on the third floor of the Gasthof Leingartner just opposite the imposing Benedictine monastery. Freed from farm chores, Adolf’s existence also became more palatable and he did well at the modern school. His marks were excellent and in the last quarter of the school year 1897–98 he had twelve 1’s, the highest grade. He also had a good natural singing voice and on certain afternoons attended the choir school at the monastery, under the tutelage of Padre Bernhard Gröner. On the way he had to pass by a stone arch in which was carved the monastery’s coat of arms—its most prominent feature a swastika.

		At this time he became “intoxicated” with that “solemn splendor of brilliant church festivals.” The abbot became his idol and he hoped to join the Church himself, one aspiration that curiously met his anti-clerical father’s approval. Adolf later told Frau Helene Hanfstaengl that “as a small boy it was his most ardent wish to become a priest. He often borrowed the large kitchen apron of the maid, draped it about his shoulders in vestment fashion, climbed on a kitchen chair and delivered long and fervent sermons.” His devout mother would certainly have welcomed such a career, but Adolf’s interest in things priestly ended as quickly as it began. Before long he was caught smoking.
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		The family was now living in pleasant quarters on the second floor of a spacious house connected to a mill. It was an ideal headquarters for the venturesome boy, providing him with a variety of arenas for his favorite game of cowboys and Indians. To the couple who owned the mill, Adolf was a “little rogue,” rarely at home but always “where something was happening,” usually as the leader in raids on pear trees and other pranks. When the “wild boy” did come home his trousers were torn, his hands and legs scratched and bruised from his adventures.

		Lambach proved to be as dull as the farm to the restless Alois and in 1899 he bought a snug house across from the cemetery wall in Leonding, a village on the outskirts of Linz. The house was no larger than usual but the location was far more to Alois’ taste. Leonding had 3000 inhabitants and took on an air of civilization from its proximity to Linz with the latter’s theaters, opera house and imposing government buildings. The local companionship was more congenial.

		With Alois, Jr., gone from home, it was Adolf who bore the brunt of the father’s discipline. It was he, recalled Paula Hitler, “who challenged my father to extreme harshness and who got his sound thrashing every day. He was a scrubby little rogue, and all attempts of his father to thrash him for his rudeness and to cause him to love the profession of an official of the state were in vain. How often on the other hand did my mother caress him and try to obtain with her kindness, where the father could not succeed with harshness!”

		In a show of rebellion Adolf decided to run away from home. Somehow Alois learned of these plans and locked the boy upstairs. During the night Adolf tried to squeeze through the barred window. He couldn’t quite make it, so took off his clothes. As he was wriggling his way to freedom, he heard his father’s footsteps on the stairs and hastily withdrew, draping his nakedness with a tablecloth. This time Alois did not punish with a whipping. Instead he burst into laughter and shouted to Klara to come up and look at the “toga boy.” The ridicule hurt Adolf more than any switch and it took him, he confided to Frau Hanfstaengl, “a long time to get over the episode.”

		Years later he told one of his secretaries that he had read in an adventure novel that it was a proof of courage to show no pain. “I then resolved never again to cry when my father whipped me. A few days later I had the opportunity of putting my will to the test. My mother, frightened, took refuge in front of the door. As for me, I counted silently the blows of the stick which lashed my rear end.” From that day on, so Hitler claimed, his father never touched him again.

		Even at the age of eleven there was something in the thin-faced youngster’s look that set him apart from his fellows. In the class picture that year of the Leonding Volksschule he sits in the center of the top row, several inches taller than his comrades, chin up, arms crossed. With his glint of rebellion, his cocky assuredness, he is patently the top boy. He was breezing through school with little effort and had already discovered another talent. He could draw. A picture of Wallenstein dated March 26 of that year, 1900, indicates a budding talent as an artist. In the classroom he would spend some of his study time surreptitiously sketching. A boy named Weinberger once watched in wonder as Hitler recreated from memory the castle of Schaumberg.

		At recess and after school he remained the leader. He had already resided in more places than most of his comrades would visit in their lives and they saw him as a man of the world. In play he was inspired by the adventure stories he was devouring by James Fenimore Cooper and his German imitator, Karl May. The latter had never been to America but his tales of noble Indians and hardy cowboys were accepted as gospel by generations of German and Austrian boys. To Adolf the adventures of old Shatterhand and his comrades were almost an obsession. He tirelessly led his schoolmates into violent re-enactments and when the enthusiasm of the older boys flagged he recruited younger ones and even, on occasion, girls.

		It was about this time that he found more significant stimulation in two illustrated magazines devoted to the Franco-Prussian War of 1870. He pored over the words and pictures. “It was not long before the great historic struggle had become my greatest inner experience,” he claimed in Mein Kampf, which occasionally twisted the truth for political purposes. “From then on I became more and more enthusiastic about everything that was in any way connected with war or, for that matter, with soldiering.”

		The Boer War, which broke out that same year, also inspired him with Germanic patriotism as well as providing play material. For hours he led his Boers into “hot battle” against those unfortunate ones who had to portray the English. Often he would become so involved that he kept his father waiting an hour or so for the tobacco he was supposed to pick up at the store. The result, recalled Weinberger, was a “hot” reception at home. These adventurous days perhaps helped shape the course of Hitler’s career. “Woods and meadows,” he once wrote, “were the battlefields on which the ‘conflicts’ which exist everywhere in life were decided.”

		That year six-year-old Edmund died of measles. Four deaths were almost too much for Klara to bear, and—with Alois, Jr., gone—there was only one son to carry on the family name. Coming as Adolf was completing his last year at the Volksschule, this latest domestic tragedy heightened the conflict between father and son. Alois wanted the boy to follow his example and tried to inspire him with stories from his own life as a civil servant. His son yearned to be an artist but for the time kept this revolutionary plan to himself and without argument accepted his father’s plan for the next step in his education. He was eligible to enroll either in a Gymnasium, which placed emphasis on classical education and prepared a student for university, or in a Realschule, which was more technical and scientific. The practical Alois decided on the latter and Adolf acquiesced since such a school also had a course in drawing.

		The nearest Realschule was in Linz and on September 17, 1900, he set out for the first time, green rucksack on his back. It was a long trip, more than three miles, and halfway there he could see the city lying below him flanked by the Danube River. It must have been a magic yet formidable sight to a boy raised in villages and small towns. There, on a rise, jutted the famous Kürnberg Castle where the “Nibelungenlieder” were said to have been composed; below stretched a forest of church spires and clusters of impressive buildings. His road wound down a steep hill to the heart of the city and the Realschule, a gloomy four-story building on a narrow street. Utilitarian and forbidding, it looked more like an office building than a school.

		From the beginning Adolf did poorly. No longer the leader, the brightest, the most talented, he was overwhelmed by his surroundings. The other students tended to look down on boys from a country suburb; and the personal interest and attention he had received from teachers in the smaller schools were not to be found in such a large institution. In that year’s class picture he again was perched on the top row but gone was the cocky Adolf; in his place sat a lost, forlorn youngster.

		Retreating into his shell, he showed increasing lack of interest in schoolwork. “I thought that once my father saw how little progress I was making at the Realschule, he would let me devote myself to my dream, whether he liked it or not.” This explanation in Mein Kampf could be either an excuse or a reason for his failure to be promoted because of deficiencies in mathematics and natural history. His detractors claim his failure was due to inherent laziness but it was just as likely a form of revenge against his father, some emotional problem, or simply unwillingness to tackle uncongenial subjects.

		The next year, however, Adolf changed tactics and showed a marked improvement in the classroom. Older than his mates, he once more became the leader. “We all liked him, at desk and at play,” said Josef Keplinger. “He had ‘guts.’ He wasn’t a hothead but really more amenable than a good many. He exhibited two extremes of character which are not often seen in unison, he was a quiet fanatic.”

		After school the boys, under the leadership of Adolf, who had learned to throw a lasso, played cowboys and Indians down by the Danube meadows. Hitler also held sway at recess, lecturing his group on the Boer War and passing out sketches he made of gallant Boers. He even talked of enlisting in their army. The war helped arouse in young Hitler a yearning for German nationalism, a feeling shared by most of the boys. “Bismarck was for us a national hero,” recalled Keplinger. “The Bismarck song and lots more German hymns and songs of the same character, were forbidden to be sung.3 It was a crime even to possess a sketch of Bismarck. Although privately our teachers felt well enough that we boys were in the right, they had to punish us severely for singing these songs and brandishing our German loyalties.”

		For some reason Adolf took his Germanism far more seriously than the others, perhaps as a rebellion against his father, who was a stout advocate of the Habsburg regime. Once Keplinger accompanied him part of the way home, up the steep Kapuzinerstrasse. At the top of the hill Hitler stopped before a small chapel. “You are not a Germane [old German],” he bluntly told Keplinger. “You have dark hair and dark eyes.” His own eyes, he noted proudly, were blue and his hair (at that time, according to Keplinger) was light brown.

		He was already entranced with the heroic figures of German mythology and at the age of twelve attended his first Wagnerian opera, Lohengrin, at the Linz Opera House. He was “captivated at once” as much by the Germanic feelings it aroused in him as by the music. Inspirational words—such as those of King Henry to his knights—wakened in him the primal urge of race and nationalism:

		
			               Let the Reich’s enemy now appear.

			               We’re well prepared to see him near.

			               From his Eastern desert plain

			               He’ll never dare to stir again!

			               The German sword for German land!

			               Thus will the Reich in vigor stand!

		

		This time he finished the school year successfully, passing all subjects and receiving “good” and “very satisfactory” in conduct and diligence. But almost from the beginning of his Second Form he again began slipping; once more mathematics was too much for him and he dropped to a “variable” in diligence. Then, near the end of Christmas vacation, crisis at school was overshadowed by a major family disaster.

		On January 3, 1903, Alois left home for his morning visit to the Gasthaus Stiefler. No sooner had he seated himself at the table for regular patrons than he remarked that he wasn’t feeling very well. Moments later he died—of pleural hemorrhage.

		He was buried two days later in the church cemetery in sight of the Hitler house. On the gravestone was attached an oblong picture of the former customs official, eyes fixed determinedly ahead. “The sharp word that fell occasionally from his lips could not belie the warm heart that beat beneath the rough exterior,” read the commendatory obituary notice in the Linz Tagespost. “At all times an energetic champion of law and order and universally well informed, he was able to pronounce authoritatively on any matter that came to his notice.”

		2

		Contrary to popular belief, Alois did not bequeath his family a life of penury. At the time of his death he was receiving a pension of 2420 kronen, a sum considerably more substantial than that received, for example, by the principal of a Volksschule. The widow was granted half of this amount as well as a lump sum equivalent to a quarter of one year’s pension. In addition, each child would receive 240 kronen annually “until its 24th birthday or until it becomes self-supporting, whichever shall be the earlier.”

		The remarkable change in the little house was the absence of tension. Gone was the authoritarian shadow cast by Alois. Adolf, almost fourteen, was the man of the family. Klara attempted to carry out the wishes of her husband concerning the boy, but her only weapon was entreaty. Needless to say, this was no deterrent to Adolf’s dream; whenever anyone asked what he was going to be, the answer was invariably, “A great artist.”

		Even the gentle influence of his mother was diminished at the beginning of the spring term when Adolf was permitted to room in Linz so that he wouldn’t have to endure the long daily trip to school. He was installed in the home of an elderly lady, Frau Sekira, with five other schoolboys. Here he became known for his reserve, always using the formal Sie, not only with the landlady but with his peers. While this change of locale did little to improve his low standing in school, it did give him more time for drawing and reading. According to Frau Sekira, he used an inordinate amount of candles for night work. Once she found him bent over a map which he was decorating with colored pencils. “Why, Adolf, what on earth do you suppose you are doing?” she asked. The curt answer was: “Studying maps.”

		The desultory school year ended with a failure in mathematics and Frau Hitler was informed that her son would again have to repeat a year unless he passed a special examination in the fall. This cast only momentary gloom on the household, for that summer they were all invited to Spital for a vacation. With two large, old-fashioned trunks filled with clothes and dishes, the Hitlers set off by train for the country. They were met in Weitra by Klara’s brother-in-law, Anton Schmidt, who drove them to the tiny settlement of Spital in his oxcart. It was a pleasant summer. Klara found companionship and sympathy in her family, and Adolf, who contrived to avoid work in the fields, would occasionally play with the Schmidt children. Once he made them a large dragon kite “with a long colorful tail from different colored paper” which “rose beautifully in the air.” But more often he spent his time reading and drawing. The last two pursuits already had marked him as a peculiar youngster; he preferred living in his own dream world. When it rained Adolf was forced to stay in the children’s room. “On such occasions,” recalled Maria Schmidt, “he often paced up and down or drew or painted and was very angry if he was interrupted. He pushed me out of the room and if I cried outside, he tried to get his mother to give me some tea or something else. We often teased Adolf Hitler and threw something against the window when he was inside, whereupon he quickly jumped out and chased us.”

		Shortly after the return to Leonding came another change in the family. Angela, “a jolly person who enjoyed life and loved to laugh,” married a Linz tax official, Leo Raubal. Adolf intensely disliked Leo and later claimed he drank too much and gambled; but the youngster probably objected more to the fact that his new brother-in-law, a civil servant, heartily disapproved of art as a profession.

		Adolf had succeeded in passing his make-up exam and was now involved in the demanding work of the Third Form. His most difficult subject was French, which he would condemn years later as a “complete waste of time.” Professor Hümer, the French teacher, had mixed feelings about young Adolf. “He had definite talent, though in a narrow field,” he recalled. “But he lacked self-discipline, being notoriously cantankerous, wilful, arrogant and irascible. He had obvious difficulty in fitting in at school. Moreover, he was lazy; otherwise, with his gifts, he would have done much better. In freehand sketching his style was fluent and he did well in scientific subjects. But his enthusiasm for hard work evaporated all too quickly.” Dr. Hümer had more than a passing interest in Adolf since he also taught him German and was the class adviser. “He reacted with ill-concealed hostility to advice or reproof; at the same time, he demanded of his fellow-pupils their unqualified subservience, fancying himself in the role of leader, at the same time indulging in many a less innocuous prank of a kind not uncommon amongst immature youths.” There was something about the “gaunt, pale-faced youth” that appealed to Hümer, and he did what he could to guide him. But such efforts were fruitless. Young as he was, Adolf had grown set and stubborn in his ways, withdrawing whenever anyone attempted to pry into his private world.

		The history professor—Leopold Pötsch—did manage to make an impression on the secretive youngster. Adolf was fascinated by his lectures on the ancient Teutons, which were illustrated by colored slides. “Even today,” Hitler wrote in Mein Kampf, “I think back with gentle emotion on this gray-haired man, who by the fire of his narratives, sometimes made us forget the present; who, as if by enchantment, carried us into past times and, out of the millennial veils of mist, molded dry historical memories into living reality. On such occasions we sat there, often aflame with enthusiasm, and sometimes even moved to tears.”

		Outside of this class, however, Adolf was more often moved by tedium and by the spring of 1904 school had become a dull routine. That May he was confirmed on Whitsunday at the Linz Cathedral. This too was a bore to the young artist. Of all the boys Emmanuel Lugert had sponsored “none was so sulky and surly as Adolf Hitler. I had almost to drag the words out of him.… It was almost as though the whole business, the whole confirmation was repugnant to him, as though he only went through with it with the greatest reluctance.” As soon as the confirmation party got back to Leonding, Adolf ran off to his playmates. “And then,” recalled Frau Lugert, “they started charging around the house, playing at Red Indians—a fearful row!”

		That year Adolf failed in French. In the autumn his make-up exam was given a passing mark but only on condition that he not return to the Linz school for the Final Form. The nearest Realschule was some twenty-five miles away in Steyr. Once again Adolf would be forced to live away from home. Frau Hitler and the fifteen-year-old journeyed to Steyr where she found a little room for him at the home of the Cichini family. From the beginning Adolf was unhappy. He detested the new town and the view from his room was sinister. “I often used to practice shooting rats from the window.” Adolf spent more time shooting rats, reading and drawing than on schoolwork. As a result his grades for the first semester suffered. While he received an “excellent” in gymnastics and “good” in freehand drawing, he was only “adequate” in two favorite subjects, history and geography, and failed mathematics and German. He would go to ridiculous lengths to avoid schoolwork. Upon arriving in class one morning with a huge scarf tied around his neck, he pretended to have lost his voice and got himself sent home.4

		Despite all this, his marks gradually improved and he was informed he could graduate if he returned in the fall for a special examination. Adolf brought this relatively good news to his mother on a sultry day in July 1905. She had sold the farm at Leonding, scene of so much turmoil and unhappiness, and now lived in a rented flat in a dour stone-faced building at Humboldtstrasse 31 in the middle of Linz. The year away from his mother’s protective care had brought a marked change in Adolf’s appearance. He was no longer a boy but a youth with unruly hair, the rudiments of a mustache and the dreamy expression of a romantic young bohemian. One of his classmates in Steyr, named Sturmberger, caught all of this in a pen-and-ink drawing that could have been entitled “Portrait of the Artist as a Young Man.”

		He was greeted as a hero by the adoring Klara, and mother and son resumed their warm relationship. Shortly they left with Paula for another summer in Spital. Here the youth was stricken by a lung infection (the family had a history of respiratory diseases). This illness brought mother and son even closer together and the summer, despite its problems, must have been a pleasant change for both of them after Adolf’s exile in Steyr.

		By the time the Hitlers left the country, the youth was well enough to return to Steyr for his make-up examination on September 16. He passed; and that night he and several comrades celebrated with a secret wine party, which left him dead drunk. “I’ve completely forgotten what happened during the night.” He only remembered being wakened at dawn on the highway by a milkwoman. Never again would he suffer such humiliation. It was the first and last time he got drunk.

		Despite the certificate, Hitler could not face his Abitur, the final examination for a diploma; in fact, the mere thought of additional schooling at an Oberrealschule or technical institute was repugnant. Using his lung condition as an excuse—“suddenly an illness came to my help”—he persuaded Klara to let him discontinue his studies. Detractors later charged that Hitler had lied about his ill-health in Mein Kampf, but Paula testified that her brother did suffer a hemorrhage; a boyhood friend remembered that “he was plagued by coughs and nasty catarrhs, especially on damp, foggy days,” and a neighbor testified that he was “in poor health and had to leave his studies because of a lung problem—as a result of which he was spitting blood.”

		With no father and no school to deter him, the sixteen-year-old was free to drift, his own master, a despiser of authority. It was an escapist existence. Adolf read voraciously, filled sketchbooks with drawings, went to museums, the opera and the waxworks, once saw a movie near the railroad station that shocked his moral sense (“What a horror of a film!”). No longer did he seek out companionship; no longer was he the leader of childhood games. He wandered the streets of Linz, solitary but not lonesome—his mind churning with dreams of the future. The company of others became tedious. Late in the fall of 1905 he finally met someone he could tolerate. August Kubizek, son of an upholsterer, also had a dream: he would be a world-famous musician. Already he could play the violin, viola, trumpet and trombone and was studying musical theory at Professor Dessauer’s School of Music. One evening the two young men met at the opera. Kubizek noted that Hitler was reserved, meticulously dressed. “He was a remarkably pale, skinny youth, about my own age, who was following the performance with glistening eyes.” Kubizek himself had a sensitive look and with his high forehead, curly hair and dreamy eyes seemed destined for an artist’s life.

		Together Adolf and Gustl (Hitler refused to call his new friend “August”) began attending almost every opera performance. Other nights they would stroll along the Landstrasse, Adolf twirling his ever present black ivory-handled cane. Once Kubizek got up the nerve to ask his uncommunicative companion if he worked. “Of course not,” was the gruff reply; a “bread-and-butter job” was not for him.

		Since Hitler did not like talking about himself, their conversation centered on music and art in general. One day, however, Adolf abruptly drew out a black notebook to read a poem he had just written; a little later he showed his new friend several drawings and designs, then confessed he was going to be an artist. Determination at such an age impressed Kubizek (“I was thrilled by the grandeur which I saw here”), and from that moment his admiration for Hitler approached hero-worship. Although his recollections, consequently, are often exaggerated and sometimes even fictionalized, no comrade knew the young Hitler so intimately.

		While the two had much in common, they were of conflicting temperaments. Kubizek considered himself “adaptable and therefore always willing to yield,” while Hitler was “exceedingly violent and high-strung.” These differences only solidified the friendship. Kubizek, a patient listener, relished his own passive role, “for it made me realize how much my friend needed me.” Hitler warmed to such a sympathetic audience and would often make speeches “accompanied by vivid gestures, for my benefit alone.” These orations, usually delivered when they were walking through the fields or on some deserted woodland path, reminded Kubizek of an erupting volcano. It was like a scene on the stage. “I could only stand gaping and passive, forgetting to applaud.” It took some time before Kubizek realized his friend was not acting but was “in dead earnest.” He also discovered that all Hitler could stand was approval and Kubizek, enthralled more by Adolf’s oratory than by what he said, readily gave it.

		On fair days during this seminal period the two young men would occupy a bench on the Turmleitenweg where Adolf read, sketched, and painted water colors, or they would perch themselves on a rock ledge far above the Danube. In such seclusion Hitler poured out hopes and plans, giving his vivid imagination free rein. It was no one-sided relationship. Adolf seemed to know exactly how Kubizek felt. “He always knew what I needed and what I wanted. Sometimes I had a feeling that he was living my life as
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HITLER'S FAMILY TREE

Paternal Grandfather UNKNOWN MARIA ANNA SCHICKLGRUBER, JOHANN BAPTIST POLZL JOHANNA HIEDLER
could be Johann Nepomul Hiedler; b. Strones 4/15/1795 b. spital; b.spital 1/19/1830
his brother, Johann Georg Hiedler; . in Ddllersheim to baptized Spital 5/25/1828 d.spital 2/8/1906
oraJew from Graz named Johann Geory Hiedler m. Spital 9/5/1848
Frankenberger or Frankenreither: 5/10/1842 d.spital 1/9/1902

(third marriage)

FRANZISKA ALOIS SCHICKLGRUBER KLARA
MATZELSBERGER b.Strones 6/7/1837 POLZL
Cillegitimate; lgitimized in 1876 b. spital 8/12/1860
as Alois Hitler) m.Braunau am inn 1/7/1885
A.Leonding 1/3/1903 d.12/21)1907
ALOIS ANGELA LEO GUSTAV IDA oTTO ADOLF EDMUND PAULA
HITLER,JR. HITLER RAUBAL HITLER HITLER HITLER HITLER HITLER HITLER
(illegitimate) b.5/17/1885 b.9/23/1886  bAutumn 1887 b.4/20/1889 b 3/24/1894 b.1/21/1896
d.12/8/1887 - d. 1/2/1888  d.several d.8erlin d.2/2/1900  d.1950s
days 4/30/1945
later
WILLIAM ANGELA LEO
PATRICK ("GELI*) RAUBAL,JR.

HITLER RAUBAL
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