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This carefully crafted ebook: "Frankenstein (The Uncensored 1818 Edition)" is formatted for your eReader with a functional and detailed table of contents. Frankenstein; or, The Modern Prometheus is the original 1818 'Uncensored' Edition of Frankenstein as first published anonymously in 1818. This original version is much more true to the spirit of the author's original intentions than the heavily revised 1831 edition, edited by Shelley, in part, because of pressure to make the story more conservative. Many scholars prefer the 1818 text to the more common 1831 edition. Frankenstein is a novel written by Mary Shelley about a creature produced by an unorthodox scientific experiment. Shelley started writing the story when she was nineteen, and the novel was published when she was twenty-one. Shelley had travelled in the region of Geneva, where much of the story takes place, and the topics of galvanism and other similar occult ideas were themes of conversation among her companions, particularly her future husband, Percy Shelley. The storyline emerged from a dream. Mary, Percy, Lord Byron, and John Polidori decided to have a competition to see who could write the best horror story. After thinking for weeks about what her possible storyline could be, Shelley dreamt about a scientist who created life and was horrified by what he had made. She then wrote Frankenstein.
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      If anyone were to ask me what I consider to be the saddest, most boring place on earth, I would answer without a moment’s hesitation: Guaymas in Sonora, the northwesternmost state of the Republic of Mexico. This opinion is, however, purely personal; another would likely dispute it; but I have spent the most meaningless two weeks of my life—forgive me for the admittedly very apt expression—idling and squandering them in that city.




      The mountains rising in the eastern part of Sonora contain rich deposits of precious metals, copper, and lead, and almost all the watercourses carry alluvial gold; but the yield at that time was meager, because the Indians made the mining areas unsafe, and one dared to go up to the sites only in large groups. But where to find such a large workforce? The Mexican is anything but a worker; it does not occur to the Indian to dig up the treasures for a daily wage that he still considers his rightful property to this day; one could get enough Chinese coolies, but they are not wanted, for whoever summons these unclean spirits will never be rid of them—but the Gambusinos, the prospectors, one might say; they are, after all, the true gold seekers and miners; why not hire them? Quite simply because none were available at the time; they had all gone over to Arizona, where the gold was said to lie in bright piles. That is why the mining districts of Sonora were deserted, just as they are today, where not only mining but also the region’s livestock industry lies in ruins under the fear of the wild Indians.




      I, too, had wanted to go to Arizona, but not because I was suffering from gold fever, but out of interest in the peculiar life that prevails in the diggins; but then came the well-known uprising of the Mexican General Jargas; I was asked by the editor of a newspaper in San Francisco if I would go to the scene of the uprising for his paper to write reports, and I gladly seized this opportunity to get to know a region that I would otherwise probably never have seen. Jargas had no luck; he was defeated and shot, and after my final report had been sent off, I returned across the Sierra Verde to reach Guaymas. There I hoped to find a ship bound for a more northerly point on the Gulf of California, for I intended to go to the Rio Gila, where, according to an agreement with my friend, the Apache chief Winnetou, I was to meet him.




      Unfortunately, my return did not proceed as quickly as I had hoped. While I was still in the lonely Sierra, I had the misfortune of my horse stumbling and breaking a front leg; I had to shoot it and then continue on foot. For days I saw no one, least of all someone from whom I could have bought a horse or a mule. I was wary of an encounter with the Bravos Indians, as there was nothing to gain and everything to lose in such a meeting. It was a long and arduous trek, and so I breathed a sigh of relief when I finally descended into the trachyte basin in which the sad town of Guaymas lies.




      Although I had arrived at my long-awaited destination, I was by no means delighted by the sight the town presented to me. It had barely two thousand inhabitants at the time and consisted of houses built of air bricks that had no windows. Surrounded on all sides by high, bare cliffs, the town lay like a parched corpse in the oppressive heat of the sun. Not a soul was to be seen in the vicinity, and even when I found myself among the first houses, it seemed as though they were deserted.




      Admittedly, the impression I must have made on or in Guaymas was no better than the one the town made on me, for I by no means had the appearance of a gentleman or, as they say there, a caballero. My suit, for which I had paid eighty dollars before my departure from San Francisco, had gradually fallen into such a state of disarray that various parts of my person were far more visible than the fabric to which I had entrusted their covering. My footwear, too, had reached the point of complete exhaustion. On the right, I had lost the entire heel; on the left, half remained, and when I looked at the open toes at the front, I had to, whether I wanted to or not, think of duck bills. And now for the hat! In happier times called a sombrero, meaning “shade-giver,” it had now treacherously renounced this honorary title entirely. The brim, which had once been so wide—I still cannot say today in what manner or for what reason—had gradually become more and more absent, and what now sat on my head as a faithful remnant had the shape of a Turkish fez and, to be honest, would have been perfectly suited as an ink strainer. Only the leather belt, my long-time companion, had once again demonstrated its unshakable steadfastness. To speak of complexion, hairstyle, and other intimate details would violate the respect one must accord to one’s own person under all circumstances.




      As I walked slowly down the street, glancing now to the right, now to the left, in search of a human being, I spotted a building from whose low roof two poles jutted out, supporting a wooden sign. In once-white, now-weathered letters on a dark background, it displayed the enticing words “Meson de – – –”; the rest was no longer legible. As I stood there trying to decipher the rest of the inscription, I finally heard the footsteps of a person. I turned around and saw a man approaching who was about to pass me by. I greeted him politely and asked him which inn might be the most recommendable in this fine city. He pointed to the building in front of which I was standing and replied:




      “Don’t go any further, señor. This hotel is the finest we have. Though the word ‘Madrid’ is now missing from the sign, you will lack for nothing if you put yourself in the hands of the innkeeper, Don Geronimo. You can rely on my recommendation, for I am the Escribano of Guaymas and know everyone. Provided, of course, that you can pay.”




      He puffed out his chest at the mention of his important office and then looked at me with a gaze that clearly told me what he thought of me, namely that I would most likely be better off in the local jail than in the hotel. Then he strode on with a dignified air; but I, trusting in the recommendation of such a prominent figure, turned toward the open door of the inn. I would have stopped here anyway, since I was tired and had no desire to expose myself any longer to the heat of the midday sun.




      The finest hotel in town! Meson de Madrid! Nice rooms, clean beds, tasty food! My mouth was watering. I stepped inside and immediately found myself in—“all the rooms.” That is to say, the hotel consisted of only this one room. You entered from the street at the front, and across from there a door led to the courtyard. There were no other openings, let alone windows. Next to the back door stood the soot-blackened stone hearth, so that the smoke could cleverly make a quick getaway right out the back. Hard-packed clay formed the floor. Pegs driven into it and boards nailed on top served as panels, tables, and benches. There were no chairs. Hammocks hung on the left wall, serving as guest beds but also available for anyone to use as they pleased. Against the other wall, on the right, stood the sideboard, which appeared to have been cobbled together from a few old crates. Next to it were more hammocks, which served as the hotelier’s family’s private retreat . In one of these, three boys lay asleep, their arms and legs so tangled together that it would have required very close examination to determine which limbs belonged to which body. In the second lay the innkeeper’s daughter, Señorita Felisa. She was, as she told me the next day, sixteen summers old, but snored like a chorus of sixteen winter storms. In the third hammock, the innkeeper’s wife was taking her afternoon nap. Called Donna Elvira, she was six feet and five inches tall. Her husband later confided to me that she was an extraordinarily resolute lady; but since, whenever I saw her, she was either dozing or actually asleep, I unfortunately did not have the good fortune to witness a volcanic eruption of her energetic temperament. In the fourth hammock, I discovered a ring-shaped object made of gray linen, which I would almost have taken for a life belt, such as are seen on seagoing vessels. Upon closer inspection, however, I came to the realization that, if necessary, something more noble could emerge from this belt, which is why I gave it a light tap. The ring then began to move; it came loose. Arms and legs appeared, even a head; the life belt opened completely, sprang out of the hammock, and transformed into a small, gaunt little man, very tightly clad in gray linen, who looked at me in surprise and then asked in a tone meant to be angry but sounding only reproachful:




      “What do you want, señor? Why are you disturbing my siesta? Why are you awake and alert at all? In this deadly heat, any sensible person would be sleeping!”




      “I’m looking for the innkeeper,” I replied.




      “That’s me. My name is Don Geronimo.”




      “I’ve just arrived in Guaymas and am looking for a ship. Can I stay with you?”




      “We’ll see; but for now, go sleep in one of those hammocks over there.”




      He pointed to the other side.




      “I’m tired too,” I replied, “but I’m hungry.”




      “Later, later! Just go to sleep first!” he urged me.




      “And thirsty!”




      “Yes, yes! Everything will be taken care of; but sleep, just sleep!”




      Having spoken softly before, he had now raised his voice. The other hammocks began to sway; so he whispered a warning to me:




      “Don’t say another word, or Donna Elvira will wake up! Sleep, sleep!”




      He swung himself into the hammock and curled up into a ball again. What was to be done! I let the life jacket and his family continue sleeping, tiptoed out the back door so as not to wake anyone, and found myself in a fairly large courtyard. In one corner of it, a roof had been erected from poles and corn straw, under which some tools were stored. There was also a pile of corn straw there, next to a large dog that was chained up. The straw certainly made for a better bed than one of the hammocks inside; so I approached the pile, a little worried that the dog would make a noise and wake Donna Elvira; but this worry was unnecessary, for—the dog was asleep too! He did open his eyes for a moment, but closed them again immediately and said nothing as I made myself a bed out of the straw and then stretched out on it. With both my rifles in my arms, I dozed off and, due to my exhaustion, slept so soundly and deeply that I didn’t wake up until a hand shook my arm. It was late afternoon; the little innkeeper stood before me and said:




      “Señor, rise! It is time to make a decision.”




      “What decision?” I asked as I stood up.




      “Whether you may stay with me or not.”




      “Why does that require a decision?”




      I asked this question, even though I could well guess what he meant, and looked at the little man more closely than I had been able to at noon. He was truly very, very small and alarmingly thin. His hair was cut very short, almost shaved. His sharp features had an intelligent yet extremely good-natured expression.




      “Donna Elvira wants me to take in only caballeros,” he replied, “and you must admit that you do not give the impression of being one.”




      “Really?” I had to ask with a smile, looking down at him. “Do you mean that only the one wearing a new suit is a gentleman?”




      “No; for even a refined man may be forced to disregard outward beauty; but Donna Elvira has a very keen sense of this beauty and feels repelled by you.”




      “Did she see me, then? The lady was asleep when I arrived.”




      “She was indeed asleep; she loves to sleep when she has nothing else to do; but she then went out into the courtyard to look at you, and when she saw your suit, your boots, your hat, she thought—well, Señor, surely it is not necessary for me to express myself any more clearly?”




      “No; I understand you well enough, Don Geronimo, and since the lady does not take a liking to me, I shall look for another house.”




      I turned to leave; then he held me back and said:




      “Stop! Wait a moment! It’s so lonely when there are no guests in the house, and you don’t look to me like a bravo to be feared. I’d like to put in a good word for you with Donna Elvira. To do that, I need to prove that you’re useful to me. Do you perhaps play dominoes?”




      “Yes,” I replied, puzzled by the question.




      “Good! Come on in! Let’s give it a try.”




      He led the way, and I followed him into the interior of the “hotel.” Donna Elvira was lying in her hammock. Señorita Felisa was sitting in the buffet area with a glass of rum. The three boys weren’t there; they were out on the street, where they were entertaining themselves with their peers by throwing rotten oranges at each other. Don Geronimo fetched the dominoes and invited me to sit down with him at one of the tables. As the tiles clattered, Donna Elvira stirred, and when her husband signaled to me, “Take six; the highest double starts,” she lifted her head. Señorita Felisa came over with her glass and sat down with us to watch. I saw what kind of people I had before me. These people slept when they weren’t playing dominoes, and played dominoes when they weren’t sleeping. And yet Geronimo was hardly a decent player. I won the first game, the second, and the third as well. At the first, he was pleased; at the second, he was surprised; and at the third, he exclaimed delightedly:




      “You’re a master, señor. You must stay with us so I can learn from you. No one has ever beaten me in three games!”




      The truth was that I hadn’t made any effort at all; he played so poorly that it required no calculation whatsoever to defeat him. He rose from the table and went to his wife, with whom he whispered quietly. Then he went behind the sideboard, brought out a book and a huge inkwell, placed both in front of me, and said:




      “Donna Elvira has been kind enough to give her consent for you to stay here; so please write your name in this guestbook!”




      I opened the book. It contained nothing but names, numbers, and dates; on the last page written in lay the pen, an ancient goose quill whose tip gaped open almost exactly as wide as the front of my boots; it, too, was covered with a hard, thick crust.




      “Am I supposed to write with this pen?” I asked, amused.




      “Indeed, señor. There is no other available, and you likely do not carry one with you either.”




      “But that’s completely impossible!”




      “Why? I’ll tell you, ever since I’ve owned this hotel—and that’s been nearly ten years now—all my guests have signed in with this pen and this ink.”




      The ink, of course, had long since dried up.




      “How did they do that?”




      “With water, as you might easily imagine if you were even somewhat versed in the art of writing. If you soak the pen in hot water, it becomes as soft as new—no, even much softer. And if you pour hot water into the inkwell, you get a completely new and exceptionally good ink. Since my establishment is very popular and every guest must sign in here, there is an unusual amount of writing done at my place; I must therefore not be wasteful with ink and quills. Since you seem to be unskilled in writing, I will make the entry for you.”




      “Please do so, señor; I beg you. You will be lifting a great burden from my soul.”




      “Very well! Not everyone can be a scholar. It shall be done immediately; I just need to heat some water first.”




      He went to the sideboard. I saw that he poured spirits or even rum into a lamp, lit it, and held a tin vessel over the flame. Out of wise frugality, he had forced his guests to use this ink and pen for ten years, and in doing so, also out of wise frugality, had burned a penny’s worth of spirits each time! It took at least a quarter of an hour for the water to boil; all the while he held it patiently over the lamp; then he dipped the pen into it, let it steep there for a while, then poured the water into the inkwell, stirred it vigorously with the pen, and then said in a very satisfied tone:




      “Well, now the work can begin; I am ready for it.”




      He laid the book before him, placed the ink within easy reach, cleared his throat vigorously, reached for the pen, coughed, furrowed his brow deeply, rearranged the book, moved the inkwell to a different spot, coughed again, sat more firmly than he had before—in short, behaved as if he were about to tackle the greatest work of art in the world.




      I could barely manage to keep a straight face, and now I understood the appearance of the guestbook. I had leafed through it while he was boiling water. The writing on the last pages was dark yellow, grew lighter the further back you went, and was finally completely illegible. The front pages seemed never to have been written in.




      “Now pay attention, señor,” he said. “I must record the day and year of your arrival here, your name, your status or profession, and the purpose of your stay. I hope you will provide me with all this information in strict accordance with the truth!”




      I gave him the information, and he wrote it down in letters that left nothing to be desired in terms of clarity. He did not merely write; he literally painted, slowly, very slowly, with a pressure and devotion befitting such an important and noble task. When, after a good half-hour, he had made the final stroke, he wore a very satisfied expression, pushed the book away from him, and then asked me:




      “How do you like my handwriting, señor? Have you ever seen such letters and strokes before?”




      “No, never,” I replied truthfully. “You have a very distinctive hand.”




      “That’s no wonder, since I am the one who has to write down almost all the names, for most guests, just like you, don’t know how to handle ink and a pen. I thank you for your details; they are easy to understand; there is only one I cannot explain. You have stated your profession as being a man of letters. I have not yet encountered this trade. Is it a craft, a military rank, or does it refer to commerce in general or to peddling in particular?”




      “None of the above. A ‘litterat’ is what you would call an ‘autor’ or ‘escritor’ in Spanish.”




      He looked at me in surprise and asked:




      “Do you have any wealth?”




      “No.”




      “Then I pity you with all my heart, since in your profession you must necessarily starve.”




      “Why is that, Don Geronimo?”




      “You’re still asking that? Oh, I know these circumstances very well, for we have an ‘escritor’ here in Guaymas as well. He is very rich and writes for a paper published in Hermosillo. He has to pay a great deal of money to have his contributions printed. It’s a business that incurs huge expenses and brings in nothing at all. How can you make a living; what will you eat and drink, and how will you clothe yourself? I pity you most sincerely! Can you even pay for what you’re enjoying here with me?”




      “Yes. I still have enough for that.”




      “That pleases me very much. Hmm, a writer! No wonder you’ve fallen on such hard times, and I find it almost incomprehensible that you look so well and healthy despite it all. But—Caramba, that reminds me: If you’re a writer, surely you must be able to write?”




      “Indeed.”




      “And yet you left this hard work to me! Why did you hide the skill you possess?”




      “Because it would have been rude to contradict you when you declared me a man who does not know how to wield a pen.”




      “Quite right! Your politeness speaks highly of you. May I ask where you come from?”




      “From beyond the Sierra Verde!”




      “On foot? You poor devil!”




      “I was mounted, as you can see from the fact that I’m wearing spurs. My horse fell and broke its leg; I had to shoot it.”




      “Why didn’t you take the saddle and bridle with you?”




      “Because I didn’t want to drag that load around for several days in this heat.”




      “But you could have sold them and lived off the proceeds for perhaps two full days. I really do feel sorry for you. You shouldn’t have bothered lugging around those two old rifles I see there; they aren’t worth half a dollar, completely outdated designs; I know my stuff.”




      He picked up the Henry carbine, examined it, and shook his head when he noticed the cartridge bullet in the breech. Then he reached for the old Bear rifle to pick it up, but left it lying there, as it was so heavy that he couldn’t lift it with one hand.




      “Throw that stuff away!” he advised me. “It serves no other purpose than to make your journey more difficult. Where are you headed from Guaymas?”




      “Further north by ship, up through Hermosillo.”




      “You’ll be waiting a long time. Ships that go that far are rare.”




      “Then I’ll ride.”




      “You’d have to buy a horse or a mule, and I assure you that even for a lot of money, there aren’t any to be had right now. If you had time to wait, you could take the train later, which goes to Arispe.”




      “How often do the trains run there?”




      “Trains? It’s clear you’re a stranger here, señor. The railroad isn’t finished yet. They say it will be completed in three, four, or even five years; but these are things unknown to you. You shouldn’t be traveling in a country you don’t know and which is so far from your homeland. Given your poverty, this is a dangerous undertaking. You stated that your homeland is Saxony. Where is this city?”




      “It is not a city, but a kingdom that belongs to Germany.”




      “Quite right! One cannot have every map in one’s head. So you may stay with me. Because of your poverty and because, thanks to your skill at dominoes, you are an excellent companion, I will be reasonable and offer you the lowest possible rate. You shall have full board and the best meals for one peso a day. That is a price you will find very low.”




      “Thank you, and I agree,” I said, for one peso is worth four and a half marks, at which price I had to consider “full” board and “the best” food almost a gift.




      He nodded with satisfaction, pushed the guest book aside, picked up the dominoes again, and said:




      “Since you’re hungry and thirsty, Felisa will prepare your meal, and in the meantime we can play a few games. Let’s begin!”




      He didn’t ask if I felt like it. He seemed to take it for granted that I was just as passionate a player as he was. We began, because I didn’t want to be rude. I had intended to let him win, but I couldn’t carry out that plan because he really played too poorly. During the third game, a smell of burnt flour began to waft from the stove where the señorita was busy. In the middle of the fourth, the innkeeper suddenly paused, slapped his forehead with his hand, and exclaimed:




      “How could I have forgotten that earlier! You are going beyond Hermosillo, Señor, and I hadn’t even thought that there is a splendid opportunity for you. Señor Enriquo is expecting a ship, which will dock here and then sail up to Lobos.”




      “That location would indeed be very convenient for me. But who is the man you call Señor Enriquo?”




      “A guest of mine, whose name is listed in the guestbook right before yours. Haven’t you read it?”




      I hadn’t. So I reached for the book and read: “Harry Melton, Latter-day Saint.” These words were indeed written in English. So a Mormon! How did he get here? What business could have brought him all the way south from the great Salt Lake City to Guaymas?




      “Why are you looking at the book so thoughtfully?” asked the innkeeper. “Is there perhaps something special, something striking about the entry?”




      “Not really. Did you read the words?”




      “Yes, but I didn’t understand them. The señor is so serious, so proud, and so devout that I didn’t want to bother him with questions. I probably mispronounced his name, and then he explained to me that Harry means exactly the same as the Spanish Enriquo. That’s why I call him that.”




      “So he’s staying with you?”




      “He sleeps at my place, leaves in the morning, and comes back in the evening,”




      “What does he do in the meantime?”




      “I don’t know. I don’t have time to worry about every one of my guests.”




      Yes, the little man played and slept, slept and played, and so could hardly find the time to pay such attention to a guest. He continued.




      “I only know his name and that he’s waiting for a ship to Lobos. The señor speaks very little. His piety is commendable. It’s just a shame he can’t play dominoes!”




      “How do you know he’s pious?”




      “Because he constantly lets the rosary slip through his fingers and never comes or goes without bowing before the holy image hanging there in the corner and taking holy water from the basin by the door.”




      I wanted to make a remark, but thought it better to remain silent. A Mormon with a rosary! Polygamy and holy water! The Book of Mormon and bowing before a holy image! This man was certainly a hypocrite, and his hypocrisy must have had a reason.




      It was not possible to pursue this thought further, for Señorita Felisa now brought me a cup containing a brown, thick substance and wished me a good meal. Since the innkeeper joined in this wish, I quite reasonably assumed that I was to enjoy the drink. So I raised the cup to my lips and tasted it, tasted it again, and tasted it once more, until my tongue told me that I was dealing with a mixture of water, syrup, and burnt flour.




      “What is this?” I asked.




      At that, Felisa clasped her hands in astonishment and exclaimed:




      “Is that possible, Señor? Have you never had chocolate before?”




      “Chocolate?” I asked, my face probably not looking very bright. “Yes, I’ve had it many times.”




      “Well, this is something else!”




      “Chocolate? Really? I wouldn’t have thought so!”




      “Isn’t it?” the innkeeper nodded at me with a smile. “Yes, my hot chocolate is famous far and wide. Who knows what kind of stuff you’ve drunk in other places. But mine is so genuine, so unique, that everyone who comes to me for the first time is amazed by it and can’t believe it’s chocolate. From this you can see that you’ll find everything here to be excellent.”




      I secretly disagreed entirely, but didn’t think it necessary to tell him so; instead, I asked:




      “What will you serve me for supper, Don Geronimo?”




      “Supper?” he exclaimed in surprise, then explained to me, pointing to the cup: “It’s right there; that’s it!”




      “I see! What do you serve for breakfast?”




      “A cup of my unsurpassed hot chocolate.”




      “ And for lunch?”




      “Another cup. That’s the best thing one can enjoy.”




      “But what about those who want bread and meat or something like that?”




      “They’ll have to go to the baker and the butcher.”




      “So tell me, do you have any wine? Chocolate doesn’t quench your thirst.”




      “Oh, absolutely excellent! Would you like a glass?”




      “Yes. How much does it cost?”




      “Thirty centavos.”




      That was half a thaler in German currency. Don Geronimo did me the honor of fetching the wine himself, but handed it to his daughter instead of me. Señorita Felisa drank half the glass without batting an eye, and then handed it to me with a sweet smile. I took a small sip, which immediately triggered a coughing fit. The “wine” was pure poison, nothing but sulfuric acid.




      “Drink slowly, slowly!” the innkeeper warned me. “My wine is far too strong for you; it’s pressed from the most delicious grapes.”




      “Yes, it is indeed too strong for me, Don Geronimo,” I coughed. “Allow me to go to the baker and the butcher!”




      “So you won’t finish the glass?” asked the señorita.




      “No. Unfortunately, I must be overly mindful of my health.”




      Then she raised the glass to her rose-colored lips, emptied it, again without changing her expression, and then asked me in a trusting tone:




      “If you’re going to the baker and the butcher, please bring me something back, Señor. Noble and considerate guests always do this.”




      Not bad! Pay four and a half marks, and in return get three glasses of flour and syrup water, a spot in the likely crowded hammock, and on top of that, supply the innkeeper’s family with provisions! Meson de Madrid! The best hotel in town! O town clerk, town clerk, with all due respect to your good advice and your recommendation of this establishment, I’d still like to look around a bit more!




      I left, naturally without revealing my treacherous intent. For a full two hours I occupied myself with the search for better lodgings, but eventually came to the conclusion that the town clerk had been right, for compared to the hovels I saw, the Meson de Madrid was a magnificent palace. So I bought some meat for a peso—which, between you and me, was quite a bit “stale”—picked up a few flat corn cakes from the baker to eat in place of our bread, and was received at home with great appreciation thanks to these provisions. Dear Felisa, without asking any questions, immediately took everything from me and lit the stove fire to roast the meat. The three boys seized the corn cakes, which they crunched between their teeth like bones, and Donna Elvira sat up in the hammock, awakened from her slumber by the aroma of roasting meat that was beginning to spread. Unfortunately, I could not make out her face, for the only lamp there was stood far from her on the table where I had taken a seat. The innkeeper joined me in a friendly manner, pushed the dominoes toward me, and said:




      “A few more games before we eat, Señor. There’s nothing else to do.”




      So we played until the table was set, that is, until Señorita Felisa presented me with the piece of meat that had been the most stale, without a plate or anything else, but with her sunniest smile. The other pieces made their way with astonishing speed toward their destination, which, unfortunately, was not to be found in my hungry stomach. I had transformed myself—or rather, I had been transformed—from guest into host.




      Just as I wiped my knife on my sleeve after the last bite and slid it back into my belt, the one whose arrival I had awaited with great, if secret, curiosity arrived—namely, the Mormon. The light from our lamp reached as far as the door, and since I was sitting opposite it, I saw him enter. He bowed toward the corner where the picture hung, dipped his fingertips into the small holy water font, and only then turned to us to offer a brief greeting; when he saw me, a stranger, he paused for a few moments to look at me, then came over with quick steps, opened the guestbook, which was still lying on the table, read the entries concerning me, and then, wishing us good night, withdrew into the semi-darkness where the hammocks for the guests were set up.




      It all happened so quickly that I had been unable to get a good look at his face. Now it became clear just how much respect he had commanded from the innkeeper, for the latter said in a subdued tone to his family:




      “Señor Enriquo wants to sleep. Lie down, and make no noise!”




      The front door was locked; the back door, leading to the courtyard, remained open. Donna Elvira let her upright upper body sink back down. The boys crawled into their large, wide mat; Señorita Felisa offered me her hand and sought out her hemp cradle of Morpheus. The innkeeper wished me a pleasant rest, blew out the light in front of my nose, and crawled into his life-jacket hammock; I sat in the dark and felt a little bewildered by this way of showing a new guest the “finest” hospitality. Yet I found the whole thing amusing, and I remained seated for a while longer, undecided as to where I would cast myself into the arms of sleep. Soon I heard the hearty snoring of the lovely daughter. The mother exhaled at very regular intervals with the sound produced when one blows out a candle. The father emitted grunting sounds, exactly like those made by a humming bumblebee—it seemed impossible to me to fall asleep amid such a concert; therefore, I gave up on all the available hammocks and went out into the yard to find my bed for the night. The dog growled at me at first, but then seemed to recognize me as the one he had already tolerated beside him today, and calmed down. I pushed my rifles—which, out of old habit, I did not want to part with—into the corn straw and then lay down, only to wake up when morning had long since broken.




      When I entered the guest room, the boys were roughhousing around the benches; Donna Elvira was still lying—or had already lain down again—in her hammock; Señorita Felisa was cooking the delicious chocolate on the stove, which today smelled not of burnt flour but of spilled syrup, and the innkeeper hurriedly brought the dominoes to begin yesterday’s Sisyphean task anew with me.




      The Mormon had not yet left. He was sitting at a table and seemed to have been waiting for my arrival, for I saw that he was watching me intently. I did not let him see that I was doing the same to him, yet I found it downright difficult to take my eyes off him; he was an interesting, indeed a highly interesting personality.




      His well-built figure was well and carefully dressed, and his face was completely clean-shaven. But what a face it was! As soon as I saw it, I was reminded of those peculiar features that the brilliant artist Gustave Doré had bestowed upon the devil. The resemblance was so striking that one might have thought the Mormon had sat for Doré for this drawing. He could not have been much over forty years old. Deep black curls rolled around his high, broad forehead, cascading down the back almost to his shoulders; it was truly magnificent hair. The large, night-dark eyes possessed that almond-shaped cut which nature seems to have reserved exclusively for the beauties of the Orient. The nose was slightly curved and not too sharp; the quivering movement of its pale pink nostrils suggested a vigorous temperament. The mouth resembled almost that of a woman, yet was not effeminate or soft in form; rather, its slightly downward-curving corners suggested an energetic will. The chin was delicate yet at the same time strongly built, as one finds only in people whose spirit is superior to animal instincts and is able to control them so completely that others do not even suspect their existence. Every single part of this head, of this face, could be called beautiful, but only beautiful, perfect in itself, for in their entirety these parts lacked harmony. But where harmony is lacking, there can be no question of beauty. I cannot say whether others would have felt the same as I did, but I felt repelled. The combination of individual beautiful forms into a whole that lacked unity or harmony made an impression on me of repugnance, of ugliness. There was one more thing. The resemblance to Doré’s portrait had struck me immediately; the more I looked at the man, the more clearly I felt that his face resembled another, one I had seen somewhere and at some point before, and under circumstances that could by no means be taken as a recommendation for it. I pondered and pondered, but could not come to any clarity regarding the place and time, nor the person to whom this face belonged. Even over the course of the next few days, during which I regularly saw the Mormon in the mornings and evenings, I was unable to recall, although the longer it went on, the more I became convinced that I had certainly encountered a man very similar to him who had behaved hostilely toward either myself or a friend of mine.




      Whenever Harry Melton saw me, he would scrutinize me with sharp eyes, and although his gaze seemed to convey nothing but curiosity, it struck me that this was only because he was deliberately trying not to show me that I did not make a favorable impression on him. This impression, however, was mutual.




      As I have already mentioned, I was waiting for a ship, and he seemed certain of its arrival, based on the information the innkeeper had given me. Nevertheless, I did not approach him to inquire, for it seemed to me that once I had entered into a relationship with him, I would never be able to extricate myself from it. It was clear, after all, that I only needed to speak to the captain to be allowed to board as a passenger. But things turned out differently than I had intended. When he came to the hotel on the evening of the fifteenth, he did not, as usual, immediately seek out his hammock, but sat down with us—namely, with the innkeeper and me—for it went without saying that the two of us were once again seated at the table playing dominoes. After long, fruitless efforts, I had finally managed to let little Don Geronimo win a game. He was delighted and said:




      “Now the spell is broken, Señor. You must admit that I actually play far better than you, but misfortune has pursued me in a way never seen before. You always got the best tiles, while I only got ones that were absolutely useless. But now things will be different, and I will show you just how much superior I am to you. Let’s start again right away!”




      He turned the stones over and shuffled them for the new game. I didn’t answer and intended, if at all possible, to let him win the next game as well; but then the Mormon spoke up for the first time to say to him:




      “What are you thinking, Señor! Haven’t you noticed that your opponent has gone out of his way to make mistakes and let you win the game? You’ll never learn to play like he does in your entire life.”




      That was rude. On top of that, he had used the simple term “señor,” whereas the little man was accustomed to and placed great importance on being called Don Geronimo. As polite as the innkeeper usually was and as much respect as he had for the Mormon, he now gave a sharp reply, which was followed by an equally sharp retort. The two got into an argument, which resulted in Geronimo packing up his marbles and leaving the table to lie down in his hammock. The Mormon’s eye followed him with a satisfied look, from which I concluded that he had started the argument to get the innkeeper out of the way and be alone with me.




      “He wants to talk to you,” I thought, and I was not mistaken, for no sooner had the young man curled up in his hammock than Melton turned to me:




      “You’ve been staying here for fifteen days now. Do you intend to remain in Guaymas?”




      He did not speak in the tone of a polite inquiry. I sensed that he wanted to be friendly, but he could not manage it, and so his question sounded like that of an official or superior speaking to a person far beneath him.




      “No,” I replied. “I have no business here.”




      “Where are you going?”




      “Perhaps to La Libertad.”




      I named that city because Lobos was nearby, where the ship he was expecting, as I had heard, was bound.




      “Where are you coming from?”




      “Down from the Sierra Verde.”




      “What were you doing there? Looking for gold, perhaps? Did you find any?”




      “No,” I told him truthfully, without going into further detail about his inquiry.




      “I thought so. You can tell just by looking at you that you’re a poor devil. You’ve chosen a very unfortunate profession.”




      “Why?”




      “Well, I saw in the guestbook that you’re a writer, and I know that in this line of work there are mostly just wretched existences. How could you have ventured into this part of the world! You’re a German. If you had stayed in your homeland, you could have written letters for people who don’t know how to handle a pen, drawn up bills, and through similar work earned at least enough so that you wouldn’t have to go hungry.”




      “Hm!” I grumbled, not letting him see that he amused me; “letter-writing is not as lucrative a business as you seem to assume. One can starve at it until one’s soul breaks.”




      “And so you knew of nothing better to do than to go abroad and let your soul break even more completely! Don’t take this the wrong way, but that was a foolish thing to do. Not everyone is as lucky as your namesake, who, by the way, before he went out into the world, was a trained hunter and not a writer.”




      “A namesake of mine? Who do you mean?”




      “Ah, I thought you’d already been over to the United States, to the western prairies; but your question tells me that’s not the case, otherwise you would surely have heard of Old Shatterhand.”




      “Old Shatterhand? I know that name. I read, probably in some newspaper, an account of a journey in which this man appeared. He seems to be a prairie hunter, or a trailblazer, or whatever you call such people?”




      “That he certainly is. I happen to know that he is a German, and since you share his name, it occurred to me at first that you might be this Old Shatterhand standing before me, but I realized my mistake very quickly. Your pitiful situation moves me to pity, and since I have a good heart, I will help you get back on your feet, provided you have enough sense to grab and hold on to the lifeline I’m throwing you.”




      Actually, I should have laughed in his face, but I maintained the same, very modest expression on mine. The Mormon’s very condescending tone of voice should probably have annoyed me; but I enjoyed letting him have his opinion, and so I replied with complete composure:




      “Why shouldn’t I have that much sense? I’m not a child who doesn’t know how to appreciate a kindness offered to him.”




      “Good! If you accept my proposal, you’ll be free of all worries and a made man.”




      “If only I could believe that! I beg you to tell me this proposal at once!”




      “Take it easy! First tell me what you actually want in La Libertad.”




      “To look for work, to see if I can find some kind of lodging. Since I haven’t found anything here in this dead-end town of Guaymas, I hope to have better luck there.”




      “You’re mistaken. La Libertad is also on the coast, but it’s an even sadder place than Guaymas. Hundreds of hungry Indians loiter there, unable to find work, and you’d be even worse off there than you are here. It is a true stroke of luck for you that Providence has led you into my path. You may have heard that I belong to the Latter-day Saints. My religion commands me to bring every sheep I find in the desert to the flourishing fields of happiness, and so it is my duty to take you under my wing. Do you speak and write English?”




      “Fairly well.”




      “That’s enough. And do you perhaps write Spanish the same way you speak it?”




      “Yes; but I can’t quite get the hang of the punctuation, because in Spanish the question marks and exclamation points go not only after, but also before the sentence.”




      “You’ll get the hang of it,” he smiled condescendingly. “I don’t expect you to be a master. Would you like to become a Tenedor de libros ?”




      He asked this with an expression as if he were offering me a principality; so I replied in a tone of joyful surprise:




      “Tenedor de libros? How gladly I would accept such a position; but I am not a merchant. I have heard, though, that there is single-entry and double-entry bookkeeping, but I know nothing of it.”




      “That’s not necessary, for you are not to be employed by a merchant, but on a hacienda. Though I cannot determine the amount of your salary, as that is the hacienda owner’s decision, I assure you that you will be very well provided for. You will have complete freedom, and I am convinced that you will receive no less than a hundred pesos a month. Here is my hand. Shake my hand, and then we’ll draw up the contract right this evening!”




      He held out his hand to me. I raised mine as if to shake it, but slowly withdrew it and asked:




      “Are you really serious, or are you just joking with me? It seems like a miracle to me that you would make such a magnificent offer to a stranger who can barely cover his nakedness.”




      “It is almost a miracle, and that is why I advise you not to hesitate, but to seize the opportunity at once.”




      “I would certainly like to, as you can imagine, but of course I’d like to know a few more details first. Where is this hacienda you want to send me to?”




      “I don’t intend to send you; I will take you there myself.”




      “That suits me even better. Does the trip cost a lot of money?”




      “You won’t have to spend a single centavo, for I’ll pay for everything. As soon as you’ve given your consent, not only will you be relieved of any expense, but I’ll even be happy to pay you a Prenda . The hacienda owner is my friend. His name is Timoteo Pruchillo, and he’s the owner of the Hacienda del Arroyo.”




      “Where is the hacienda?”




      “Beyond Ures. From here, one travels by ship to Lobos and then takes a splendid overland route to the destination—a short, very pleasant journey on which you will find much entertainment and instruction, especially since there will be numerous companions from your homeland.”




      “Why is that? People from my homeland?”




      “Yes, from Prussia, which is, after all, in Germany. The Indian is not a hardworking or reliable laborer; that is why there is a shortage here of people who are suited to the work that a hacienda requires. Señor Timoteo has therefore hired people from Germany. There are about forty workers who will arrive here tomorrow, and most of them are bringing their wives and children with them. They have signed the contracts and are in a position to become wealthy people in a short time. The hacienda owner has sent me to receive them here and bring them to him via Lobos.”




      “From which part of Germany do they come?”




      “I don’t know exactly, but I suspect they are from the region of Polonia or Pomerania. I believe the town from which they come is called Cobili.”




      “There is no town by that name there. Hmm! Pomerania or Poland! Do you perhaps mean the name Kobylin?”




      “Yes, yes, as you say, that sounds about right. Our agent brought the people to Hamburg to board the ship. The large steamer landed them in San Francisco, from where they will arrive here tomorrow on a small sailing ship. The vessel is only docking here to pick me up, and then it will sail away again. If you still want to think it over, I can only give you until tomorrow morning. If you haven’t made up your mind by then, I’ll withdraw my offer, and you can stay here as long as you like.”




      “I hope the captain would take me along to Lobos?”




      “No, not even for the highest pay, since the ship is chartered solely for these emigrants and is not permitted to take on passengers. So why hesitate any longer? It would be sheer madness of you to reject my offer.”




      He looked at me expectantly, clearly convinced he would receive a positive answer. I found myself in a quandary. My intention had been to let him speak first and then laugh at him; but now I had to abandon that plan. How else would I get out of here? For that reason alone, it was imperative not to give him a negative answer. But there was also another reason for me to make the journey with him. He was expecting some compatriots of mine, probably from the province of Posen, who had been lured over by some kind of contract. While this latter circumstance already made me keenly interested in them, there was also the fact that I noticed the route he intended to take with them. I knew that Ures, near which the hacienda was supposed to be located, lies on the Rio Sonora; the shortest and most convenient route would therefore have led first to Hermosillo and then up the Sonora River; but the Mormon wanted to sail on to Lobos, which was probably thirty leagues further. He had described the overland route from there to me as charming, but I suspected—even though I didn’t know it at all—that he had lied to me about it. Even if he had told the truth, it was such a significant detour that I suspected there was a special reason behind it, and since one does not take such a detour with people who have women and children with them, I felt I had to assume that this reason was not a legitimate one. Consequently, it had occurred to me that some danger threatened the emigrants, and I felt the need to investigate it and then warn them. But I could not do this if I remained in Guaymos. So I had to go with them. But how? I could not possibly commit myself, least of all through a written contract. Moreover, I naturally found it highly suspicious that the Mormon, who regarded me as a down-and-out or even good-for-nothing person, wanted to formally thrust such a good position upon me. This alone implied an intention that I, unfortunately, could not yet fathom. It would take time to figure it out, and I had to try to buy that time. That is why I replied to his last remark:




      “You are right, Señor. It would not only be foolish of me, but also the most abominable ingratitude toward you, if I were to reject your kindness. I would therefore say yes immediately if I were not compelled to harbor a very well-founded reservation against it.”




      “A reservation? I’d like to know what kind of reservation that might be. Will you speak your mind?”




      “Of course! I have never kept books and have never lived on a hacienda. I therefore doubt that I could meet the haciendero’s expectations.”




      “Stop talking about that!” he interrupted me. “I’ve already told you that what you’ll have to do is child’s play, a mere trifle. You’ll record what’s harvested in the orange groves and in the fields, and what price Señor Timoteo gets for it. You’ll also write down how many foals and how many calves are born. That’s the entire job required of you.”




      “And for that I’m supposed to get full board and a hundred pesos a month?”




      “At least a hundred!”




      “I’d certainly like to shake your hand right now; but I’d rather see first if I’m actually worthy of such a salary.”




      “That proves you’re a German. As a Latter-day Saint, the fear of God and righteousness mean everything to me; but you take honesty too far. You Germans really are a strange lot!”




      “Perhaps so, Señor, but please note that I am not rejecting your offer. I will go with you, though I will only commit myself fully once I come to the realization that I truly deserve what I am being paid.”




      “That’s nonsense. But if you insist, so be it. But what about your finances, which must be in a sorry state by now? Since you’re only coming along on certain conditions, you’re not fully committed, and I have no obligation to pay for you. Free passage on the ship is all I can offer you under these circumstances.”


    


  




  “I’m fine with that, and fortunately I still have a few pesos, which should be enough to get us to the hacienda.”




  “But I can’t possibly take you along looking the way you do. Can you afford a new suit?”




  “Yes, because in this heat, you only buy what’s light and cheap.”




  “Then get that taken care of first thing tomorrow so I don’t have to wait for you. Good night now!”




  He gave me a brief nod and went to his hammock without shaking my hand. The children were already asleep; Señorita Felisa was snoring; Donna Elvira was snorting, and little Geronimo, in the first stages of sleep, was making sounds that sounded exactly like a door hinge that hadn’t been oiled. So I blew out the light and made my way to the courtyard and my beloved bed of corn straw, where the dog, who had grown accustomed to me, greeted me with a friendly lick of the paw. Although I woke up very early the next morning and went into the guest room while the kind innkeeper’s family was still asleep and engaged in the aforementioned acoustic activities, I could neither see nor speak to the Mormon, for he had already left the hotel. Where had he been all day? No one knew. That, too, was conspicuous, for those who walk in honesty have no need to shroud their actions in such darkness.




  After I had awakened Señorita Felisa to partake of the famous morning hot chocolate, I—who was drinking my thirtieth cup that day—made the discovery, which unfortunately came too late, that the lovely lady had prepared the drink with the very same water with which she had washed her delicate fingers and her charming face. I paid tribute to this domestic frugality, which flourished entirely in secret, by pretending to have a stomachache and therefore having to forgo the chocolate; the señorita delighted me with a tender glance, raised the cup to her lips, drank it dry, wiped her blooming lips with the back of her hand, and said in a tone that pierced my heart:




  “Señor, you are the noblest, the finest gentleman I have ever met, and when you marry, you will make your señora very happy. It’s such a pity that you’re leaving. Couldn’t you stay here?”




  “Is that perhaps what you wish?” I asked teasingly.




  “Yes,” she replied, blushing slightly.




  “And what is the reason for this wish, señorita? The happiness you just spoke of, or the chocolate I so gladly gave you?”




  “Both,” she whispered with delightful candor,




  She probably expected me to bring this morning’s conversation to a happy conclusion, but unfortunately I considered the purchase of a new suit far more useful than an impromptu engagement, and went to look for a baratillero . His shop resembled a veritable junk shop, yet fortunately I found what I was looking for: trousers, a waistcoat, and a jacket made of unbleached linen, and a straw hat whose brim was so wide that, had I agreed to Señorita Felisa’s proposal, I could have fit underneath it with her and all the wedding guests. I also bought a piece of cheap fabric to make a case for my rifles with the help of a needle and thread, both of which I always carried with me. There was a good reason for this: the Mormon was to continue to regard me for some time as the man he had hitherto taken me to be. Since he seemed to have heard much about Old Shatterhand, it was quite possible that he also knew what kind of rifles the latter carried with him, and therefore he should at least not be allowed to see them clearly. I also bought myself a pair of sturdy leather boots. When I then returned to the hotel, thus equipped with such elegance, Don Geronimo clapped his hands in amazement and exclaimed:




  “What do I see! Have you suddenly become rich? You could easily be seen at the side of any Old Castilian nobleman, Señor. Unfortunately, you are determined to leave; but had I seen you in these clothes sooner, I would have offered you a position as majordomo of my house, and perhaps you would even have become a partner!”




  My appearance seemed truly enchanting, for Señorita Felisa placed her hand over her heart and let out a deep sigh, and even Donna Elvira sat up a little in her hammock to cast a glance at me and then sink back down with an approving sigh, I seemed to have become a highly dangerous individual in the eyes of the ladies, and since I could not possibly attribute this to my inner or outer merits, I was inclined to ascribe magical powers to the linen suit, which had cost eleven marks in German currency. Unfortunately, it remained faithful to me only for a short time, as it very soon burst at the seams and was lost in all directions in the most varied shreds and pieces. I would certainly have bought something better and more durable, but I didn’t want Harry Melton to know that I had the means to do so.




  It was around noon when he came to the inn to pick me up, for the ship had arrived. Without sailing into the harbor, it had turned around just outside it to take us on board. We therefore had to use a boat to get aboard.




  The farewell to my kind innkeepers was touching. Don Geronimo performed the heroic deed of offering me his domino set as a keepsake, and nearly wept with joy when I declined this gift. The three boys said goodbye to me by wrapping their arms around my legs and rubbing their noses against my new trousers. Señorita Felisa wanted to raise her handkerchief to her eyes, but since she happened to be holding nothing but the black oven mitt in her hand at that very moment, she rubbed the soot of her sorrow into her tear-stained face, which made a far deeper impression on me than if she had used a real handkerchief. And Donna Elvira sat up just enough that I could almost have seen her face clearly, and waved a farewell to me with her weary right hand. I had brought a piece of sausage for the dog, which I intended to offer him as a farewell gift, since I had reason to believe he had never tasted anything like it in his life. Geronimo and Felisa came with me into the courtyard. But when I pulled the sausage out of my pocket and held it out to the dog, the señorita snatched it up even before he could. She tore the gift from my hand and said:




  “What are you doing, señor! I can’t believe you’d waste this delicacy on the animal! It belongs to me, and I’ll eat it in memory of you.”




  But she gave the memory no time to take its rightful place; instead, she immediately took a hearty bite, which prompted her father to reach quickly for her hand to snatch the sausage from her and share in the memory. She fled with a cry of terror, and he ran after her, which gave me the opportunity to leave the hospitable house without further attacks on my sausage or my heart. The dog, of course, now had to content himself with a pat, which was probably less nourishing than the parting gift so ravenously snatched from him. Then I hurried to Melton, who was waiting for me in front of the house, and walked with him toward the harbor, where we boarded a boat to be rowed out to the ship.




  The latter was a small schooner, the sort that, at least back then, only the Yankees knew how to build—a fast sailor with enough sail on its masts that it didn’t need to be moored even in the lightest breeze. As we pulled up alongside the schooner and the rope ladders were thrown down to us from above, many heads peered overboard to take a look at us. We climbed aboard. When I stepped onto the deck, the first person I saw was a girl of perhaps eighteen, exquisitely dressed, with Oriental features of unusual beauty. The outfit she wore consisted of lace-up boots, white stockings, a red skirt trimmed with dark velvet, and a blue bodice adorned with silver studs and a matching chain. A small hat adorned with a feather sat atop her full hair, which hung down in two long braids at the back. This attire would have been more fitting for a masquerade ball than here on the deck of an American transport ship for emigrants. Standing next to the girl was a gaunt, elderly man whose face bore the most distinct Jewish features. His attire left no doubt that he was a Polish Jew. When his gaze fell upon the Mormon, the half-whispered, involuntary exclamation “Djabel!” escaped him. Although I am not fluent in Polish and know only a few words of the language, I knew that this exclamation meant “the devil!” The Mormon thus made exactly the same impression on this Jew as he had made on me, even though his face bore no trace of what the ordinary, uneducated man imagines when he thinks of “devilish.”




  The other passengers were poor people, as one could tell at first glance. They knew that their current guide was coming on board and regarded Melton with curious eyes, for it did not occur to them to take me for the expected guest; my appearance was far too unassuming for that. The captain knew him, in any case, for he went to meet him and greeted him with a handshake that one does not reserve for strangers. I saw this because I was watching closely, for I considered it necessary to pay attention to even the smallest detail. They both went to the aft deck to exchange the necessary information for the moment. I strolled to the side, leaned my rifles—sheathed in their linen covers—against the mast, and sat down on a rope pulley that was nearby. When I counted the passengers, I found there were thirty-eight men and boys, fourteen women and young women, and eleven children—a total of sixty-three people.




  After their eyes had had their fill of the Mormon, they now turned their attention to me as well. I saw that they were exchanging their various opinions about me; they did not know whom or what to take me for, and to get to the bottom of it, they instructed the Jew to ask me. He came up to me, lifted the black silk cap that covered his sparse hair, and addressed me in a mixture of Spanish and English words—no doubt picked up during the journey—which I could not understand in that combination; therefore, I interrupted his attempt to make himself understood to me with the question:




  “Are you perhaps from the Kobylin area in Posen?”




  “Yes, yes!” he replied quickly, his face taking on an expression of surprise.




  “Then you are likely fluent in German and have no need to struggle with foreign tongues.”




  “By the God of my fathers!” he exclaimed, clasping his hands together. “So I shall have the pleasure, along with the honor, of making your acquaintance, a gentleman of Germanic descent?”




  “Yes, I am a German,” I nodded, somewhat surprised by the way he used my native language.




  “That gladdens me to the depths of my soul! May I take the liberty of asking in which country and administrative district you had the pleasure of your esteemed person’s birth?”




  “I am now a Saxon.”




  “Very well, very nice! I know and love your homeland, as I have often traveled to Leipzig for the trade fair to observe the state of commerce and trade on Brühl Street and many other streets. Please accept my sincere regard, as I have been a merchant since childhood, and be so kind as to enlighten me regarding the nature of the business in which you have been engaged!”




  “I am what you call in Polish an ‘uczony prywatny .’ I do not run a business, but have gone abroad to pursue my studies. It can happen that one runs out of funds; this is currently the case with me, so that I find myself compelled to go to the Hazienda del Arroyo to seek work and earnings there.”




  I said this because I did not consider it necessary to tell him the actual truth right away.




  “So you intend to travel to the very same hacienda that is the final destination of our journey, where we have secured a permanent position through years of hard work and frugality. Have you also been offered a permanent position, and were you told what your professional duties will entail?”




  “I have been offered the position of bookkeeper, but I have not yet given a firm commitment. I will only decide once I have become acquainted with the conditions there.”




  “Accountant? That’s a fine position. You’ll be among the supervisors of the workers there, and I’ll take the liberty of giving you, esteemed sir, a one percent, two percent, yes, even three percent discount on everything you purchase from my store.”




  “What? Do you intend to set up a business, perhaps a shop, on the hacienda?”




  “Yes. Over there in the old country, profits are so meager that one has to tighten one’s belt day by day, whereas in America—what we call Mexico and Sonora here—pesos and dollars are practically lying in the street for those who have eyes to find them, to discover them.”




  “Hm! Who told you that?”




  “From the agent who came to hire us; he was a man of great experience and keen intellect.”




  “I see! Well, yes, the agent must know the circumstances; there’s no arguing with that. Did he draw up a written contract with each of you?”




  “He drew up a document for each of us, stamped and signed with our names. He took us to the harbor to board the ship, our vessel for the great seas of the world. We sailed around the American tip of the southern hemisphere, which took many, many weeks, until we arrived to enter and dock in San Francisco, where we were transferred to this smaller ship to pick up the guide here and then land in Lobos, where a new, better life of accumulating wealth, interest, and compound interest will begin.”




  “Who were your traveling companions over there?”




  “They either had a trade or owned a small leasehold or cottage with fields and garden plots. In a few years’ time, everyone will own a hacienda with vast plantations and pastures. That is what the agent said and swore, and he gave me a book in which it is clearly printed in black letters on white paper. The group gathered to elect and declare me their leader, who will later be known as the mayor of the Hacienda del Arroyo. If you then have a wish or a request, you may confidently turn to me, and I will gladly be at your service with willingness.”




  “Do you have any family with you?”




  “Only my daughter. Rebekka, my beloved, passed away four years ago, so that I have only Judith left, the child of our marriage and the only daughter of my soul. There she stands, watching over us both. She is a girl beautiful in form and lovely in spirit. She has inherited her mother’s figure and her father’s strength of spirit. She is already the heir to my estate and will soon be such a wealthy lady that suitors will stretch out their hands and fingers to become the bridegroom of my beautiful child. She will choose for herself the finest and most distinguished man, one who possesses the nobility of family and fortune. What will Hercules, who has followed her all the way to Mexico, be compared to such a son-in-law, even though he is of a different faith and possesses barely a tenth of the money that I could give to Judith, my soul, even today, if I so desired.”




  “Hercules? Who do you mean?”




  “The vagabond leaning there at the bow, not taking his eyes off her, even though she wants nothing more to do with him.”




  “Nothing more? So she used to feel differently?”




  “To the great sorrow of my heart, yes. She had been visiting in the city of Posen with the daughter of my mother’s brother; they bought tickets to go to the circus performance, where one could witness the tremendous strength of a Hercules who played with the weight of iron bars and hundred-pound balls. Hercules and my beautiful daughter saw each other and fell in love. She promised him her hand without my knowledge, and he now intends to start a circus of his own, to become independent and a famous director of it. When I learned of this matter, I was nearly overcome by the shock, and I spoke both harsh and kind words to the child to dissuade her from this venture, which could bring nothing but a five-hundred-percent loss. My pleas and threats were in vain, for she clung to Hercules with stubborn determination until a reserve lieutenant of elegant build, with a red collar and gleaming buttons, arrived. A grand “von” preceded his name, and when he offered her his hand and his heart, Hercules and his hopes went bust. But when the lieutenant kept delaying the engagement and we learned that he was nearly suffocating in debt, she gave him her farewell and turned away from him with pride. Then the immigration agent arrived, and as he described the magnificent land of Mexico, where the mines are full of gold and silver and the caballeros ride magnificent horses with red saddlecloths, where the ladies lie in hammocks and smoke fragrant cigarettes, then Judith, my one and only, dreamed of nothing but this land, to become a señora in a hammock herself, and I did her a favor by selling my house and business over there and becoming a man of influence and great wealth here. Since you are coming along to the Hacienda del Arroyo, you will see my importance and influence grow. But Hercules, when he learned that we were sailing across the sea, also went to the agent and signed the contract to stay near his beloved and perhaps yet win her as his wife. He took his savings, secretly withdrew from his engagement, and when we boarded the ship, we were annoyed to see this man as a fellow traveler to the land where not only milk and honey, but even gold and silver flow, to run into the pockets of those who know how to open them in the right place and at the right time. “If you wish to be introduced to the daughter of my heart, you may now come with me to her, but you must first give me your word in confidence that you will renounce any attempt to win her heart and her love, her hand, and her fortune.”




  The man was a complete fool, a simpleton of the purest kind, a weakling compared to his daughter, whose vanity and love of flattery could only be matched by her lack of scruples. Nevertheless, I did not wish to offend him with a dismissive reply, but I also had no desire to “be introduced” to her. Just then, the Mormon came in handy; he beckoned me over to tell me that I was to be shown to my berth on the ship.




  There were small cabins below deck, each furnished for two people. The cabin attendant led me to mine, where I noticed that I did not have it to myself, but that one berth was already occupied.




  “Who am I sharing this with?” I asked.




  “With the tall, strong German they call Hercules,” came the reply.




  “What kind of fellow is this man?”




  “A very quiet one. You couldn’t find a better companion. The poor devil seems to have his eye on the beautiful Jewish girl, for he never takes his eyes off her, even though she doesn’t care about him at all.”




  This information satisfied me. It was nonsense for that strong man to be chasing after this girl, but he seemed to be of honorable character. Moreover, he was better and more neatly dressed than the others; despite his trade, which tempted him toward a life of ease, he had managed to save some money, which spoke well of him, and so I believed I would get along quite well with him for the short time until we reached Lobos.




  Since the porthole was open, the cabin was a more pleasant place to stay than up on the deck, where one found little shelter from the heat of the sun beating down on one’s head; therefore, I stretched out on the simple bunk to lie there for the time being. After a short while, the door opened, and the Hercules stepped in. He cast a dark look at me and said:




  “The attendant has just informed me that he has quartered you here, even though I am paying for the cabin. Since you are, as I hear, a German, I will tolerate it, but I expect that I will not have to be annoyed by you.”




  That was very clearly stated; but the good man was suffering from a heart condition, which I naturally took as an excuse, and so I replied to him with a smile in a friendly manner:




  “I will do my best to maintain good camaraderie, since, of all the passengers, you are the one I like best as a fellow traveler.”




  “Why? You don’t even know me. Why all this flattery! I don’t like that.”




  “It’s not flattery, but the truth. The Jew told me about you. You won’t have any cause to complain about me.”




  “If you really wish this, then don’t you dare court Judith. I’ll knock anyone who dares to do so to the ground with my fist!”




  “Don’t worry!” I laughed. “We’ll never cross paths on such a path. But why didn’t you knock down the reserve lieutenant back then?”




  “Because I took pity on the fellow. He would have been shattered into pieces under my grip, and I knew that it was not his person but his uniform that was to blame for Judith’s infidelity. Let’s not speak of it any further, and let the old man just babble on. I know what I’m doing, and I don’t want to hear anything more on this subject.”




  “I, too, have not the slightest desire to concern myself with it; but at least tell me his name and what kind of business he was in!”




  “He mostly dealt in tobacco and ran a brisk pawnshop on the side. In doing so, he made a small fortune, and that went to his silly head.”




  “He thinks he can become a Croesus in Mexico in no time. Do you perhaps share that view?”




  “Not a chance! I’m not as gullible as Jakob Silberstein—that’s his name, by the way. I’m much more convinced that the agent was a scoundrel and that the poor people he’s deceived are facing dangers here they have no idea about. That’s why I came over. I want to be Judith’s protector, and I’m convinced she’ll come to her senses then.”




  He settled into his seat and fell silent; I made no attempt to continue the conversation. Later, as the schooner sailed along in a fairly strong breeze that made the scorching sun more bearable, I returned to the deck and sat down in a quiet spot to make my observations undisturbed. Soon Silberstein came to me to continue the topic of his daughter; but I made it clear to him that I had no interest in the matter, and so he soon withdrew again, without asking me once more if I wished to be introduced to his darling.




  The Mormon also came over briefly to exchange a few words with me. He paced the deck, moving from one person to another and conversing with everyone in the most affable manner, giving a cigar to this one and that one, stroking the children’s cheeks, and doing everything in his power to win the trust and affection of the people.




  He lingered longest with Judith, with whom he conversed eagerly, while Hercules stood by the hatch leading to the cabins and watched them both. His brows were furrowed and his lips tightly closed. It seemed to me that at that very moment a little cloud was beginning to rise, which would later cover the entire horizon and discharge itself with lightning and thunder.




  The passengers were quite well cared for on the ship. They were not crammed together and received enough drinking water as well as hearty food. No one had cause to complain, and everyone looked to the future with unclouded hope. I was the only one who thought differently; I don’t count Hercules, since his distrust was vague and based on no particular, clear reason. Was I being unfair to the Mormon in my thoughts? I wanted to cross the border to Winnetou, and Lobos lay exactly in that direction. The ride cost me nothing—wasn’t that enough? Wasn’t it better to set out on my own path in Lobos, without worrying any further about the Mormon and his Poles?




  I weighed these thoughts and questions back and forth, but despite everything, I couldn’t shake the feeling that the emigrants were being led to their doom. As I strolled toward the stern, the captain spoke to me:




  “Congratulations, Master! Melton told me you’re to be hired as an accountant. Be sure to take the job, for a position like this won’t come your way again anytime soon.”




  “Do you know this position, Captain?”




  “You bet! The hacienda owner is, so to speak, an old friend of mine, a man of immense wealth and, moreover, a man of honor. Once he hires someone, he takes excellent care of them. You can count on that.”




  “So you think your current passengers will be well taken care of by him?”




  “I don’t just think so—I’m convinced of it.”




  The captain had the look of an honest man; I had to believe him; nevertheless, I asked:




  “But the contract! Is everything in order with it?”




  “What are you thinking! You’ll see right away how honest Señor Timoteo is with his new workers.”




  He asked an emigrant standing nearby to fetch his contract. The man had it tucked away and showed it to me. The paper was signed by him, the agent, and the authorities and contained a single paragraph. Its content read roughly as follows: The worker receives free passage, travel, and good food all the way to the destination and undertakes to work eight hours a day on the estate of Timoteo Pruchillo or his legal successor, if any, for a daily wage of one and a half pesos and room and board. The contract expires after six years.




  I was astonished. This was not only fair, but even very decent, since with this daily wage the worker was able to save about two thousand marks a year. Now I was no longer surprised that the agent had managed to assemble a group of sixty-three people for the remote hacienda. I realized that my mistrust had been unfounded. Truly unfounded? Pruchillo meant it honestly; but was the Mormon a man of honor as well? Why not? Did I have any evidence against him? Had I perhaps become overly cautious and suspicious through my admittedly varied experiences? Wasn’t Melton about to do me a favor which, even if I didn’t need it and therefore couldn’t accept it, would still leave me deeply indebted to him? I was at a loss and by evening had come to the decision to get off at Lobos and go my own way, since the emigrants were being looked after quite excellently at the hacienda. But then something happened that refuted this view and completely overturned this decision.




  After dinner, I noticed that all the emigrants were being asked to retire to their sleeping berths. I, too, was not exempt from this order. Since evening had fallen, the sun was no longer scorching, and a cool breeze was blowing, the people would have been quite happy to stay on deck a while longer; but of course they had to comply. From the puzzled expressions on their faces at this order given to them, I could tell that the measure was a new one and that until now they had been allowed to stay outdoors in the evening—and probably at night as well—whenever they pleased. I learned this immediately when I was the last to return to my bunk—for I had waited until no one else was left up there—and was greeted by the athlete with the grumpy words:




  “What on earth possessed Master Harry Melton to send us down here! Do you have any idea why he did it?”




  “No.”




  “The devil take him! Whether you’ve been scorched by the sun all day or had to spend your time down here in this stuffy hole, it’s a blessing—and even a necessity—to be out in the open, fresh air in the evening. We’ve always been allowed to do that.”




  “Really? So this is a new rule!”




  “Yes. And I’m convinced it’s Melton’s doing.”




  “Why do you think that?”




  “First, because they’ve been sending us down here ever since he came on board, and second—well, the second reason is a bit unclear, and I’d rather not say.”




  “You’re keeping quiet because you don’t trust me?”




  “Did you expect otherwise? You’ve only just crawled into my good graces, so you can’t expect me to share all my thoughts with you already.”




  Since I was eager to learn his thoughts, I replied:




  “So you’re afraid of the Mormon and are keeping silent only because you think I’ll pass on your words to him.”




  I had judged him correctly, for no sooner had I spoken than he snapped at me:




  “How dare you! Me, afraid? I’d like to see the man who could scare me. And I’m certainly not afraid of this fellow, who acts all nice to people and even starts courting Judith right from the start, but who’s got a mischievous streak.”




  These words told me that he was not only suspicious of the Mormon but even jealous of him. I could hope, under certain circumstances, to have him as an ally against the latter. So I could be a little more candid with him than I would otherwise have been after such a brief acquaintance. That is why I said:




  “Why do you let me believe that you shy away from him? Why don’t you speak openly to me, since I am telling you in all sincerity that I do not consider the Mormon an honest man, despite his conspicuous efforts to make himself popular—or perhaps precisely because of them?”




  “Is that true? Do you really think that?” he asked quickly.




  “I’m telling you, and what I say is usually true.”




  “Do you have any other reasons besides his affectation? You came aboard the ship with him and were therefore with him beforehand; you must know him better than I do. Besides, as you will no doubt realize, that is a reason for me to distrust you as well.”




  “Perhaps; but I do not deserve your distrust, for I have spoken with Master Melton only very briefly. We stayed at the same hotel for two weeks without interacting. We spoke at length only once, when he saw that I was a poor devil without a job and asked me if I would like to be the bookkeeper at the Hazienda del Arroyo. Given my current situation, I agreed, and today he took me aboard the ship with him.”




  “So you know him just as little as I do. Why do you say, then, that he is not an honest man?”




  “I’m not saying that based on any fact that would prove it, but because a certain instinct warns me against him. I have a hunch that one must be wary of him.”




  “Hmm! I feel exactly the same way. The fellow hasn’t done anything to me; on the contrary, he’s been at least as friendly to me as to the others, and yet I don’t like him. I don’t like his face. On top of that, there are the glances he secretly exchanges with the cabin guard.”




  “Did he do that? I didn’t notice.”




  “Of course they’ve been exchanging secret glances, just as if they were old acquaintances; and yet they act like complete strangers to each other.”




  That was an observation I hadn’t made. Hercules’s eyes had been sharpened by his jealousy. Of course, he might have been mistaken. So I asked:




  “Aren’t you mistaken? The guard is in such a lowly position compared to the Mormon that any intimacy, as one might assume from such secret winks, is almost out of the question. They may have seen each other once before; but that will be all. Perhaps the glances you observed were meant to be nothing more than a greeting.”




  “Don’t talk nonsense! I know my eyes. What they see, they see correctly. If those fellows want to greet each other, they can do so freely and openly. But if they don’t want to let their greetings be noticed, they must have a reason for not revealing their acquaintance, and that reason cannot be a good one, nor an honest one.”




  “That’s true. I’ll watch the two of them more closely tomorrow than I did today.”




  “Do that! There’s certainly something behind it. I have no concerns whatsoever regarding us and our future, for our contracts are sound and provide us with complete security; but there is something between Melton and the waiter that, if it were to concern us, we would likely not like. I’d like to know what it is.”




  “Hmm, me too!”




  “Perhaps we must also distrust the captain. Why did he take the Mormon to the back of the ship to speak with him when he came on board? Couldn’t they have let us know what they had to discuss?”




  “The captain is an honest man; I maintain that, and I’m convinced I’m not mistaken. Why would he discuss his ship’s and business affairs right before our very eyes and ears? But if it’s really true that the Mormon is in cahoots with the guard, that interests me, and I’m very eager to get to the bottom of the mystery.”




  “You won’t be able to do that, because they’ll be careful not to let you in on the secret.”




  “But what if I stick my nose so deep into this matter, without anyone noticing, that I come to understand it?”




  “Then they’ll give you a good smack on it!”




  “That won’t scare her too much, for she’s already taken quite a few slaps. I’d love to eavesdrop on the two of them right now.”




  “What a crazy idea! Do you even know when and where they’ll be talking? And besides, we’re on a ship, not in the woods, where you can hide behind a bush and keep your eyes and ears open in secret.”




  “Perhaps. But as for the time and place, I know both exactly. Time: today, and place: up on the deck. If the Mormon has to speak secretly with the watchman, he will do so when it is dark and when he believes no one will notice. He is actually staying next to the captain, who will likely soon retire to his cabin to rest. We know how thin the partitions are. If the Mormon were to secretly summon the guard to the cabin, he would have to fear being observed by the captain. So he must find another place.”




  “Where, then?”




  “Didn’t you see that a small tent was set up up there a little while ago? What could it be for? Who could it be for? Only for the Mormon. He must have said that he’d rather sleep on deck than in the stuffy cabin.”




  “And that’s where you plan to eavesdrop on the two of them?”




  “At least I’m very much in the mood for it.”




  “Don’t do that, my good sir! It could end badly for you. If the poodle gets near the milk jug that’s off-limits to him, he’ll get the whip.”




  “Yes; but I would very politely ask you to note that I am no poodle, and that even a poodle isn’t caught every time. Have you noticed that the tent was erected from the spare mainsail?”




  “I don’t know the names of all the sails, but I saw that this one was so large that it not only covered the tent completely but also formed a roll behind it. So it must be a mainsail.”




  “That’s exactly what I mean. Half the sail was enough for the tent. The other half is rolled up behind it. A man can fit very comfortably under that roll or bundle, and if you don’t mind, I’ll sleep there.”




  “What a crazy idea! They’ll discover you if you cough or sneeze!”




  “I’ll refrain from doing either.”




  “You seem very confident in your instincts. But even if you aren’t caught, your efforts will be in vain. You still don’t know if the tent is really intended for the Mormon, and even if your assumption is correct, it’s still highly doubtful whether the guard will come there.”




  “I suppose I’ll have to accept that, but I believe the effort I’m about to make won’t be in vain. I have a hunch, and experience has taught me that my hunches rarely deceive me.”




  “Well, then I won’t try to talk you out of it or encourage you. If your idea gets you a good thrashing from the sailors, it’s not my back that has to take it.”




  I admit that what the athlete called “your idea” was a very dubious product of the mind, but it was, so to speak, in my fingertips that I had to carry out this plan. So I left our bunk to sneak out onto the deck. That was not easy. The bunks were separated from one another and from the narrow passageway I had to pass through by partitions almost as thin as paper; the occupants could therefore easily hear me. But that was the least of it. Far more serious was the possibility of encountering a member of the ship’s crew, or even one of the two I intended to eavesdrop on. Yet I made it to the hatch, which opened from the cabin onto the deck, without encountering anyone. Standing on the steps and cautiously poking my head out, I was able to survey the stretch between me and the tent, even though it wasn’t very bright. It was clear.




  Aft, the captain was giving orders to the helmsman for the night. He was therefore about to turn in. The Mormon’s voice chimed in with a few words; he was consequently also at the helm. Up front, near the bow, the few sailors were chatting and laughing; they couldn’t see me. So I quickly swung myself out of the hatch and scurried toward the tent to hide under the remaining half of the sail from which it was made. This was all done in less than a minute. I was lying on the hard deck, but otherwise quite comfortably, and was covered by the sail so that no one could see me. My hiding place was excellent; the only question was whether it would actually bring me the benefit I expected. Nothing could happen to me. At worst, it would be a small test of patience, which could at most result in me being laughed at by the Hercules.




  I positioned myself so that I could slip my head down into the tent and reached my arm inside. I felt a thin but soft bed made of blankets. I couldn’t see anything.




  After a short while, I heard the captain wish the Mormon “good night” and go to his cabin. The latter paced back and forth for another quarter of an hour and then came into the tent to lie down. The first condition—namely, that the tent was intended for him—had thus been met; it now remained to be seen whether the other, that the guard would come, would also prove true.




  An hour passed, then another; it was midnight. The sailors’ chatter had long since ceased. It had grown so quiet that I could hear the ship’s wake. Once, the voice of the lookout rang out, calling a report to the helmsman. I began to feel bored. Then I heard a movement inside the tent, not as if the sleeper were turning over, but as if he were sitting up. I poked my head out to hear better. Then I heard the strike of a match, and its little flame flared up. By the light of the match, I saw that the Mormon was sitting upright and lighting a cigar. So he was waiting, and in any case had not been sleeping yet. Had he not had his back turned to me, he would certainly have seen my head.




  Another moment passed before I heard him ask quietly:




  “Weller, is that you?”




  “Yes, Master,” came the equally quiet reply in English from the front.




  “Then come in quickly, so you won’t be seen! I’ll make room.”




  So the guard’s name was Weller. He complied with Melton’s request, saying:




  “Don’t worry, Master! There’s no one awake on deck except the helmsman and the lookout, and those two are positioned so they can neither see nor hear us.”




  There was a brief pause, during which one made room and the other sat down. Then the Mormon said:




  “You can imagine that I am infinitely curious. I boarded the ship with the greatest anticipation, wondering if you would be on board.”




  “As for that, Master, it wasn’t difficult at all for me to get the job as steward .”




  “The captain doesn’t know you, does he?”




  “He doesn’t have the faintest idea who I am.”




  “And he hasn’t found out that you know me?”




  “I’ll be careful not to let anything slip! Unfortunately, I couldn’t just get the wages for the trip here; I also had to take them for the return trip, so I’m actually forced to sail back to Frisco from Lobos .”




  “That doesn’t matter, since it won’t be hard for you to slip away from Lobos.”




  “I think so too, and that’s why I’ve brought so few belongings that I could go ashore right now without leaving anything behind on board.”




  “Quite right, though that’s only a side issue. But what about the main issue? When is your old man leaving?”




  “Three weeks ahead of me, and he’s definitely at his destination. He’s been there so often and knows all the circumstances and tricks so well that it can’t go wrong.”




  “But will the Yuma do his bidding?”




  “I’m completely convinced of it. When it comes to such a prize, every Red is quick to jump in.”




  “That reassures me. The only question is whether they’ll be ready in time.”




  “It is certain, Master, that they are already on their way. But is there really such a rush, Master Melton? No one is chasing us. We can settle the matter at our leisure.”




  “That’s what I thought at first, but I’ve changed my mind.”




  “Why? Has something happened?”




  “Yes. I’ve had an encounter.”




  “You mean you met someone. Surely that can’t have such a great impact on our plans!”




  “Of the greatest importance, in fact.”




  “Then the man you’re referring to must be of extraordinary importance to us.”




  “He is! It was a real surprise for me to see him down here, and when you hear his name, you’ll be just as astonished as I was when I recognized him.”




  “So tell me, who is it?”




  “You should actually already know, because you’ve seen him here on the ship.”




  “Then it can only be the man who’s supposed to become an accountant. Is that right?”




  “Of course! No one else came on board with me. And you don’t know him, really? You’ve already seen him, and under such circumstances that it’s downright surprising you think he’s a stranger. I was completely convinced that you had recognized him, and that is why I signaled to you several times to be careful and to let him see as little of you as possible, since otherwise he might remember you as well.”




  “I saw those gestures, but I didn’t understand them. You two have some connection with this man that I don’t understand. A vagrant who’s happy to be allowed to become a clerk on a remote hacienda can’t possibly be of any importance to us!”




  “I would say the same, if this highly dangerous man had any intention of becoming an accountant at all.”




  “Are you suggesting that he’s pretending, that he intends to lead you by the nose? Then he’s either the biggest fool there is, or a clever, shrewd fellow.”




  “The latter, the latter! Just think back to Fort Uintah and what you experienced there!”




  “That wasn’t much of a pleasant experience. It was at a time when gambling was rampant there, like nowhere else. I had done good business and saved up a hefty purse full of dollars, but I lost them all in Uintah in the span of a single hour. Fortunately, your brother was there; he gave me a good handful of dollars and then also got me a job as a waiter at the inn. I haven’t seen him since. You know, of course, why he had to leave this place so suddenly. People don’t like to talk about it, naturally.”




  “Why not? Anyone who is human—and we all are—is bound to have human failings. Besides, he managed to get himself out of that situation quite well.”




  “That’s true. He had won such a nice, round sum by the time the devil got into the officer that one might assume your brother was a cheat. A fight broke out; he was supposed to hand over the winnings, but instead he shot the officer down and made his escape. Two soldiers who heard the commotion and tried to stop him outside also got their share of bullets, so that they fell like logs; he made it out of the fort, took one of the horses grazing there, and rode off on it. It was a glorious feat to escape under those circumstances and from the middle of a fortified place.”




  “Escaped? Yes, he certainly escaped from Uintah—”




  “Not just there, but later as well,” Weller interrupted him. “Admittedly, he had a very close call. He would never have been caught again at all if Old Shatterhand hadn’t set out after him. The man must have eyes! For a full four days they were after your brother without finding him, let alone catching him; then Old Shatterhand had to come along and hear about it. The officer who was shot was a good friend of his, and for that reason alone—and for no other—he immediately set out again to catch your brother.”




  “Yes, a full four days later, and after no soldier or scout had managed to pick up the trail. But that scoundrel has the nose of a bloodhound; he found the trail and chased my brother all the way to Fort Edward, where he handed him over to the commander. “The poor devil was to be hanged, but escaped last night while disguised as the soldier who was supposed to guard him—a soldier foolish enough to let himself be strangled by him. You did see Old Shatterhand at Fort Uintah back then, didn’t you?”




  “Only as he rode by. He had arrived barely half an hour ago, heard the news, and was just riding off again when I was standing in the doorway and heard from the neighbor that this hunter had arrived.”




  “No wonder, then, that you didn’t recognize him today.”




  “Today?” asked the waiter in a tone of utter astonishment. “What do you mean by that? Surely not that the so-called bookkeeper is actually Old Shatterhand?”




  “Yes; that is exactly what I mean.”




  “What a mistake! That man and Old Shatterhand! Anyone who has seen the hunter even just riding by quickly knows full well that he can’t possibly have the slightest thing to do with the clerk!”




  “And yet he is. The time and place are different, and the clothes he’s wearing today are also different from the leather outfit you saw him in.”




  “Still, it’s impossible, utterly impossible! The man with the stupid face, whom I had to assign to Hercules’s bunk, is supposed to be Old Shatterhand? Sir, I’ll believe anything, anything you tell me, but not this, no, never!”




  “I have irrefutable proof. Did you see the man’s rifle?”




  “No. There seemed to be two; they were in a linen case.”




  “There are two, and everyone knows that Old Shatterhand always carries his two rifles with him, a bear-killer and a Henry carbine, rifles that have no equal. I took great care at the hotel not to let them catch my eye, but I had the innkeeper, who had held them in his hands, describe them to me in detail. The Westerner pretended to be a poor devil, yet he had the innkeeper and his entire family eat and drink with him. If he were truly who he claims to be, he would have accepted my offer immediately and gladly; but he asked for time to think it over under the most ridiculous pretext imaginable. He had never seen me before, yet he watched me very closely the whole time. I did not let him know that I saw this. The resemblance to my brother had struck him. He had come down from the Sierra Verde. No ordinary person ventures into this desolate and dangerous region, least of all one who is a stranger in the country, especially since there was an uprising on the other side and, as a result, the most precarious conditions. Only a bold and experienced man who can rely on himself and his weapons dares to venture up there and across there. Consider that he was without any escort, that is, completely alone!”




  It goes without saying that I listened to this conversation with the utmost tension. My instinct had not only not deceived me, but, as I now realized, had done me—and presumably others as well—a great service. Now I knew at once why the Mormon’s face had struck me, and not merely because of the incongruity of his features. The reason lay, as he himself said, in his resemblance to his brother, the murderer of that officer who had been very close to me. My friendship for the murdered man had prompted me to pursue the perpetrator, whom I had, as had just been said, driven all the way to Fort Edward and apprehended there. I now knew where I stood. My hunch had been right once again. The Mormon was a brother of that card cheat and multiple murderer, and the way he had spoken of him and his crime was proof enough that he, too, was not on good terms with the law.




  Unfortunately, however, I realized that I had been seen through, as I now heard further on. The fact that the peculiar hotel owner had the quirk of keeping a guestbook, and that I had entered my name in it, were the primary reasons why the Mormon had come to believe that I was Old Shatterhand. Added to this was the talkativeness of the innkeeper, who had described my rifles, and various other details that Melton now mentioned and listed. He even mentioned that I had slept not under the roof but in the courtyard, because as a man of the West I was so accustomed to it. He presented all these reasons so well that the waiter, too, came to share the Mormon’s conviction. He expressed his agreement and then said:




  “So, assuming that we are indeed dealing with Old Shatterhand, what reason could he have for wanting to come to the hacienda?”




  “There will be several and various reasons. If he has recognized that I am my brother’s brother, he will believe he must seek him out wherever I am. So he’ll stick close to me. Furthermore, as an experienced man and connoisseur of the situation, he must have noticed the destination toward which this ship’s cargo of people is heading—or at least is supposedly heading. From everything I’ve heard about the man, this must give him the idea of joining the people to advise and help them if necessary. At the same time, he’s careful not to sign a contract, for he wants to remain a man of his own free will. We must therefore reckon with him, and reckon with him greatly; and even if I do not believe that he can completely thwart the success of our plan, we must nevertheless expect him to place obstacles in our path, which will greatly delay it.”




  “Then you made a big mistake by taking him along. You shouldn’t have had anything to do with him at all, but simply ignored him and left him in Guaymas.”




  “I would have done so, had the innkeeper, Don Geronimo, not been so talkative as to tell him about me and the ship I was expecting. I did tell Old Shatterhand that he wouldn’t have boarded without me, but I’m convinced that the captain—who is a simple, honest fellow and knows nothing of our true business—would have taken him on board. And even if he hadn’t been able to come along, I’m sure he would have taken the next ship to Lobos and followed us from there. We wouldn’t have been able to feel safe for a single moment.”




  “Us, so many of us, against just him? That sounds exaggerated, even if it is Old Shatterhand. One bullet could rid us of him.”




  “If he exposes himself to a bullet, yes; but that wouldn’t even occur to him. What I did was the smartest thing. If he’s known as a sly fox, I’ll show him that others can be far smarter. Precisely because he wants to outwit me, he must be outwitted. So I pretended and acted as if I really thought he was a down-and-out, ragged foreigner. I offered him the job to lure him in. This way, I keep him constantly in my sight and can neutralize him whenever I please. This way, it’s possible to shoot him at any time. And he will certainly get it, for I have to avenge my brother, whom he persecuted and drove out of the country as a murderer. That must and shall be avenged, and since the fellow is now so foolish or so reckless as to hand himself over to me, I will not let the opportunity pass without doing what I consider my duty, my bloody duty.”




  He said this in such a grim and solemnly oath-swearing tone that I was convinced he would certainly keep his word. The waiter said slowly and thoughtfully:




  “Let’s hope it comes to that! But there’s something quite peculiar about this man; it’s as if he were in league with Satan himself. The deeper he’s been in danger, the faster he’s come out of it.”




  “That won’t be the case this time. We mustn’t harm him along the way, because that would arouse the others’ suspicion; but let’s just get to the hacienda first, then we’ll settle the score with him. I won’t have to lay a finger on him; the Yuma Indians will take care of that.”




  “And if he escapes them? How often has he found himself in the clutches of bloodthirsty Redskins and either escaped them, or managed, in a completely incomprehensible way, to turn them from fierce enemies into his very best friends. Didn’t he also fight Winnetou to the death? And today, both are ready to lay down their lives for one another!”




  “Those were different people and different circumstances; that wasn’t me. I have his neck in my hand and will squeeze it whenever I please. An oath is nonsense; but look up there at the stars; I swear to you: just as surely as they follow their paths without being able to deviate, just as surely is this man heading toward his death, for I will—”




  He said no more, and had a very good reason for it, for as he spoke those last words, the tent collapsed above him. In order to be able to look up at the stars, he had tried to pull back the upper part of the canvas and had been too careless in doing so. The poles stood unsecured on the wooden deck; consequently, they gave way under the pressure and fell over, burying the Mormons, the guards, and—me as well—under the weight of the canvas they had been supporting.




  If I did not want to be discovered, I had to act without delay. I quickly wriggled my way out from under the folds of canvas lying on top of me and darted toward the hatch. As soon as I was deep enough inside it, I saw that the two of them were also crawling out, without having noticed that the collapse of their structure had affected a third person as well. Of course, there was no question of eavesdropping now; I went to my bunk. Hercules was sleeping like a bear, and since I took care to be quiet, he didn’t wake up but kept sleeping without hearing me.




  That suited me fine, for at that moment I didn’t know what I would have answered to his questions. But one thing was certain: I still had to keep the truth from him, for otherwise I had to expect that he would do me great harm. So I lay down, not to sleep, but to think about what I had heard. The morning light was already peeking through the small porthole when I closed my eyes.




  So my life was in danger! That sounded dangerous, but it didn’t worry me. I now knew where I stood and could guard against any eventuality. The situation was different with the danger facing the emigrants, for I was now completely convinced that a danger existed for them. And this danger was all the greater the less I actually knew what kind it was and where and when it would occur. On the way, that is, until we reached the hacienda, nothing was supposed to happen; I knew that. The Mormon had said that until then nothing was to be done against me, because otherwise it would arouse the suspicion of the others; so nothing could threaten them either. But then at the hacienda! What, though, and how? There had been talk of the Yuma Indians, who were supposed to carry out the act of vengeance against me. In any case, it was they, too, who posed the threat to the emigrants. An Indian raid? That didn’t seem all that dangerous to me. But why would the Polish workers be raided? They were so poor that, apart from the Jews, there was nothing to be gained from them. There had to be some other explanation for it, an explanation that I hadn’t yet observed enough to figure out. But I hoped to see and hear enough along the way to get on the right track.




  On the way? Did I have to go along? Was I obligated to? Not really. I could get off at Lobos and make a quick getaway. But in that case, the emigrants would be at the mercy of their grim fate, and if that fate befell them, the entire burden of it would weigh on my conscience. My conscience therefore commanded me to go along, and besides, it was that drive to act that never left me, which made it seem to me a pleasure to learn the Mormon’s plans and thwart them. He had said: “He wants to outwit me; therefore, he himself must be outwitted. Very well, cunning against cunning, and counter-cunning against counter-cunning!”




  When I awoke, the athlete was already awake and asked me:




  “I slept soundly and didn’t hear you come back. Were you perhaps caught?”




  “No.”




  “But did you find out anything?”




  “Nothing particularly important,” I replied indifferently.




  “I thought so,” he laughed. “I predicted it, by the way. You deserve to be laughed at.”




  “Go ahead; but please be so kind as to keep quiet, so that others don’t laugh at me too.”




  “Do you take me for a blabbermouth?” he asked in his capricious way. “I’ve never been a blabbermouth, and it wouldn’t even occur to me to become one because of you. So I won’t betray you, least of all to those two scoundrels I can’t stand. I just have this feeling that I’d like to have a good row with the Mormon, at least.” – – –
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      Lobos was long behind us; we had already passed San Miguel de Horcasitas and were now riding and driving toward Ures, the capital of the district of the same name. Riding and driving? Indeed. Arrangements had been made so that none of the emigrants had to walk. Señor Timoteo Pruchillo, our hacienda owner, had sent us Indians with wagons along with draft and riding horses, which we found waiting for us in Lobos. The entire operation, along with everything connected to it, was so excellently organized that, like a clockwork mechanism, the individual cogs meshed together perfectly.




      The wagons were shapeless contraptions, similar to those on or in which emigrants had once traversed the North American prairies. Intended for the women and children, they were also loaded with the immigrants’ meager belongings and with the items the hacienda owner had had the leader of the caravan purchase in Lobos. The riding horses were generally far from ideal, but they sufficed for a journey of such short duration. The guide appeared to be an old, seasoned vaquero or foreman, a taciturn, gruff man who spoke to no one and seemed to show respect only to the Mormon. The two rode side by side at the head of the caravan without ceasing. I had joined the athlete and, as it seemed, paid as little attention as possible to other people, though I was secretly watching for the slightest detail in order to do as much justice as possible to the task I had set myself. The Hercules was a very good rider, as he had often been engaged by equestrian troupes and had thus found opportunity to practice.




      He often smiled at me when I sat in the saddle, leaning forward and seemingly without support, just like experienced prairie hunters who, during an ordinary ride, seem to be sleeping along with their horses until suddenly an event or a sight so enlivens rider and animal that both seem to have become entirely different beings. He criticized my poor posture, my loose seat, the trembling of my arms, and when these admonitions changed nothing, he finally expressed his conviction, almost angrily:




      “Man, with you, it’s all for naught. No matter how hard I try, you’ll never become even a passable rider in your entire life. You’re perched on your nag like a schoolboy on his rocking horse. It’s a disgrace!”




      One could not expect politeness from him, and yet I had noticed quite clearly that he no longer behaved toward me as indifferently or even repulsively as on the first day of our acquaintance. Often, when a quick glance from me caught his eye, I saw that it rested on me with a friendly, even gentle expression; then he quickly lowered it, as if ashamed of having let his grimness slip for even a brief moment.




      The cabin attendant Weller had, as seemed quite natural, remained on the ship, yet I was convinced that he had deserted it very soon after our landing to serve the Mormon’s purposes somewhere and somehow.




      The latter did indeed still pay the emigrants the attention they could expect from him given his supposed position toward them, but since disembarkation it was no longer the overflowing friendliness he had shown them on the ship. And the further we went, the further we moved away from the sea, and the more secure he felt, the more reserved he became when speaking with one of them.




      I had not yet been to the region through which we were traveling and therefore did not know the exact location of the district capital, Ures, through which we were actually supposed to pass; but I knew that it lies on the Rio Sonora, a few miles downstream from Arispe. The city spreads out on the left bank of the river in a very fertile plain and is surrounded by magnificent gardens. We were therefore looking forward to our arrival there, since we had mostly traveled through desolate country up to that point and hoped to have a day of rest in Ures. I suspected that we were approaching the town, for we had long since crossed the Rio Dolores, the tributary of the Rio Sonora, and there were more and more signs by the hour that a larger settlement lay ahead of us. The paths—or rather, what people there call “paths”—became more numerous; individual people, mostly horsemen, passed us by, or here and there a hacienda or estancia appeared at our side.




      It was therefore very conspicuous that the Mormon made sure that none of those we encountered could speak with us; he would always ride up to the person in question and engage him in conversation until we had passed by. Either we were not to be warned, or he did not want anyone to know who we were or where we were going. His behavior certainly suggested that he was giving false information to anyone who asked. On top of that, he changed our previous straight course to a northeasterly one. Ures was certainly not to be found in that direction. I had resolved not to show him the slightest trace of suspicion, but now I rode up to him anyway to ask him politely about the location of the city and the time at which we would reach it. He answered by casting a venomous sideways glance at me:




      “What do you want with Ures, Master? Did I say we’d be passing through that place?”




      “You said that the Hacienda del Arroyo lies beyond Ures; so I think that we—”




      “Think, think!” he interrupted me. “The hacienda lies beyond Ures, yes, but not in a straight line, but off to the side. Do you expect us to make a detour for your sake?”




      “Not a chance! Besides, you must admit that my question was entirely innocent and contained not a trace of intrusiveness.”




      I turned away from him. He had answered my Spanish question in English, just so I would understand him. Most likely, the old peon or vaquero riding beside him was not to learn of his true and secret intentions. And besides, I suspected that he wanted to avoid Ures so that no one there would learn that a transport of emigrants had gone to the Hacienda del Arroyo. They had some plan for the emigrants that was to remain secret.




      It was in the evening of that same day when we reached the Rio Sonora, far, far upstream from the city, as I assumed. The banks sloped gently, and the water was shallow, so that we crossed easily with our wagons and horses. We should actually have stopped on the opposite bank, for it had grown late, and the long march had tired both people and animals. Nevertheless, the Mormon declared that we had to go further and that after an hour’s journey we would reach a spot where a much better campsite could be found than here on the riverbank.




      I believed I had reason to doubt the latter. There were mosquitoes here by the water that could disturb our rest; but that was also the only reason to avoid the river, whose banks offered everything that people and animals might desire. The Mormon must have had a specific purpose, especially since it was already getting dark, in moving us away from the river and leading us to a place where there wasn’t even any water—a conclusion I drew from the fact that, before we moved on, he had all the animals watered at the river. It naturally did not occur to me to say a word about it, but I resolved to keep a close watch to find out his intentions.




      Since it was quite dark after we left the river, I could not accurately assess the area through which we were traveling. There were no trees, let alone a forest, nor did I see any fields. We rode at times over grass, but mostly through sand, into which the hooves of our animals and the wheels of the wagons sank quite deeply. Soon a few stars appeared in the dark sky, and only with their help could I see that our path was now heading southeast. Before reaching the city, we had turned northeast; now we were heading southeast; it was therefore clear that Ures had lain on our direct, our shortest route and had been bypassed by the Mormons for a reason that I did not yet know, but certainly hoped to learn.




      Instead of stopping after an hour, we did not stop until two hours had passed, in the middle of the open plain, where there was some scrub, but neither running nor standing water was to be seen. It was striking that we camped not near these bushes, but at some distance from them. No traveler would forgo the protection or at least the comfort offered by shrubbery without good reason. The wagons were pushed together; the draft animals were unhitched, the riding horses unsaddled, and then handed over to a few Yaqui Indians, under whose supervision they were to graze on the sparse grass during the night. In the process, it struck me again that the Mormon had ordered the Indians with the horses and mules not to the side where the bushes stood, but to the opposite side. It seemed as if none of us were to go near this thicket. So I decided to seek it out secretly.




      The men were tired and soon wrapped themselves in their blankets to fall asleep. I did the same, but did not close my eyes. It was the first quarter of the moon, yet it had not yet risen. The stars, of which there were few tonight, cast an uncertain light in which one could not see clearly ten paces ahead.




      I watched the spot where Melton lay all alone, apart from us. It seemed as if he were asleep; but after about a quarter of an hour, I noticed a movement. He rolled out of his blanket and stood up. After standing there listening for a while, I thought he was going to leave; but that was not the case, for he came quietly toward me, knelt down when he was near me, crept up silently, and held his ear so close to my head that he must have heard my breathing. I breathed slowly, quietly, and regularly, like someone in a deep sleep. That satisfied him. He rose and walked away, heading toward the bushes.




      His behavior proved, first, that he did not trust me and feared my caution and vigilance; second, that he had something in mind that no one was supposed to know about. I had to find out; I jumped up as soon as he had gone far enough away that he could no longer hear me, and hurried toward the bushes to get there before him.




      Of course, I didn’t run after him directly, but instead took a detour that led me east of the bushes, while he approached them from the south. It also goes without saying that I didn’t dare go straight up to the bushes; I had to assume that someone was expecting him there. When I still had about forty or fifty steps to go to reach them, I lay down and crawled on my hands and knees until I was only half as far away from them.




      My movements had been so swift that I had gotten ahead of the Mormon despite the detour I had taken; for only now, as I lay waiting, did I hear his footsteps. He passed so close to me that I could clearly make him out, then stopped and clicked his tongue. Immediately the same sound rang out in reply from the bushes. Then a figure, whom I could not see clearly, stepped out of the bushes and asked in English:




      “Brother Melton, is that you?”




      “Yes,” he replied. “And you?”




      “All right! Come on over! Everything’s fine.”




      “Are you alone?”




      “No, the chief is here with me. From that you can see that I haven’t approached our matter from the wrong angle. Everything is going as it should.”




      “So your boy found you?”




      “Yes. Come into the bushes! We must be careful, since that man, Old Shatterhand, is with you—though I still can’t quite believe it.”




      “It’s him; I can swear to it, because—”




      I heard nothing more, for as he spoke these words he had stepped over to the other man, and then both disappeared among the bushes.




      What should I do? Eavesdrop? That’s easy to say, but it was difficult, indeed impossible to carry out, as I soon realized. The thicket was neither extensive nor dense, and the crescent moon had just appeared on the horizon. There were at most ten or twelve bushes standing close together, and I didn’t know behind which one I was to look for the men, of whom at least three were now together. I would have been visible even if I had been dressed in dark clothes. But since my outfit was a light color, it would have been downright foolish to try to sneak up on them. So I did the only thing I could do: I crawled back as far as I could until I could stand up, and then made my way back to the camp, where everyone was asleep and no one had noticed my absence. I wrapped myself in my blanket again and sorted through what I had seen and heard.




      Who was the man Melton had spoken to? The answer was not at all difficult to determine. Both had called each other “brother”; so he was also a Mormon, and this was all the more likely since he had used English rather than the Spanish commonly spoken here. Melton had then asked him, “whether his boy had met him.” By “his boy,” he certainly meant Weller, the cabin steward of our ship. When I overheard him talking with the Mormon in the deck tent, he had mentioned that his father had long since set out to join the Indians. And now an Indian chief was hiding in the bushes! Today’s meeting had certainly been arranged and set long ago. Young Weller had disembarked after we landed and, naturally much faster than we could have traveled, had sought out his father to inform him that the emigrants were on their way and that he should therefore now come to the agreed-upon meeting. Certainly, old Weller, Melton, and an Indian chief were now together; perhaps young Weller was there as well; indeed, it was very likely that other Indians were present besides the chief. I had therefore acted quite correctly in not exposing myself to the danger of being discovered, for this danger was all the greater the more people had gathered near the thicket.




      Now came the important question of which tribe the Indians belonged to. Anyone familiar with the conditions in Mexico, and above all in the province of Sonora, knows what a multitude of tribes can be found there. There are the Opata, Pima, Sobaipuri, Tarahumara, Cahuentscha, Papago, Yuma, Tepeguana, Cahita, Cora, Colatlan, Yagui, Upanguaima, and Guaima Indians, most of whom roam wild in Sonora and along the borders of that state. And these are only the most prominent tribes; I have not even mentioned those that are of no significance.




      I had not seen the chief, much less heard him speak, so I could not even guess to which people he belonged. And yet it would have been of great benefit to me to know this. Even more important than this question, however, was the one regarding the purpose of today’s gathering here. I could well imagine that it concerned the emigrants; but to guess anything more specific was impossible for me, although I strained all my powers of deduction and let even the smallest fact or observation pass before me, in order to subject it to thorough assessment and comparison.




      I found myself in an almost feverish state of agitation. I had to summon all my self-control to remain lying still, especially since it took over two full hours before the Mormon returned and went to rest. For my part, however, there was no rest; I could not sleep. A danger hung over us, though I could not say what kind it was or when it would strike. That robbed me of sleep. Hovering over us! Well, at first, perhaps only over the emigrant; but I had taken this matter upon myself, and so it was settled that I would regard it as my own and remain with those in danger until it was brought to a conclusion. As I have often said, I could simply have left, but that would have cost me my clear conscience and forced me to declare myself a coward.




      As a man of constant caution, I asked myself whether I was up to the danger—of which I was not allowed to speak to anyone and which I therefore had to face entirely alone. The courage was there; but what of the responsibility? If I were neutralized, those whom I wanted to help would be lost. It was therefore necessary, first and foremost, to be mindful of my own safety. Then I had to consider the fact that the Mormon had avoided the town of Ures, at least to prevent word from getting out there that a transport of emigrants was on its way to the Hazienda del Arroyo. If this had become known there, it was certain that he would have to answer for the subsequent fate of those whose leader he was. So I thought it would be wise to notify the local authorities. But who should do that? Me, of course. And when? As soon as possible—tomorrow morning. But since no one, least of all the Mormon, was to know about it beforehand, I had to slip away from our caravan in a way that wouldn’t arouse suspicion. How was I to go about that? Ask questions? Then I would have had to say where I was going. Slip away secretly? That would have aroused the very suspicion I wanted to avoid. As I pondered this, I thought of Hercules and his words that I would never be a good rider in my entire life. That was what enabled me to carry out my plan. My horse had to bolt with me.




      The intention of carrying out this plan had such a calming effect on me that I finally fell asleep and didn’t wake up until the others were already awake and getting ready to set out. – The Mormon was in a conspicuous hurry, and I guessed the reason for it. His tracks had sunk so deeply into the soft sand that one could follow them with the eye all the way to the bushes. Since he took me for Old Shatterhand—which I indeed was—he feared that I would focus my attention on these tracks and follow them. In that case, I would also have had to find the tracks of those with whom he had been negotiating during the night. To avoid this, he urged us to set out.




      And yet I shared his concern, for the imprints of my feet were just as clearly visible. He could not possibly ignore them. In any case, however, he believed they came from one of his allies, who had crept from the bushes toward our campsite without mentioning it later during the conversation.




      As I unharnessed my horse, I placed a few sharp grains of sand between the skin and the saddle and then tightened the girth sharply. After mounting, I stood in the stirrups and made myself as light as possible so that the horse did not yet feel any pain. But when I settled myself after a while, it felt the grains of sand and began to show signs of resistance. I made every apparent effort to calm it down, but to no avail. It wanted to throw me off, and I positioned myself as if it were costing me the greatest effort to stay in the saddle. The animal finally behaved so stubbornly that everyone, even the Mormon, took notice.




      “What’s wrong with the beast, anyway?” asked Hercules, who was riding beside me again.




      “How should I know? It wants to throw me off. That’s all there is to it.”




      “Then take the reins tight on the beast and give it the spurs so it learns some respect. It’s no wonder, of course, that it doesn’t want anything to do with you anymore. A horse that possesses character and honor wants a good rider. But you are—oh ho——hello——where are you off to?”




      I had followed his advice and given the horse a kick with my spurs. It reared up, first in front, then in back, then on all four legs at once, bucking to the right, to the left, yet without throwing me off. I did, with good intentions, let go of the reins, slid back, and lay down to wrap my arms around the animal’s neck, but of course I didn’t fall off. Everyone who saw it laughed, and this loud, resounding laughter excited my horse so much that he ran off at full speed with me, straight across the plain. That this frenzied gallop was heading in no other direction than south was my doing, but it seemed to be pure chance.




      When I looked back, I saw that some were following me, but soon turned back. Hercules rode after me longer. He was worried about me, but could not catch up with me. After ten minutes I could no longer see him and dismounted to remove the grains of sand and relieve the poor animal of its torment. Then I continued on, always southward, where I had to look for the city.




      Actually, two reasons led me there. First, I wanted to make the planned report to the local police about the emigrants, and second, I needed to get another suit. The one I was wearing was so thin and light that it was bound to fall to shreds under the strain I was about to face; its light color also bothered me, as it had been such a hindrance to me last night. I had bought it in Guaymas because there was no better one there for my build, and I wanted the Mormon to take me for a poor devil. But since he had seen through me, there was no reason why I shouldn’t also admit outwardly that I was not to be counted among the “vagrants.”




      Yesterday I had assumed that we had crossed the river a few miles above Ures; now it turned out that this estimate had been correct. Not even an hour had passed, yet the landscape took on a completely different appearance. It became more and more lively the further I went; estates appeared; the horse found well-trodden paths beneath its hooves; then I rode along between gardens and finally arrived in the town, which made a significantly better impression on me than I seemed to make on the inhabitants I encountered, for I saw the by no means respectful glances they cast at me. I asked one of them for directions to the Casa de Ayuntamiento; when I reached it, I dismounted, tied up the horse, went inside, and asked a policeman loitering there for the Alcaide del distrito. The man directed me to the courtyard, where I saw a door whose inscription told me that behind it lay the office of this highest official of the district. When I knocked, I heard a voice answering from inside and stepped in, immediately making a very, very deep bow, for I found myself facing not a gentleman, but a lady.




      Here, too, there was not the slightest trace of anything the German associates with an office or a bureau. There were four empty, whitewashed walls. Four posts painted white, red, and green—the national colors—had been driven into the hard-packed floor, from which two hammocks hung. In the front hammock lay a very young lady, smoking cigarettes and dressed, not too fussily, in a not-too-white morning gown. Her hair, still unkempt, had probably been in the same state yesterday and the day before. Above her sat a parrot, chained to a chain, which greeted me with an angry squawk. Only later did I notice that the second, rear hammock was not empty. So I bowed deeply and then asked in the most polite tone whether I might speak with the Alcaide de distrito. The lady eyed me sharply, then held out her hand toward me as if I were air, and turned her little head away without giving me an answer. Instead, the parrot ruffled its feathers, opened its crooked beak, and screeched at me:




      »You're a thief!«




      This greeting translates to: “You are a scoundrel!” The lady caressed the bird in response to this witty exclamation, and I repeated my question in the same polite manner.




      »You’re a thief!« screamed the parrot, while the lady remained silent.




      I repeated my question once more.




      »You are a thief, thief, thief!« railed the feathered slanderer, and the lady now took the trouble to beckon with her hand toward the door, in order to intimate to me, in this expressive manner, that she wished to be rid of me—she and her parrot alike.




      So I opened the door, but without leaving, looked out, and saw the policeman who had directed me here. Since he was looking the other way, I put my finger in my mouth and whistled as shrill as I could. The parrot whistled along; the lady screeched, just like a parrot, and the policeman turned toward me. I beckoned him over and asked, when he had approached:




      “Is this really the office of the Alcaide del distrito?”




      “Yes, señor,” he replied.




      “Where is he, then?”




      “Well, right there in the office!”




      “I don’t see him, and the señora won’t answer me!”




      “That’s not my fault; there’s nothing I can do about it.”




      He turned away and walked off. So I turned back to the lady and repeated my question, but this time not in a polite tone. Then she sat up straight, glared at me with her dark eyes, and replied:




      “Get out, right now, or I’ll have you locked up! What are you wearing? It’s obvious you can’t pay for the service!”




      The parrot flapped both wings, pecked at me with its beak, and screamed, “Eres ratero, eres ratero!” But I coolly pulled my purse from my pocket, took out a few gold pieces, and began, without saying a word, to count them from one hand to the other. Immediately the parrot imitated the sound of the gold with a truly deceptive voice, and the lady turned toward the other hammock to say in the sweetest flute-like tones:




      “Rise, my dear! There is a caballero here who must speak with you at once. I will roll him a cigarette.”




      Attached beneath the parrot’s perch was a small box containing tobacco and cigarette paper. She took one of these papers into her mouth to moisten it with saliva, placed a pinch of tobacco on it, and rolled both into a caterpillar shape with her dainty fingers; she lit this caterpillar on her cigarette butt and then handed it to me with a heart-winning smile.




      Hmm! The moistening! Those little fingers, whose mottled color made it unclear whether they were in gloves or had some other covering! And then the place where the tobacco was kept—right under the parrot! In short, I accepted the cigarette with a deep bow, but refrained from bringing it to my mouth.




      Meanwhile, a movement had made itself felt in the background, prompting me to turn my attention in that direction. The second hammock began to sway, and from it emerged—I say with the fullest intention, emerged—a long, endlessly long, and terrifyingly gaunt figure, which approached me with slow, inaudible, ghostly steps, stopped in front of me, and asked me in a hollow ventriloquist’s voice:




      “How many sporteln are you willing to pay, señor!”




      “I’ll pay according to the value of the answers I receive,” I replied.




      The eternally tall man turned to his young wife and said, with a hideous grimace that was presumably meant to be a friendly smile:




      “Do you hear that, my little dove? He pays by value. But since everything I say is of great value to everyone, I ask you to roll the señor another cigarette.”




      She complied with this request with obvious pleasure, and when I then held in my hand two tobacco worms that she had lit but which I had extinguished again between my fingers, her noble husband urged me:




      “Now, Sennor, feel free to present your wishes to me with confidence! You stand before the best of your friends.”




      Even the parrot let out such tender and gentle sobs and coos that I felt quite blissful. In any case, I found myself in the presence of the two best and noblest of men and the most affectionate of parrots, and so I inquired with the most devoted candor:




      “Is the name Timoteo Pruchillo perhaps familiar to you, señor?”




      “No. Not to you either, my little dove?”




      “No,” replied the little dove.




      “I am looking for a Hazienda del Arroyo, which seems to be not very far from Ures. Perhaps you can provide me with some information?”




      “No. Not you either, my little dove?”




      “No,” echoed the little dove.




      “Timoteo Pruchillo has brought in German immigrants to work on his hacienda. Who is there to protect these people if he doesn’t mean well by them?”




      “Not me, Señor.”




      “But who else, then?” I asked.




      “Germany, with its embassies or consulates.”




      “Is there a consulate here?”




      “No.”




      “But if these people find themselves in need or even in danger, surely there must be someone here to look after them!”




      “No, there’s no one here.”




      “But, señor, even assuming that these people are defenseless and without legal protection because there is no representative of their homeland in this district, surely one would expect that if a Mexican were to treat them dishonestly or even worse, he would be held accountable by the local authorities?”




      “No, señor. What happens to foreigners is none of my business.”




      “Now, if a resident of your district were to kill a German, what would you do, Señor?”




      “Nothing, absolutely nothing. My subjects cause me so much trouble that I cannot concern myself with people from foreign countries. We cannot possibly deal with foreign persons, affairs, circumstances, or matters. You must not expect that of us. Is there anything else you wish, Señor?”




      “No, your answers so far have spared me any further questions.”




      “Then I shall dismiss you as soon as you have acknowledged the value of my information.”




      “Yes, acknowledged,” the Sennora agreed in an enchanting tone, to which the parrot let out the most delightful, soft chirping and singing.




      “I will explain this value to you in the most conscientious manner,” I replied. “Since you have answered only with ‘No,’ your answers are, unfortunately, of no value to me whatsoever.”




      “What? Are you saying you don’t want to pay anything?”




      “Indeed.”




      He took two steps back, eyed me angrily, and threatened:




      “I can force you, señor!”




      “No! I, too, am a German. I have only foreign currency on me, and since, according to your own words, I must not expect you to concern yourself with foreign affairs, persons, circumstances, and things—and since my money certainly belongs to those foreign matters—I cannot possibly offend your domestic self-respect by offering you a foreign coin.”




      The Sennora tossed her cigarette aside and ground her lips against her teeth. The parrot raised its wings and opened its beak wide. The Sennor took another step back and asked in a furious tone:




      “So only foreign money?”




      “Yes. The only local items I can offer you are these two cigarettes, which I am now placing in the tobacco box.”




      I tossed the cigarettes into the tobacco, while the parrot pecked at my hand with its beak.




      “So you don’t want to pay anything, not a thing?” asked the señor.




      “No.”




      I reached for my rifles, which I had leaned against the wall, to make a quick getaway.




      “A miser, a man of his word!” thundered the eternally tall man in his ventriloquist voice.




      “A foreigner, a nobody, a vagabond!” the Donna screeched angrily after me.




      “Eres ratero, eres ratero, ratero—you’re a scoundrel, you’re a scoundrel, a scoundrel!” I heard the parrot scream as I hurried across the courtyard to get out onto the street. There, waiting for me, stood the policeman, holding out his hand and saying:




      “A tip for the information I’ve given you! My salary is so meager, and I have a wife and four children to feed!”




      “I can’t help that; there’s nothing to be done,” I replied, using his own words, untied my horse, mounted, and rode off. Had I been in even slightly better spirits, he would at least have received something.




      The hope I had placed in reporting the matter to the local authorities had been in vain. In such circumstances—which are likely different these days—it is best to always act according to the principle “You’ve got to help yourself.” So away with relying on strangers and on outside help! –




      Once I had gotten far enough away from City Hall, I stopped at a “hotel” to eat and drink something, have the horse watered and fed, and ask about a clothing store. There was one nearby, and there I found, albeit at a sinfully high price, what I was looking for: a fine Mexican suit that fit me like a glove, but which left my purse almost completely empty. Concern for the immediate future prompted me to stock up extensively on shooting supplies, and once I had done so, my cash had run so low that, despite shaking my pocket and purse as hard as I could, I could no longer hear a single coin jingling. But that was no cause for concern, since I was now likely to find myself in circumstances and regions where the possession of money would have been not only superfluous but even dangerous. In those parts and circumstances, a reliable rifle in one’s hand was better then—and is likely still so today under certain circumstances—than a full purse in one’s pocket. So I rode out of town in good spirits, my new suit strapped to my back and wrapped in a blanket, my small hope dashed, yet enriched by an important experience.




      I had, in fact, inquired at the inn about the Hacienda del Arroyo and learned that it lay a full day’s ride to the east, nestled among wooded mountains beside a stream that fed a small lake. The area and the route to it had been described to me so precisely that I could not possibly go astray. At the same time, I had learned more about the circumstances and the character of the owner.




      Señor Timoteo Pruchillo was an honest man; he had once been among the wealthiest people in the province, but had suffered greatly from the recurring political uprisings and Indian raids, so that he was now considered merely fairly well-off. Of several large estates, only one remained to him: the Hacienda del Arroyo. He also owned a mercury mine, the location of which I had not been able to ascertain; all that was known was that it lay far, far beyond the hacienda in an extremely barren region and had once yielded rich returns, but had subsequently been abandoned due to a lack of workers and the roaming of savage Indians.




      There is nothing to say about the route I took today. I was alone and passed through a completely uninteresting area. I spent the night in a valley enclosed by barren heights, but whose floor bore enough grass for my horse to eat its fill. While I had not encountered a single person on the way from Ures to here, I had an encounter the following morning—one that was, under the circumstances, very significant, an encounter in which, unfortunately, blood was to be shed.




      I rode through a long, narrow valley that wound its way upward into the mountains. These lay bare and treeless before the higher range, where I was to seek out the hacienda. They were rocky and possessed such peculiar, rugged forms that here and there I was reminded of the distant Badlands. Only rarely was a stunted tree or shrub to be seen, jutting out of a crevice where the moisture provided just enough for it to thrive sparingly. I thought of my experiences in those Badlands, of the battles with the Sioux, with whom I had often clashed there; I imagined I could hear their shrill war cries and the voices of their rifles. Then—was that just my memory playing tricks on me, or was it reality: a shot had been fired. I reined in my horse and listened. It was reality, for now a second and a third shot rang out, ahead of me in the valley, beyond the next bend in the road.




      I urged my horse on, but when I reached the bend, I was not so careless as to round it. I wanted to know first who I was dealing with. So I dismounted, left the horse standing, and walked to the corner of the rock to look over to the other side. When I had taken off my hat—whose wide brim could easily give me away—and then stretched the upper part of my head forward to eye level, I saw that beyond the rock the valley widened, incorporating a side ravine that flowed into it at a right angle. Down below, in the middle of the main valley floor, stood two men looking up at the rock that formed the corner where the main and side valleys met. One was a white man and the other an Indian. Both held their rifles in their hands. They were now raising them, aiming upward, and pulling the triggers; the shots rang out in rapid succession.




      What—or perhaps even whom—were the two men shooting at? There were three horses standing near them. So there were three of them. Where was the third? I leaned my head further forward and now saw, down below, right at the corner of the rock, three more horses lying there, which appeared to be dead, for they did not move. Above them, perhaps thirty fathoms high, in a spot that only a skilled climber could reach, three people crouched behind a rocky ledge that offered them shelter from the bullets fired at them. These three were a woman and two boys. Perhaps the term “young men” would be more accurate; I could not make out their features clearly. They were armed not with rifles, but only with bows, and would occasionally send an arrow down toward their attackers, though it always fell short.




      Men against boys, against an unarmed woman! Ugh! What kind of men could they be! Nothing but dishonorable people! I was instantly determined to come to the boys’ aid, for it was clear that their lives were being targeted. To do so with as little danger to myself as possible, I had to take the two attackers by surprise, had to catch them off guard at the very moment they had fired their rifles. So I went back to my horse and mounted it. After I had drawn both my rifles from their cases, I slung the bear rifle over my back, took the Henry carbine in my hand, and loosened the two revolvers in my belt. Now I waited. A shot rang out, followed immediately by a second, and just then my horse flew out from behind the rock and charged toward the two of them. They saw me coming and stood motionless, so surprised were they by this unexpected appearance of a person they had not at all expected to see here and now.




      The white man was of medium height and build, wore a light suit in the style common in this country, and had very sharp, distinctive features that, once seen, one could hardly forget. A pistol and a knife stuck in his belt, and in his right hand he held the single-barreled shotgun he had just fired.




      The red-haired man was dressed similarly, but he wore his head uncovered, with the chieftain’s feather in his long, limp hair. Only the handle of a knife protruded from his belt; his rifle was also single-barreled and had just been fired.




      “Good morning, señores!” I greeted them, reining in my horse before them and holding the carbine in my right hand. “What kind of hunt are you on here? Just animals?”




      They did not answer. I pretended that I had only just noticed the dead horses and continued:




      “Ah! Are you shooting at horses? And the horses are saddled! So you’re after the riders? Where are they?”




      The red-haired man reached into his bullet pouch to reload. The white-haired man did the same and replied:




      “What’s it to you? Get out of here! You have no business meddling in our affairs!”




      “No? Really not? That is a view that is still open to debate. Anyone who, going about his honest business, encounters men shooting at boys and women, surely has a right to ask the reason for such behavior.”




      “But what answer will he get?”




      “The one he demands, provided he is the sort of man to back up his question.”




      “And do you consider yourself such a man?” asked the white man in a mocking tone, while the red man cold-bloodedly wrapped a bandage around his bullet and then rammed it into the barrel.




      “Indeed,” I replied.




      “Don’t let them laugh at you; instead, get out of here as fast as you can, or our bullets will show you—”




      “Your bullets, scoundrel?” I interrupted him, pointing the barrel at his chest. “Feel mine first! Do you know how many bullets fit in a Henry rifle? Drop your guns immediately, or my metal will pierce your heads!”




      “Hen-ry-stutzen!” the white man uttered in separate syllables, staring at me with wide-open eyes and letting his rifle slip from his hand.




      How was it that this single word, “Henry rifle,” struck such terror into him? The Indian was far from feeling such dread. He assessed the situation with a cool head. My barrel was not aimed at his chest, but at the white man’s; yet he dared not fully load his rifle. But there was a way to quickly neutralize me. The red man intended to carry it out; I saw it in his eyes and was prepared for it. For with a lightning-fast movement, he snatched the pistol from the white man’s belt and aimed it at me. But just as quickly, I had aimed my barrel at his hand, and before he could pull the pistol’s trigger with his thumb, my shot rang out, and the bullet struck his hand. He stood frozen for a moment, looked at his bleeding hand, from which the pistol had fallen, then at me, and then called out to the white man:




      “Tave-schala!”




      After these two words, without looking at his rifle and the pistol, both of which lay on the ground, he leaped toward the horses, jumped onto one of them, and galloped away.




      “Tave-schala!” repeated the white man, who had stood motionless until that moment. Then he added in English: “Damn it all, where were my eyes! The chief is right!”




      In an instant he was at the second horse, in the saddle, and chasing after the Red Man, leaving his rifle behind as well. It didn’t occur to me to hold him or the other man back. What did those two words, “Tave-schala,” mean? They belonged to a language I didn’t know.




      As the two galloped away, a three-part cheer rang out from the rock below. The woman and the two boys had seen what had happened; they saw themselves saved and expressed their joy through these sounds. They shouted and cheered too soon—I could see that from below at that very moment, while they, from up there where they stood, could not see it.




      For a head appeared above them at the very top of the cliff, on its edge, looking down at them; then a rifle came into view, first its double barrel, and then the arms holding it. The man who was up there intended to aim at them, to shoot them. They were in the greatest, most immediate danger of death. The words they had shouted down to me in jubilation belonged to the language of the Mimbrenjos, which I was quite familiar with, since the Apache chief Winnetou had been my teacher in it. So I called up to them:




      “To sa arkonda; nina akhlai to-sikis-ta—press yourselves against the rock face; there is an enemy above you!”




      They obeyed my call immediately and retreated so close to the rock that I could no longer see them from down here. The man up there seemed unable to see them with his eyes either; but he did not give up his intention; instead, he merely disappeared for a moment and reappeared at another spot, which jutted out like a pulpit and from which, it seemed to me, he was able to see them after all and hit them with his bullets. Three lives were at stake. This could not be done if I spared this one man. It was a difficult shot up to that height. The rifle did not have enough range. And if my first bullet missed, the man would have time to carry out his plan. My horse would not stand still. So I leaped from the saddle, threw the carbine aside, and raised the bear gun. Just as I raised its barrel, the man aimed his downward. A brief but steady aim—I pulled the trigger. The shot rang out and echoed off the valley walls. The old, heavy rifle had a real thunderous voice here. The man’s body lay up on the rocky height; I had been able to see only his head and his forearms, and even those not clearly, due to the great distance. It seemed to me as if his head jerked to the side after my shot, but he did not pull back, and his arms kept the rifle pointed downward. So I sent a second bullet up. The man still did not disappear—but he did not shoot either. So I quickly reloaded. As I did, I saw that my three charges had stepped forward again, and one of the boys called out to me:




      “Don’t shoot anymore; he’s dead. We’re coming down to you.”




      It happens that after a battle, the bodies of soldiers are found in exactly the same position in which they were struck by the bullets. Could this momentary paralysis have occurred here as well? I saw the three of them climbing down, walked toward them, and met them at the foot of the cliff. The woman was a young squaw, and by Native American standards, very beautiful. I estimated the boys to be fifteen and seventeen years old, respectively. Their clothing showed that they had been on the road for some time. I shook hands with all three and asked the eldest—since it is the custom among the Indians to address a boy rather than a woman on such occasions—




      “Did you know your enemies?”




      “Not the paleface, but the two red men. The old man was Vete-Ya , the chief of the Yuma, and the other was Gaty-ya , his son.”




      Since, despite their youth, I did not wish to be so rude as to ask them—who perhaps did not even have names yet—about their circumstances, I first inquired:




      “I know neither the big mouth nor the little mouth, and have never heard of them. What reason did these red men have for wanting to kill you?”




      “Many moons ago, they came to raid and rob our tribe, even though we lived in peace with theirs. We found out in time and defeated the Yuma. In the process, the chief was taken prisoner. Nalgu Mokaschi , whose sons we are, challenged him to a duel of honor and defeated him in it. Instead of killing him afterward, he let him go. That is a great disgrace, because it is a sign of contempt, which you probably don’t know, since you are a paleface.”




      “I know it, for I am very familiar with the customs and habits of the red men. I have spent many summers and winters among the bravest tribes, and have also smoked the peace pipe with the mighty buffalo, your father.”




      “Then you cannot be an ordinary paleface and must have a great name, for our father is a brave warrior and only drinks the calumet with famous men.”




      “You shall learn my name. Now, first tell me how you came to meet the two Yumas and the white man here!”




      “This squaw is our Schilla . When she was still a girl, a chief of the Opata came to ask for her hand in marriage. Her father allowed her to go with him. We both longed for her and set out to visit her. We stayed with the Opata for two moons, and when we left, she accompanied us to see her father.”




      “That was reckless!”




      “Forgive me! We live in peace with all the tribes; a band of Opata accompanied us a great distance, and when they left us, we and they were convinced that there was no longer any danger to be feared. The Yuma live far from here, and we could not have guessed that their chief was in this area. Every honest warrior passes by squaws and boys. But Big Mouth recognized us and fired at us. We are not yet warriors and have no names. We had only arrows with us and could not defend ourselves. That is why we quickly jumped off our horses and fled to the rock. We were able to hide behind it, and if the enemies had dared to climb up after us, we would have killed them with our arrows. Still, we would have been lost if you hadn’t saved us; for when Big Mouth saw that we were safe from their bullets, he sent Little Mouth, his son, to climb even higher than us by a roundabout route and shoot us from above!”




      “And did the white man shoot too?”




      “Yes, even though we didn’t know him and had never done him any harm. He even gave the Little Mouth his rifle because it had two barrels and we could be killed more easily and quickly with it. He’ll have to die for that as soon as I meet him; I’ve looked closely at his face.”




      As he spoke these words, he drew his knife and made a motion with it as if he were piercing someone’s heart. I saw that the boy was serious about this threat. At the same time, I thought of the two words the big-mouthed man had shouted when my bullet struck his hand. So I asked:




      “Are you perhaps familiar with the Yuma language?”




      “We know many words from it.”




      “Then perhaps you can tell me what the words Tave-schala mean?”




      “I know that very well. They mean ‘the shattering hand.’ That is the name of a great white hunter who is a friend of the famous Apache chief Winnetou. The palefaces call him Old Shatterhand, and our father once fought alongside him against the Comanches and drank the calumet of peace and eternal friendship with him. Where did you hear those two words?”




      “The big-mouthed man shouted them out when I shattered his hand with my bullet earlier.”




      “Then you acted just as Old Shatterhand is wont to do. He never kills an enemy whom he can render harmless by wounding. His bullets never miss. He fires them either from a Schosch-sesteh , which only a very strong man can handle, or from a short rifle that holds so many bullets that he can shoot endlessly with it—"




      He paused mid-sentence, looked me up and down, and then, turning to his brothers and sisters, exclaimed:




      “Uff! My eyes have been blind! This white warrior struck our enemy from such a great distance. Behold the heavy rifle in his hand! There, where he stood a moment ago, lies his second rifle, with which he shattered the hand of the Great Mouth. This chief has named him Tave-schala. My younger brother and my older sister, step back in reverence, for we stand before the great white warrior, of whom our father—who is, after all, a great hero—has said that he cannot be compared to him!”




      That was an Indian saying, an exaggeration, which the boy, however, meant sincerely. The three stepped back and bowed deeply before me; but I once again extended my hand to them and said:




      “Yes, I am the one they call Old Shatterhand. You are the children of my brave and famous friend, and my heart is glad that I arrived in time to drive your mortal enemy from here. His right hand is shattered, and he will never again be able to wield the tomahawk of war with it. You shall have a memento of the day on which you saw him ride away as a cowardly fugitive. Come with me to the horses!”




      They followed me to the spot where my horse stood, with the little chief’s horse still nearby. There lay my Henry rifle, which I had thrown away, and there also lay the two single-barreled rifles and the pistol. I saw that my rifle bullet had first penetrated the grip of the latter and then into the Red Man’s fist, thus weakly; as a result, it had inflicted a much worse wound than if it had pierced the hand cleanly and smoothly. The two single-barreled guns had belonged to the Indians. The white man had given his double-barreled gun to Little Mouth only for a short time for the purpose already mentioned and had kept the single-barreled shotgun in exchange. The spoils naturally belonged to me. I gave each of the boys one of the shotguns and the pistol to the older one as well. They were certainly delighted by this, for an Indian boy does not usually receive a firearm, but they accepted them in silence, since a Red must know how to control not only pain but also joy.




      The Little Mouth’s horse was a fine animal; I gave it to the young squaw, who did not need to turn the saddle around, since Indian women ride side-saddle just like the men.




      Now we went to the three shot horses, which, as already mentioned, lay near the rock. The attackers had not dared to come to this spot, since they would have been hit by the boys’ arrows here. For this reason, nothing was missing from what the horses had been carrying. They were gifts for the boys from her brother-in-law, as well as items the squaw had brought for her father. The objects, along with the saddles and bridles, had to be taken.




      Now I wanted to go up to the top of the cliff to look for the small opening. The boys asked me if they could come along; the squaw stayed down in the valley as a lookout. We easily found the tracks of the chief’s son—that is, the path he had taken. When we reached the top, a gruesomely fascinating sight met our eyes. The dead man lay stretched out on his stomach; his head jutted out over the edge of the rock; both his arms hung down over it to the elbows, and his hands held the double-barreled rifle so tightly that it could not have fallen down. I leaned forward to secure the rifle first, and then pulled the body back from the edge of the rock.




      “Phew, phew!” cried the two boys, pointing to the head of the man who had been shot. Both of my bullets had gone through the man’s head—a stroke of luck that could not have been more favorable given the height and distance, but which was later trumpeted at every campfire as one of my miracles.




      The boys were allowed to keep whatever the dead man was carrying. We left the body where it lay. Then we climbed back down. Neither of us had any reason to linger in this area any longer, especially since it was to be expected that the two fugitives would return to search for the little mouth.




      The big-mouthed man had most likely assumed that his son would see me from above and quickly get himself to safety. In any case, he was waiting for him somewhere. If the son didn’t come, the father would return, find the body, and I could then prepare myself for having a relentless mortal enemy on my tail.




      Of course, I would have loved to know who Big Mouth’s white companion was. The double-barreled shotgun had belonged to this man. So I examined it closely and found two letters—an R and a W—carved into the lower part of the stock. R was likely the first letter of his first name, and W that of his last name. I immediately thought of the name Weller. Weller was, after all, the name of the cabin attendant’s father. This man had been at the Mormon Melton’s the night before last with an Indian chief. That all fit together perfectly! There was no doubt about it: Big Mouth was that chief, and the white man I had just driven off with him was the stranger from the night before last who had addressed the Mormon as “brother.” In any case, the man with the small mouth had been there too. That I had run into them here today came as no surprise to me, for the valley lay in the direction of the Hacienda del Arroyo, which was indeed the target of the ambush that had been planned the night before last. If my thoughts were correct, it followed that a band of Yumas was nearby, who would seek out the two fugitives and bring them back. It was therefore necessary to leave the valley without further delay in order to reach the hacienda as soon as possible.




      The latter was not actually exactly in the direction the three red siblings were supposed to take; however, they readily agreed to this detour, as they hoped to find replacements there for the two horses now missing. The squaw mounted the horse I had captured and given her, and I mounted mine. The boys had to walk. I would gladly have given them my horse and walked myself, if that had been compatible with “Old Shatterhand’s” dignity. Nor would it have occurred to them in a dream to accept such an offer. Besides, the two horses were quite heavily laden, since they had to carry not only us but also the items mentioned above.




      I rode ahead; the three followed me at a distance. It would not have been unpleasant for me to converse with them; but a warrior of my sort could not possibly chat with a squaw and two boys! The entire Mimbrenjo Apache tribe, to which they belonged, would have raised hell over it.




      When I had been told in Ures that it was a good day’s journey from there to the hacienda, the intention had likely been to spare me any worry. Noon came and passed, and it was not until the afternoon that I saw the forested mountains ahead of me that had been described to me. The coolness that reigned beneath the trees did us an infinite amount of good after the scorching heat in which we had literally been stewing since that morning. The description of the route, which I followed, did not let me down for a moment, except that the time had been estimated far too short. We reached the small lake into which the Arroyo flowed two hours before evening. There I saw once again what Indians are capable of enduring. The two boys had not fallen behind me even once, and nothing suggested that they were exhausted by the long hike. I would have liked to stop by the stream for a cool drink, had I not felt ashamed before them, for they seemed to have no eye for the glistening waves and no ear for their lovely murmur.




      The lake lay at the lower end of a densely forested valley, which widened considerably further up, so that it took a good half-hour to walk from one side to the other. Framed on both sides by the forest, it formed a lush green meadow, whose carpet of grass and flowers was often interrupted by flowering shrubs. Numerous cattle and horses grazed here, watched over by herdsmen on horseback and on foot, yet one could see at a glance that there were not enough of these people. They came over to greet us warmly, and I learned from them that Melton and his caravan of workers had not yet arrived. My early arrival was, incidentally, no surprise, since the Mormons’ march could only be a slow one due to the heavy wagons.




      Further up, the pastures gave way to fields. I saw cotton and sugarcane growing in long, wide rows. In between were indigo, coffee, corn, and wheat, but all in a state that made it clear there was a shortage of labor. Then came a large garden in which all the fruit trees of Europe and America were represented, but they looked very overgrown, so much so that it was almost painful to behold. And when we had passed this garden, we finally saw the buildings of the hacienda lying before us.




      The larger haciendas and estancias in those regions are usually built like fortresses or forts due to the insecurity of the local conditions. Where there are enough stones, the dwellings are surrounded by a wall that potential attackers cannot scale. If this material is not available, thick and dense fences of cacti and other prickly plants are erected, which are allowed to grow as high as possible and are generally considered sufficient for their purpose. An intelligent attacker, however, would by no means regard such a fence as an insurmountable obstacle.




      The Hacienda del Arroyo was situated in the mountains; there were therefore so many stones available that I actually used an incorrect expression when I said we had seen the buildings of the hacienda lying before us. In reality, we saw only the flat roof of the main building, while everything else lay hidden behind a wall that was at least 5 meters high. It enclosed a large, regular quadrangle whose sides lay exactly in the four cardinal directions. The stream flowed through this quadrangle in such a way that it entered under the northern wall and left the hacienda under the southern one. As I later saw, the main building, consisting of a ground floor and one story, stood fairly in the center right next to the stream, over which a bridge led to the west, where the large gate in the wall was located. In addition, there were smaller cottages within the wall where the current servants lived and where the expected workers were to be housed, a low, elongated storehouse for storing field and garden produce, and several open sheds consisting only of wooden pillars and roofs resting upon them, under which the endangered animals were to be sheltered within the walls in the event of an attack. The large gate was made of very sturdy wood and was reinforced with sheet iron on both the inside and outside.




      Since we were coming from the south, we had to turn around the southwest corner of the walled square and ride along the western side until we reached the gate. Its two wings stood open, so that nothing prevented us from entering the courtyard. Despite the buildings standing there, the courtyard gave the impression of solitude, of emptiness. There simply weren’t as many people on the hacienda as were actually needed. We didn’t see a single soul.




      We dismounted. I handed my horse to one of the Indian boys to hold and turned toward the bridge to go into the manor house. Just as I crossed the bridge, the front door opened and a man appeared in the doorway; his puffy, smallpox-scarred face did not make a pleasant impression on me. I have no prejudice against smallpox scars; they do not adorn the face, that is true, but even the best person may have suffered from smallpox. Here, however, the scars were the final note in a polyphonic dissonance. The face would have been repulsive even without them. The man looked down at me and called out:




      “Stop right there! Only caballeros are allowed across the bridge. What are you doing here?”




      I kept walking despite these words. Once I had crossed the bridge and was standing before him, I replied:




      “Is Señor Timoteo Pruchillo at home?”




      “Señor! He is called Don. You’d better remember that. I hold the title of Señor. I am, in fact, Señor Adolfo, the majordomo of this hacienda. Everything is under my command.”




      “Even the hacienda owner?”




      He didn’t know right away how to answer, shot me a look meant to be withering, and said:




      “I am his right hand, the extension of his thoughts, and the embodiment of his wishes. So he is Don and I am Señor. Understood?”




      I confess that I felt a great urge to be rude; but consideration for the circumstances and my old good nature prompted me to speak in the most polite tone:




      “As you command, Señor. Would you be so kind as to tell me whether Don Timoteo is at home?”




      “He’s here!”




      “And is he available to speak?”




      “No; not for people like that. If you have a request, I am the only man to whom you must present it. So tell me at last what you want.”




      “I ask for shelter for tonight for myself and the three Indian siblings with whom I have come.”




      “Shelter? And food and drink as well? That’s the last thing we need! Out there, beyond the hacienda’s boundaries, there’s plenty of room for such riffraff; get out of here at once—and not just out of these walls, but across our border as well! I will order a herdsman to follow you and shoot you on the spot if you make any move to stay within our property tonight!”




      “That’s harsh, Señor! Consider that night will fall in a few minutes and then we—”




      “Silence!” he interrupted me. “You may be white, but one can see at a glance what sort of person you are. And now the Reds, too! Our hacienda is no shelter for bands of robbers!”




      “All right, I’ll go, Señor. I didn’t even know I had such a scoundrel’s face, and Señor Melton, who promised me the position of Tenedor de libros on this hacienda, surely didn’t think this job would be so dangerous for you.”




      I turned around and walked slowly back across the bridge. Then he called after me:




      “ Señor Melton? Tenedor de libros! For heaven’s sake, where are you going? Stay here! Come—come!”




      And when I did not comply with this request but kept walking, he ran after me, grabbed my arm, held me fast, and assured me:




      “If Señor Melton sent you, I cannot let you go. You must admit that your attire does not inspire confidence, and if you would only look closely at yourself in the mirror, you would certainly see that your face is very different from that of an honest man; yet clothes are not always decisive, and it may well happen that a man with a thief’s face has not yet stolen anything. And if we add to this the fact that you have been sent by Señor Melton, it may yet turn out that you are a person from whom one need not be wary. So stay, stay!”




      What was I to make of this butler? Was he mad? Did he, as they say, have a screw loose? I was reluctant to believe this. The expression on his face was so sly, and the look in his small eyes so treacherously cunning, that it could not merely be a minor, harmless eccentricity. Nevertheless, I made no comment on the fact that he had addressed me informally and that every one of his remarks must have been an insult to me, and asked as politely as before:




      “Does your invitation extend to my companions as well?”


    


  




  “I can’t answer that question yet, since I need to check with Don Timoteo first.”




  “I don’t think that’s necessary, since, according to your own words, you are the only one to whom one should turn in this matter!”




  “Yes, if it’s a matter of rejection, and I have indeed rejected you. But since I’ve asked you to stay, and you’re demanding that we keep the Reds here as well, I must speak with Don Timoteo first. Wait here! I’ll let you know shortly.”




  Since I had gone back with him, we were now standing in front of the door. He wanted to go in, and I was supposed to wait for him outside. So I shook my head and replied:




  “I do not belong to a social class whose members are left loitering outside the doors. I am going in with you, and you will even let me go ahead of you.”




  With these words, I strode through the door, and he followed behind without saying a word. When I then looked back at him, I saw that anger was battling with astonishment on his face. He gestured toward a door and disappeared behind it, while I remained standing in front of it. After a short while, he came out and gestured for me to enter.




  The hallway of the house was low-ceilinged but wide. The doors I saw on either side of it were made of planed boards joined together and unpainted—simple stable doors by our standards. The room in which I now found myself displayed exactly the same simplicity. It had two very small windows with dirty, half-blinded panes, the only glass panes in the house. Against one wall stood a varnished table. Three rough chairs, which certainly had not been assembled by a cabinetmaker, kept it company. In one corner hung a hammock. Three of the whitewashed walls were completely bare; on the fourth hung various weapons. Far less unassuming was the appearance of the man who rose from one of the chairs upon my entry to regard me with a look that was half astonished and half curious. He was so elegantly dressed that he need only mount a horse to be admired on one of the famous promenades of the capital, Mexico City.




  His suit was made of dark velvet and trimmed along all seams with gold braid and cords. His belt was composed entirely of wide silver rings and held a knife and two Mexican pistols, whose grips displayed expensive inlaid work. The wide-brimmed hat lying on the table was made of the finest Carludovica palmata leaves and woven with such artistry that it had surely cost no less than five hundred marks, and the two spurs on the hacienda owner’s feet bore wheels that had been cut from North American twenty-dollar gold coins.




  Faced with such an elegant figure, I must have looked like a vagabond. That is why I was not at all surprised when the hacienda owner stroked his jet-black full beard with his well-manicured hand, furrowed his brow, and then, speaking not to me but to himself in a tone of astonishment, said:




  “They told me a Tenedor de libros was coming, and who walks in here? A man who—”




  “Who is quite capable of filling the position of a Tenedor de libros, Don Timoteo,” I interrupted him.




  His bloated “Señor Adolfo” out there could have been rude without offending me; but I could not tolerate any discourtesy from the owner himself. That is why I cut him off with these emphatically stressed words. He threw his head back in mock alarm, looked me over once more, and then said with a smile of amusement:




  “Ah, one is sensitive. Who and what is ‘one’ anyway?”




  He addressed me with the indefinite pronoun “one.” Should I take offense at that? He didn’t look like a money-grubber, but rather like a jovial, well-to-do caballero inclined to pass the time a little with an ordinary person.




  “One is many things of which you have no idea, Don Timoteo,” I replied with exactly the same smile he had shown me, “and one can become such a significant and important man to you that you have every reason to consider yourself fortunate that one has come to you.”




  “Cielo!” he laughed loudly. “Have you come to tell me that I have been proclaimed ruler of all of Mexico?”




  “Quite the opposite. I have come to tell you that, in a short time, you will most likely no longer be the ruler of your little hacienda.”




  “Fine!” he laughed still, sitting down again and pointing to the second chair. “Take a seat! On what grounds do my few subjects wish to dethrone me?”




  “We’ll get to that later. First, read this!”




  I handed him the identification card from my wallet, which I had had issued by the Mexican consul in San Francisco. When he had read it and handed it back to me, the humorous expression on his face had vanished.




  “I must assume, of course, that you are the rightful owner of this ID?” he asked.




  “Of course! Please compare my appearance with the description!”




  “I’ve already seen that it matches, Señor. But what brings you to me? Why are you registering as my bookkeeper?”




  “Because Melton promised me this position.”




  “I know nothing of that. I don’t need an accountant at all. The few drops of ink that need to be written here on my hacienda, I manage with my own pen and my own hand.”




  “That’s exactly what I thought!”




  “And yet you came?”




  “Nevertheless, and for good reason. It is so important that I must ask you to keep what I am about to tell you strictly confidential.”




  “That sounds quite mysterious! Just as if there were some danger to me!”




  “I am, in fact, convinced that something of the sort is on the horizon.”




  “Then please speak quickly!”




  “First, give me your word that no one else will find out about what I’m about to tell you—at least for the time being!”




  “I give you my word. I will keep silent. Now speak!”




  “Melton has been commissioned by you to supply you with German workers?”




  “Yes.”




  “Who initiated this matter—that is, who has been handling it from the start? You or him?”




  “He did. He drew my attention to the great advantages I would gain from hiring German emigrants, and since he offered at the same time to take care of everything, I granted him my power of attorney.”




  “Did you know him well enough to do that?”




  “Yes. Why do you ask?”




  “Because I’d like to know if you consider him an honest man.”




  “Of course I do. He is a man of honor through and through and has already rendered me significant services.”




  “So you’ve known him for quite some time?”




  “For years. He was recommended to me by a source whose word carries great weight with me, and he has enjoyed my complete trust to this day. Do you seem to judge him differently?”




  “Quite differently!”




  “He must have offended you in some way, so that you now harbor a prejudice against him.”




  “No. On the contrary, he has been very courteous and very friendly toward me. Let me tell you about it!”




  He settled into his chair with an expression of the utmost tension, and I told him what I had experienced and observed in and since Guaymas, and what I had concluded from these experiences and observations. He listened to me without saying a word or changing his expression; but when I had finished, a terribly ironic smile crossed his face, and he asked, staring at me incredulously from the side:




  “Are you telling me these are real facts?”




  “Not a single word too many!”




  “I could tell from the map you showed me that you had to write reports for a newspaper. Have you perhaps ever written a novella?”




  “Yes.”




  Then he jumped up and exclaimed with a laugh:




  “I knew it right away! It couldn’t be any other way! An author or romancero like that sees things everywhere that exist only in his imagination! Melton, the finest, the most honorable, indeed even the most pious caballero I know, is supposed to be a scoundrel! But only a man who lives in realms of which we mere mortals have no idea could claim such a thing. Señor, you amuse me, greatly and thoroughly!”




  He paced back and forth across the room, rubbing his hands together merrily and laughing as if he were having the time of his life. I waited for a pause in his laughter and remarked calmly.




  “I have no objection to your finding my story so thoroughly entertaining, and I only hope that your current amusement does not later turn into bitter disappointment!”




  “Don’t worry, don’t worry about me, señor! You see dangerous elephants where there isn’t even the harmlessest mosquito.”




  “But that Weller, the cabin steward?”




  “His name is Weller and he’s a cabin steward, nothing more!”




  “And his conversation with the Mormon?”




  “You heard wrong. Your imagination has ears that can’t be trusted!”




  “And his father, whom the Mormon sought out in the bushes?”




  “He exists only in your imagination. You’re merely assuming he’s Weller Senior!”




  “And the presence of the Indian chief?”




  “Will turn out to be a most simple and harmless circumstance or coincidence.”




  “But what about my encounter with the Yuma chief and the white man whose rifle is marked with an R and a W?”




  “None of my business, not at all. There are a thousand names that begin with the letter W. Why does it have to be Weller of all people! Why did you get involved in the fight in the first place? It was none of your business. Thank God you got out of it unscathed! A scribe is no man to fight Indians. He should leave that to us, who live in the wilderness, know the Reds, and know how to handle weapons!”




  I assumed that the Haziendero didn’t know the name Old Shatterhand, which is why I hadn’t mentioned it during my story. Now that I was being laughed at outright, it didn’t occur to me to make up for what I’d left out, for it was ten to one that he wouldn’t believe me there either. He was a physically handsome but mentally very ordinary man, to whom my entirely logical conclusions seemed like fantasies. I realized that I would not succeed in shaking his trust in Melton, and that the truth of my suspicions could be proven to him not by words, but only by events. Therefore, I gave up trying to convert him to my views and merely repeated my request for discretion, to which he replied, again with laughter, with the assurance:




  “As for that, you need not worry, for I have no desire to make a fool of myself. Señor Melton would think me mad, since he could not possibly believe that I would repeat such nonsense after someone else; he would therefore have to assume that it originated in my own mind. I shall therefore keep silent about everything. There is just one more thing I must discuss with you. What is the status of your position as an accountant? Did Melton really promise it to you?”




  “Yes.”




  “Unbelievable, absolutely unbelievable! He knows just as well as I do that I don’t need an accountant.”




  “So he only intended to lure me here with that promise.”




  “To what end? What were you supposed to do here?”




  “ How should I know?”




  “There you have it! You have nothing but assumptions, but no knowledge. I suppose this accountant exists only in your imagination as well.”




  “So you’re calling me a madman, Don Timoteo!”




  “Well, I don’t think you’re crazy, but some cog in your head is turning faster than it should. I advise you to have yourself examined at a sanatorium, for perhaps there is still time to save the rest of the machinery.”




  “Thank you, Don Timoteo! It is only natural that one person’s mind works faster than another’s, which can lead to the comical situation where the other accuses the first of having too much imagination and the first accuses the other of being too lazy to think. I’ll do without the accountant. It was never my intention to consider this position in the first place.”




  “That suits me fine, Señor, for since you speak of mental laziness, I realize that you would have been a poor fit for me. When are you leaving again?”




  “With your permission, tomorrow morning.”




  “I grant you that permission today, right this very moment.”




  “Does that mean you’re showing me out the gate?”




  “Not just out the gate, but beyond my borders.”




  “Don Timoteo, that is a harshness that contradicts all the customs of the country!”




  “I’m sorry! You have only yourselves to blame! This apparent harshness is nothing but a precautionary measure, which can prove to you that I am not as lazy-minded as you have assumed. You warned me of an Indian raid that exists only in your imagination; it would only become a reality—and immediately—if I were to keep you and your companions with me. You have shot the son of the Yuma chief and are being pursued relentlessly by the chief. If I keep you with me, I will have him and his tribe on my back immediately. So you can surely see that I must send you on your way!”




  “If by that you mean that you are acting in accordance with your assumptions, I do not disagree and will therefore leave.”




  “Who owns the horse you were riding?”




  “Melton provided it to me in Lobos.”




  “Then it belongs to me, and you will leave it here. Since you mentioned earlier that your companions came here solely to possibly obtain mounts, I must tell you that I cannot give you a horse. I would give you a few animals even without money—which you certainly do not have—for the Mimbrenjos are honest people and would soon send a messenger to bring the horses back to me or offer some payment; but I must not assist you, lest I make enemies of the Yuma.”




  “The caution with which you proceed is only to be commended, Don Timoteo. I have only one more question: which way must we go to cross your border as quickly as possible?”




  “As for that, I will provide you with a guide, since otherwise your imagination might easily lead you astray. You see how concerned I am for you!”




  “Perhaps I will be granted the opportunity to worry about you in return. I am a grateful man.”




  “In that case, it’s not necessary. I decline your gratitude, for I truly wouldn’t know how a poor devil who doesn’t even own a horse could be grateful to me, the wealthy hacienda owner.”




  He clapped his hands, whereupon the major domo appeared so quickly that he must have been standing outside the door to eavesdrop on our conversation. Once the bloated “Señor Adolfo” had received the order to have us taken across the border and to ensure that my horse remained behind, I left the room, and he followed behind me. Outside the front door, he said to me with a malicious laugh:




  “So it was nothing with the Tenedor de libros ! You are exactly what I took you for, a bum—”




  “And you’re the biggest blockhead I’ve ever come across,” I interrupted him, “but you’re going to get a reward for your friendly ‘Hablarle de tu .’ Here you go!”




  First I slapped him on the left cheek so hard he staggered to the right, and then I gave his right cheek a double-strength slap, so that he fell to the ground on his left side. Perhaps I wouldn’t have done that, but I saw that the hacienda owner had opened his window and was standing there watching my departure. In any case, he had heard the words of his major domo and was not only to hear my reply, but even to see it. “Señor Adolfo” quickly jumped back up, drew his knife—which everyone there always carries in their belt—and lunged at me, roaring:




  “Scoundrel, how dare you! You’ll pay for this!”




  I parried his thrust with ease by knocking the knife out of his hand, seized him by the hips on both sides, lifted him up, and hurled him down beside the bridge into the stream, whose waters crashed over him. But it wasn’t deep enough for him to drown. He quickly resurfaced and climbed onto the bank, snorting and panting. Perhaps he would have attacked me again, in which case he would certainly have been thrown back into the water, but someone intervened whom I had not expected to see here at that moment.




  When I threw the major domo into the water, I had had to turn away from the house and toward the stream. As I did so, my gaze fell on the gate, which was still open, through which Melton, the Mormon, had just ridden in. He saw what was happening, saw the hacienda owner standing at the open window, quickly drove his horse over, and shouted:




  “What’s going on here? I think there’s a fight! This must be a misunderstanding, which I’ll clear up right away. So keep calm!”




  These last words were addressed to the major domo; then he turned to me:




  “We’ve been looking for you in vain. How did you get here?”




  “In the simplest way possible,” I replied. “You know that my horse bolted; it ran all the way here with me.”




  “Strange! You’ll have to tell me about this peculiar ride later!”




  “There’s no time for that; I must leave; I’ve been thrown out.”




  “And in return, you take the liberty of throwing people into the water a little!”




  “Indeed. That’s one of my quirks that I can’t seem to shake.”




  “I must find out what happened, and everything will be cleared up. Just wait until I’ve spoken with Don Timoteo! Stay here; I’ll be back soon!”




  He dismounted and went into the house. The wet majordomo limped after him, without granting me the pleasure of catching one of his glances.




  What should I do, stay or go? I was, of course, firmly resolved to leave the hacienda, yet I was also curious enough to find out how the Mormon would go about keeping me here, for I was certain that it was not his intention to consent to my departure. So I did not set off immediately, but went to my horse to unstrap the bundle containing my new suit from the saddle. My rifles were hanging from the saddle pommel. I took them down as well. In doing so, I informed the two boys and the squaw:




  “My young brothers and my sister have seen that I was not received kindly. The hacienda owner will not take us in because he fears the revenge of the Yuma chief. So we will leave and sleep in the woods tonight.”




  “Who is the rider who just arrived and spoke with Old Shatterhand?” asked the older of the brothers.




  “A friend of Big Mouth, a wicked man whom we must be very wary of.”




  The squaw’s horse now had to carry the three Indian saddles. We strapped or tied them down, and so all four of us had become pedestrians. Then the Mormon came out of the house and hurried across the bridge to us.




  “Señor,” he announced, “the matter has been settled. You will stay at the hacienda.”




  “Why?”




  “Don Timoteo, who, admittedly, has never needed an accountant before, didn’t even consider, when he spoke with you, that he couldn’t do without such help once the many workers arrived. So come back inside! He wants to hire you. You may stay here.”




  “Is that so? So I may, may, may! That expression is probably wrong. It’s not a matter of whether I may, but whether I want to.”




  “Fine by me! But surely you’ll want to!”




  “No, I don’t want to. You can see that we’re about to leave.”




  “Don’t make a mistake!” he urged eagerly. “You know the helpless situation you’re in. Here you’re being offered a future that could be called a brilliant one—”




  “Please, no empty phrases!” I interrupted him. “I know what to make of them.”




  “I hope you’re convinced that I mean it sincerely. If you stay, then these three people may stay as well—people you surely must take into consideration.”




  “So you think that, in order to provide them with lodging here for a single night, I’ll commit to a years-long arrangement? That’s more than a bit naive!”




  “You speak in anger, and anger blinds. Think of your countrymen! I rode ahead to inform the hacienda owner of their arrival; they have all grown fond of you and are worried about you. You will be the focal point around which the emigrants here gather. Just imagine their disappointment when these good people learn that you have refused and left without even saying goodbye to them!”




  In this way, he brought up every reason that seemed to him suitable to persuade me to stay, though of course in vain. When he realized that I could not be swayed, he struck a different note, namely that of anger:




  “Well, if you want to trample your good fortune underfoot, I can’t object; but in any case, it is an unparalleled ingratitude on your part toward me. I took you under my wing and brought you here at no cost to you, and now that I want to see the fruits of this kindness, you simply run off!”




  I could have answered him quite differently, but I did nothing but ask him coldly:




  “Do you intend to force this so-called happiness upon me?”




  “No. Run away for all I care! If you won’t let me stop you, I’ll accompany you for a while.”




  “Why?”




  “If you do not wish to stay, you have heard from the hacienda owner that he will not tolerate you on his property. He intended to have some servants escort you beyond its boundaries. But since I have taken you under my wing, I wish to spare you this humiliation by accompanying you myself. I hope you have at least no objection to this!”




  “Not at all; on the contrary, I am delighted by the honor you are bestowing upon me. Are you so familiar with the area that you know the boundary line of the territory belonging to the hacienda?”




  “I will find the boundary even in the dark.”




  “It will most likely be dark by the time we reach it. The day is drawing to a close rapidly. So let us not delay in setting out!”




  He went to his horse, which was still standing in the courtyard, and mounted it, without suspecting that I had seen through him. I had not asked him whether he knew the boundary without reason. If this were the case, he was so familiar with the forest that it would be no trouble at all for him to find a spot, even in the dark, that was suitable for carrying out his plan.




  What plan might that be? I knew; I had long suspected it, and that suspicion had now become a certainty. The Mormon knew who I was and feared me. He was convinced that the plan he had in mind regarding the emigrants was being jeopardized by me. He had taken me along to ensure my presence and to have me disappear at a suitable opportunity. Since I now had no intention of staying, I had to act quickly. He had power over me only from the hacienda to its border; so now what could no longer be postponed had to happen. My life was in danger, and as we set out, I was convinced that death would walk beside me every step of the way.




  Was it not, then, a mad act of recklessness on my part to take the man along? No, but I was prompted by prudence to accept his company. Had I turned him away, he would have secretly followed us to shoot me from some random spot; but with him in our company, I could keep an eye on him, calculate the moment of the attack, and thwart his plan.




  Once we had left the hacienda, we headed back toward the stream. On both sides of it were open meadows, and only here and there was a cluster of trees and bushes to be seen. This was not terrain suitable for an assassination attempt. Since he could not allow my companions to witness his deed, I took it for granted that he would carry it out only after taking his leave of us. As long as he was with us, I was completely safe. I imagined the rest of the scenario as follows: He pretends to ride back, but secretly hurries ahead of us sideways to a well-concealed spot he has already chosen for this purpose, hides there, lets us approach, and shoots me down. Who could then say that he was the murderer? It is highly likely that the chief of the Yuma has laid in wait for me to avenge his son’s death.




  Since Melton was riding slowly, I walked leisurely at his side, keeping my hand on the hindquarters of his horse. In this way, I was a little behind him and could observe him closely. Not a word was spoken. The three Indians followed, with one brother leading the horse by the reins.




  It quickly grew darker and darker until it was pitch black; the open meadows lay behind us, and the stream wound its way through bushes, from which, the further we went, the more trees towered upward. This again suggested a forest ahead of us, and I assumed that the moment of decision would not be long in coming.




  As I had thought, so it came to pass. After a short while we reached a corner of the forest. The stream turned to the right; the edge of the forest seemed to run straight ahead; to the left, a strip of open meadowland stretched along it. “Here it is!” I thought. “He’ll point us toward the forest, dismount, tie up his horse, and hurry ahead of us through the trees until he reaches the spot in question.” As if I were omniscient, the Mormon reined in his horse, pointed ahead, and said:




  “The hacienda’s territory extends to this forest, and so I have fulfilled my task of bringing you across the border. Actually, I have nothing more to add; but since I have taken you under my wing, I will tell you where you will find an excellent place to sleep. If you continue along the edge of the grove, after a quarter of an hour you will come upon the stream again, which curves from here. There you will find clear water to drink, tall, soft grass to lie on, and a rock face that will offer you shelter from the cool night air. Whether you choose to follow this advice or not is of no consequence to me.”




  “Thank you, and I shall follow your advice, señor,” I replied.




  “Then I advise you to walk slowly. The spring waters have carved natural gullies here, into which you could easily fall. I am turning back now. You have rejected your good fortune, and I am convinced that it has left you forever.”




  “I have no need of your luck. You will soon learn that I prefer to rely on myself.”




  “I have no desire to ever hear from you again. Run to hell!”




  He turned around and pretended to ride back. We continued on, and I whispered to my companions:




  “That man is now heading into the woods to get ahead of us. He intends to shoot me. But I will get there first and show him that Old Shatterhand is not to be trifled with. My brothers should not go to the edge of the forest, but keep a little more to the left so that he cannot tell I’m missing. They should also hold my rifles, because they would be a hindrance to me. If I don’t call out to them soon, they should go to the spot the man described and wait for me there.”




  The three were naturally surprised by my unexpected announcement, but they took my rifles without saying a word. The horse was already carrying the bundle with my clothes; so I had my hands free and continued on with quick steps, while they turned more to the left to continue their way slowly there. Yet, without my having pointed it out to them, they wisely kept their distance so that their footsteps could be heard from the forest.




  I say that I walked quickly, for it did not occur to me at all to heed the Mormon’s warning. His remark about the ditches contained a falsehood, which he had uttered to persuade us to walk slowly, so that he might keep up with us despite the obstacles the trees presented to him. It never occurred to me for a moment that I might be mistaken; rather, I was completely convinced that he would lie in wait for me.




  Keeping close to the forest, I walked forward for about ten minutes, keeping a sharp lookout for a spot suitable for the Mormon’s plan. The stars had become visible; my gaze reached more than thirty paces ahead. Then, from the previously straight edge of the forest, a sharp corner emerged, which curved just as sharply backward on the other side. It was formed by densely leafed trees, beneath which stood low bushes. If I had not been mistaken regarding the Mormon’s intention, this was undoubtedly the spot where he intended to carry it out. Here he could hide well, and we had to pass so close to the corner that his bullet could not possibly miss me. As I examined the underbrush with my eyes and also with my hands, I wanted to determine where Melton might be hiding. That was not difficult at all; he had to have good cover for himself, a clear view outward, and a sure shot at me. Once I had found such a spot, I crawled close to it under a branch that made me invisible and was so supple and elastic that I had no fear of a telltale rustle should I be forced to make an unexpected movement.




  Why, actually, did I lie down here to catch the enemy? It was, after all, no safe undertaking. I could have simply thwarted the ambush by avoiding the direction the Mormon had pointed us toward; then he would have waited in vain for me here. When I ask myself this question today, I must say openly and honestly that it was sheer vanity that drove me to prefer the danger of action to the safety of inaction. I longed to show Melton that I was wiser than he had judged me to be. That I was risking my life in the process was, as so often, a consideration for later.




  Once I had made myself comfortable beneath the branches, I pressed my ear to the ground to listen. Would he come or not? I was in the most tense anticipation. Then I heard footsteps, the rustling of the branches he brushed against, the stumbling of his feet over protruding roots, even his bumping into the trunks, which he could not see clearly in the darkness of the forest. He was approaching quickly. I could already hear the loud laboring of his lungs, for he was out of breath. Now he turned the corner, made his way quickly to the very edge of it, stopped there, and stuck his head out to listen.




  “Damn it! ” he cursed under his breath in English. “Damn it! My breathing is so loud that I can’t hear anything else. The bastard isn’t already past me, is he? Impossible! I ran like a madman, and they’re walking slowly so as not to fall into the ditches. Hahahaha! But hush, I think they’re coming!”




  He dropped to his right knee, braced his left elbow on his left thigh, and raised his rifle. I could see him clearly and distinctly, for he was kneeling by a gap through which the starlight was streaming. I had expected him to position himself further to the left, so I had to shift in that direction to get closer to him. If I made a slight noise in the process, he didn’t hear it because his entire attention was focused outward.




  Now I heard the Indians coming.




  “Damn it!” he whispered. “Those dogs are farther away than I thought. I’ll have to aim carefully.”




  I wasn’t at all surprised that he was talking to himself. I knew from my own experience that the greater the excitement, the easier it is to vent it in words. He raised and lowered the rifle to check it repeatedly, then held it firmly in his sights. Now I had to act, since he might mistake one of the boys for me and shoot him. I half-rose behind him, grabbed him by the throat, and pulled him backward. He let out a scream and dropped the rifle. Since his head had ended up between my legs, I pressed both my knees, right and left, against his chest and shoulders and grabbed his hands, which he was frantically flailing back and forth; I seized them—a crack and a cry of pain—another crack and an even louder roar—he lay half defenseless beneath me, for in the heat of the brief struggle I had broken both his hands at the joints. He could only kick out with his feet; he was unable to sit up, as I was kneeling heavily on him. He did move his arms, but with his limp, dangling hands he could do me no harm. All the more he worked his vocal cords. He screamed like a man being impaled—whether from rage, fear, or pain, he himself probably did not know, but likely for all three reasons.




  As I held him down, I saw that, despite his howling, the Indians were following my instructions and passing by outside calmly and without stopping. So I called out to them:




  “My young brothers, come here and leave your sister out there by the horse!”




  They quickly followed my instructions and tied the Mormon’s arms and legs together, which I could have done on my own if necessary. Then we carried him outside, where we could see his face more clearly. His screaming had stopped; he lay there completely still.




  “Well, Master Melton,” I said in English, since that was his native language, “have I truly turned my luck away and thus lost it forever?”




  “Cursed scoundrel!” he hissed through clenched teeth.




  “Is it not exactly as I told you?” I continued. “Have you not learned in a very short time that I can rely quite well on myself? I heard the bullet you intended to send my way whizzing by an hour ago. You imagined you could deceive and trick me, and despite your supposed cleverness, you’re so stupid that it’s infinitely easy to guess your intentions. I saw right through you back in Guaymas.”




  “I saw through you too!” he snarled. “You are Old Shatterhand!”




  “Quite right! I knew I had been recognized, but I didn’t let on. You, however, have behaved just like a schoolboy. If you want to outwit Old Shatterhand, you’ll have to be smarter about it. What are your plans for the emigrants?”




  “Nothing!”




  “Of course you won’t tell me. I didn’t ask that question because I expected an answer; I merely wanted to point out that those people are under my protection. I have no intention of lecturing you on what I know or think; I only want to warn you that any wrongdoing you commit against them will come back to haunt you. You have just witnessed an example of this. You sought my life; therefore, yours was forfeited to me. Let this serve as a warning to you! Next time, it would certainly be your life at stake. Just as I foresaw your bullet, so do I foresee other things; but you look no further than from today to tomorrow, because crime is short-sighted.”




  I turned away from him and beckoned the boys away as well, for I had something to say to them that he must not hear. The squaw, being a cautious Indian woman, remained by his side so as not to let him out of her sight, even though he was bound.




  “My young, red brothers, listen to what I have to say,” I began. “There are four of us and we have only one horse, but we need three more animals, which we must steal. I am no thief, but since we absolutely must be mounted under the present circumstances, I am forced to set all scruples aside. When I spoke to the hacienda owner about this, he refused my request because he feared the Yumas. I must therefore take from him what he has denied me, and I will now return to the hacienda to fetch three horses from the pasture. Meanwhile, my brothers may guard the prisoner. Although he is completely safe with us, and I am also convinced that at this late hour no one will come to this remote area, a cautious man must be prepared for any eventuality. Under no circumstances may the prisoner be released before my return.”




  “Old Shatterhand can count on us,” assured the older brother, “We will carry out his orders, even though he offends us by wanting to go to the hacienda.”




  “Why?”




  “My white brother is implying that he thinks of us as inexperienced boys who don’t know how to fetch a horse.”




  I had become sufficiently acquainted with the customs and views of the Indians to know that the two young men felt slighted. The current circumstances compelled me to abandon my intention of making contact with their tribe, and so I indeed considered it advisable to show them trust. Therefore, I replied:




  “I saw how bravely you defended yourselves against your attackers, and so I consider you to be courageous young men. Nor do I doubt that, in addition to courage, you possess the necessary skill, and so I will ask you if you are willing to fetch the horses.”




  “We will!” they replied in a cheerful tone.




  “Good! So I don’t need to tell you where to go?”




  “No. We saw the horses as we passed by. It will be very easy to get two.”




  “Two? We need three!”




  “The prisoner has one, after all. He’ll have to tell us where he tied it up.”




  “We won’t take that one. He rode it all the way from Lobos; so it’s tired, while there are fresh ones in the pasture. I’d like to say more, but I can tell you what I have left to say later. So you may set off at once; I’ll wait for you here.”




  They left immediately, without saying a word to their sister. I lay down in the grass next to the Mormons, curious to see how the boys would carry out their task. Melton lay motionless as if dead. His pride forbade him from uttering a word or even a plea, yet his breathing was loud and labored at times; his injured hands were causing him pain.




  I had no concern for the two Indians. What they had to do was, in and of itself, easy and could only be made difficult—or perhaps even impossible—by chance. In that case, they would return having accomplished nothing; that was all I had to fear, for the thought that they might be caught never even crossed my mind. Two hours passed; then, no more than four paces from me, a figure rose from the grass. I jumped up instantly to seize him, but let my outstretched arm drop again, for I saw that it was the older of the two Indians.




  “My brother is back,” I said. “Why is he coming here so secretly?”




  “To show Old Shatterhand that no one hears or sees me unless I want them to.”




  “Your gait is as silent as the flight of a butterfly; you will become a capable warrior. Where is your brother?”




  “I went ahead of him to ask you if the prisoner may see the horses?”




  He told me this in a low voice, and I replied aloud:




  “He may bring them. Did you remain completely unnoticed?”




  “The herdsmen were deaf and blind. We even had time to choose the horses we liked best from among them.”




  He let out a whistle, whereupon the hoofbeats of approaching horses were immediately heard. The horses had been brought close to us without my hearing it; the two boys were proud that they had managed to do so. As I examined the animals, as far as the evening darkness allowed, I saw that they were not the worst, and at the same time noticed that one of them was carrying a saddle. When I asked the older one about it, he replied:




  “My big, white brother doesn’t have a saddle; that’s why we looked for the prisoner’s horse and took the saddle off it. Then we let it go, since he can’t mount or guide it with his dislocated hands anyway.”




  So they had found this animal as well and made sure I had the necessary riding gear—proof that I was able to make demands of them that actually exceeded their age.




  “Horse thief!” the Mormon now shouted at me in a contemptuous tone. “So the famous Old Shatterhand is nothing more than an ordinary scoundrel!”




  Instead of taking offense, I untied his bonds and replied:




  “There you have your freedom back, Master Assassin. Get out of here, and tell the hacienda owner that I was forced to borrow these horses from him. He’ll probably get them back, or at least some payment for them. But if that’s not the case, he can chalk up this small loss to his own account. As for you, I advise you to have your hands set as soon as possible and protect them with sturdy bandages; otherwise, it could easily happen that you’ll never be able to use them as you once did. For your own sake, I hope we never meet again, for I am convinced that such an encounter would have dire consequences for you.”




  “Or for you, too! Watch out for me, and damn you, you scoundrel!”




  As he hurled these fierce words at me, he hurried away. Had I not spared the fellow but put a bullet in him, much misfortune would have been averted. But is it right to shoot a human being like a wild animal! Of course, he no longer possessed his weapons; I had taken them, along with the ammunition. The rest of the contents of his pockets had, of course, been left untouched.




  First and foremost, the horses were saddled; then we rode off, primarily to get away from the spot where an unwelcome visit was soon to be expected. Which direction we took was of little consequence, since I had decided to remain in this area for the time being. As our horses trudged slowly through the grass, I asked:




  “When will my red brothers reach their warriors if they ride fast and waste no time?”




  “In three days,” replied the elder. The younger one spoke only when I addressed him directly. This is in accordance with the customs of the Indians, among whom the elder always takes precedence over the younger, so that most dialects have special terms for older or younger brother, older or younger sister. Also, the word for “son,” when spoken by the father, is different from that used by the mother. For example, in Navajo, “my older brother” is Schinai, “my younger brother” is Se tsela, “my son,” when said by the father, is Schi yeh, “my son,” when addressed by the mother, is Se tse, “older sister” is Sche la, and “younger sister” is Eteh.




  “Is the Strong Buffalo, your father, with his tribe now?” I asked further.




  “Yes. He will be very proud to see Old Shatterhand among them.”




  “We will greet one another, although it is impossible for me to go to him. I must have him come to me. Let his two brave sons tell him what I am about to say to them. Men, women, and children from my homeland have come across the great water and wish to work on the Hazienda del Arroyo. The white man who was our prisoner, named Melton, has an evil plan involving them, which I unfortunately cannot yet fathom. Most likely, he has summoned the chief of the Yumas to raid the hacienda. I went to the hacienda owner to warn him; he laughed at me. I have done my duty and would not concern myself with him further if I did not have to save my white brothers and sisters and their children. I cannot do this alone, for I cannot fight all the Yuma warriors. That is why I am asking the brave chief of the Mimbrenjos, your father, to come to my aid, and I hope that he will not deny me the fulfillment of this wish.”




  “He will come at once, for he has two good reasons to do so.”




  “What are they?” I asked, though I knew what he would answer.




  “He has smoked the pipe of friendship with Old Shatterhand and would be despised if he did not respond to the call immediately. Besides, my big white brother knows what has happened. Big Mouth, the leader of the Yumas, attacked us to kill us. He did not succeed because Old Shatterhand saved us, but still, the Yuma must pay for it with his blood. Friendship and vengeance will thus be the guides that our brave father will follow.”




  “So you think he can be here in this area in six days?”




  “Yes, give or take three days. How many warriors should he bring?”




  “I don’t know how strong the Yumas will be; but to raid a property like the Hazienda del Arroyo, they’ll probably need about a hundred men; so just as many of your warriors would be necessary. I hope they stock up on dried meat, since they won’t have time to provision themselves by hunting.”




  “Where will they meet Old Shatterhand?”




  “I have not yet been to this area, and so cannot determine a suitable place at the moment. But we will find one before we part ways. I have one more request. My younger brother knows that I gave my life to Winnetou, the great chief of the Apaches, and in return received his. We agreed to meet at a specific place in the near future, and I cannot keep my appointment now because I am currently tied to the Hazienda del Arroyo. I therefore ask your father to send a trustworthy messenger to Winnetou to inform him that I cannot come and why.”




  “If Old Shatterhand is willing to tell me the meeting place, the messenger will not fail to find the most famous Apache chief. My younger brother and our sister, the squaw, may listen to the description so they can relay it to our father.”




  “Those two? But not you? Why?”




  He hesitated for a moment, then cleared his throat awkwardly and replied:




  “My younger brother will go with our sister to find our tribe; but I will stay here.”




  “For what purpose?”




  “To seek out the chief of the Yumas and keep a close watch on him, so that I can inform our warriors of his whereabouts as soon as they arrive.”




  “I’ll do all that!”




  “I know. Old Shatterhand is a great warrior; but I am a boy and do not even have a name yet; therefore, I must do as Old Shatterhand commands me. If he sends me away, I will go; but my heart would be very saddened by it, for I want to stay on the trail of Big Mouth until I have taken my revenge; I want to earn a name by which I may be called when I return to the huts of our tribe. So let my big brother allow me to stay! I cannot hope that he will keep me with him, for he has no need of me, yet if he would be so kind as to let me walk in his shadow, I could at least take care of his horse whenever it becomes a hindrance to him.”




  He had spoken this in a timid tone. It was indeed a very unusual request he was making, yet the very fact that he dared to ask was, in my eyes, a recommendation in his favor. Any Indian, even any seasoned warrior, would have waited to see whether I would invite him to stay or not; but this boy was brave enough to voice his wish. I understood very well how much it must mean to him to see it fulfilled. If he were allowed to stay with me, this was a circumstance for which all the Mimbrenjos would surely envy him. I liked him; his father was my friend—two reasons not to give him a negative answer. And on top of that, I could certainly make very good use of him. I wanted to sneak around the hacienda to find out what was going on there, and I couldn’t let anyone see me doing it. I needed the horse to get from place to place quickly if necessary; otherwise, it was a hindrance. I had to lie in wait near the hacienda for hours, perhaps even days; the horse could easily have given me away. How advantageous it was, then, to have the boy with me! He had, incidentally, voiced the same thought when he said that he could at least take care of my horse if it were a hindrance to me. I did not answer immediately, however, and so after a short while he said:




  “My famous white brother is angry with me. I know that every chief would be proud to be with him, and yet I am nothing but a worm, a toad that is ignored; but I long to make a name for myself and be counted among the warriors, and I know that I would make a name for myself most quickly in Old Shatterhand’s company. If he is angry about this, let him drive me away; I will go!”




  Then I held out my hand to him and replied:




  “How could I be angry with such a little man! I like you, and your father will be glad when he hears that I have kept you with me. So I agree; you can be useful to me. No man is so insignificant that he cannot render another a great service, even if it were only by pure chance. Much of what you’ve heard about Winnetou and me could only have been accomplished with the help of people who were unknown. People talk about us, but not about them. May your hope of soon making a name for yourself with me come true! The conditions for that seem to be in place.”




  One can imagine the joy he felt when he heard that his wish had been granted. He said not a word; his brother let out a congratulatory “Uff!” and his sister clapped her hands together as a sign of joy. I continued:




  “But if you are not with them, will your siblings reach your tribe safely and happily? It depends very much—perhaps entirely—on their not encountering any misfortune along the way.”




  Then the younger brother replied in a modest yet confident tone:




  “Nothing can happen to us, for I now have a rifle and therefore fear no man. I also know that there are no enemies to be found between here and our destination.”




  We now came upon the stream again and thus found ourselves at the spot where the Mormon had advised us to camp. Naturally, it did not occur to us to do so.




  We didn’t stop at all and rode on. Since I had to make my observations in the southern region, I did not want to go too far north now, but I could not stay behind just yet, because I had to distance myself from the hacienda until I was certain that my tracks would no longer be found. Therefore, the ride continued until past midnight, when we found ourselves in an area that could not have been more suitable for my purposes.




  The moon had risen and granted us a wide view. The ground was rocky; thus the horses left no tracks. A dark line lay on the northern horizon. As we approached it, I saw that it was a forest. Not far from its edge, the crown of a mighty tree towered high above all the others.




  “Phew!” said the older brother. “Here we are back in familiar territory. This is the forest of the great Oak of Life. Now my younger brother knows exactly how to ride and cannot possibly go wrong.”




  “Good!” I replied. “So let’s part ways here. And let this Oak of Life be the place where we meet again. In six days I’ll be back here to await the arrival of your father and his warriors.”




  I gave the younger brother the necessary instructions. I described to him in particular detail the spot where Winnetou was waiting for me. Finally, I gave him the weapons I had taken from the Mormon; he was to present them to his father as a gift. The young man assured me that he would ride with his sister until the break of the next evening without stopping. He wanted to try to cover the distance in two days instead of three.




  Before saying goodbye to the Opata, the siblings had stocked up on jerky; now the provisions were divided. I was very pleased with this, for I received enough food for two days and two people and thus did not need to hunt for meat during that time. After all, I had to reckon with the fact that a shot might give me away.




  Once the brother and sister had ridden off, we tied our horses at the edge of the forest and lay down to sleep until dawn. We needed the rest, since we couldn’t say whether we would find a place to sleep tomorrow evening, and here we were presumably safe from any surprises, so that none of us needed to keep watch. Besides, we also had to wait for daybreak here because then we could see far and get our bearings, whereas a night ride could easily have led us into a sudden encounter with the enemy.




  After waking up in the morning, we faced a twofold task. First, we had to seek out the Yumas, and that was best done in broad daylight. Second, I wanted to sneak up on the hacienda to check on the emigrants and possibly speak with Hercules. For that, of course, I had to wait until evening.




  To achieve our first objective, I decided to go to the spot where the Yuma chief had ambushed the three siblings. As I’ve already mentioned, he had returned there in any case, and I hoped to find traces there that would indicate where he had gone.




  Naturally, we did not ride back in a straight line, which would have taken us through the hacienda, but took a detour on which we did not need to avoid any encounters, for we did not come across a single soul. It was noon when we arrived in the valley. The closer we got to the spot in question, the more cautious we became. The three horse carcasses were still lying there. A whole flock of vultures was busy tearing the flesh from the bones and fighting over the scraps. I remained down by the horses, keeping a sharp lookout and holding my rifle ready to fire, and sent the boy up to the rocky height where the chief’s son had been struck by my two bullets. Upon his return, he reported to me that the body had been moved aside and covered with a high pile of stones. He had not noticed any footprints in the hard, rocky ground.




  Of course, I hadn’t expected to find any tracks up there. You couldn’t ride horses up there, and since the chief had certainly come on horseback, he must have left it down in the valley, climbed up to his son’s body, then descended again, and left the valley on horseback. Whether anyone had been with him remained to be seen. So I began to search; the boy helped me.




  Unfortunately, the ground was hard, so there could be no distinct footprints or hoofprints. A few small signs, such as scuffs on the ground or a small stone dislodged from its original position, could indeed be taken as traces, but they might also have been caused by us, since we had been here yesterday. The Indian strained his eyes. He would have been very proud if he could have discovered even the slightest hint of a trail. It was in vain; so he finally exclaimed in frustration:




  “They have been here; that is certain. And yet there is nothing to be seen. My eyes are as if struck with blindness today. Old Shatterhand must not think that this is always the case!”




  “Take comfort in the fact that Old Shatterhand’s eyes, which are after all more trained than yours, are also unable to detect anything,” I replied. “But there are two kinds of eyes: those of the body and those of the mind, of the soul. If the former are struck by blindness, one must keep the latter all the more open.”




  “The eyes of my mind see just as little as those of my body.”




  “Because you’re probably opening them in the wrong direction.”




  “Then let Old Shatterhand tell me where my thoughts should go.”




  “Naturally, after the chief of the Yuma.”




  “That’s what they’ve been doing so far, but without being able to find him.”




  “Because you’re starting from today. Start with yesterday, and you’ll succeed. When your two attackers fled from me, you were standing up there on the rocky ledge and could therefore see better and farther than I could. They rode up the valley. We took the same route without seeing a trace of them, let alone them themselves. Why might that be?”




  “They probably left the valley as soon as possible.”




  “I think so too. The valley walls are steep. Can a rider climb up there?”




  “No. So they must have turned into a side valley.”




  “Yes. I see that my younger brother knows how to use the eyes of his soul properly. But of course, the two fugitives didn’t seek out the side valley at random.”




  “No, but their people were already there.”




  “Quite right! Can my younger brother give me another reason why things are this way?”




  “No,” he replied after a moment of fruitless thought.




  “Then I will tell him the same. I assume that the Yuma intend to raid the hacienda and that they are already in the vicinity of it, waiting for the right moment. They will not show themselves openly, but will hide. The valley is part of the path leading from Ures to the hacienda; anyone could use it at any moment. That is why the Yuma could not station themselves here, and that is the reason I mean. The chief and his white companion were in this main valley yesterday to go on a scouting mission, and happened to meet you there. But where there are scouts, the warriors to whom they belong are surely nearby. When I say “nearby,” I certainly do not mean a very short distance, for if the Yumas had been only a short distance from here, they would surely have been summoned here at once by the chief to capture us or at least pursue us. We must therefore assume: The Yumas are in a side valley of this main gorge, but far enough from the latter that it would take them at least an hour to reach here on horseback. Does my young brother wish to describe what this side valley must be like?”




  “It must be overgrown; it must have trees behind which one can hide, and grass to serve as fodder for the horses.”




  “Quite true. And now let my brother recall that yesterday we passed the mouths of three side valleys. How far was the first one from here?”




  “The distance the whites call half an hour.”




  “And the others?”




  “The second was a quarter of an hour further on, and the third was very, very far from here.”




  “Yes, so far away that it cannot be considered here at all. Now, my brother, recall the two mouths precisely. What were they like? Did both indicate that they were the beginning of a valley extending at least half an hour into the mountains?”




  “No,” he replied without hesitation. So he had a good memory for places. “The first valley seems narrow and short. But the mouth of the second was very wide.”




  “So we are very likely to find the Yumas in this second one, and that likelihood will increase if we see that it is overgrown. That is what we will do now.”




  At these words, I mounted my horse. The boy followed my example and said with youthful importance:




  “But we must be very careful, for the Yumas might be hiding behind the trees we’re about to see!”




  “That’s exactly what I hope,” I laughed. “I’d be glad if they weren’t anywhere else.”




  “But then they’ll see us coming!”




  “We’ll make sure they don’t notice us.”




  The way I spoke to him encouraged him to object:




  “My famous white brother should consider that we are looking for trees! In flat terrain, one can spot them from a great distance. But we are about to enter a valley that likely winds through many twists and turns. Whoever spots a forest there is already standing right in front of it, and if the enemy is inside, there may very easily be no time to turn back!”




  “My little brother speaks like an old, experienced pathfinder. Perhaps he would be so kind as to consider that the bends of a valley, behind which danger may indeed lurk, offer protection to the cautious man. The bend behind which the enemy hides prevents him from seeing me. Incidentally, to draw a comparison: whoever wishes to discover a fire need only watch for the smoke or the bright glow and has no need to go there and hold his hand in it to convince himself, through the burns, that it exists. We will therefore most likely not even enter the second valley, in which we suspect the enemy is hiding.”




  He took these words for what they were, a rebuke, at which he bowed his head and fell silent. We rode on, taking the same path from this point as we had yesterday, with me in the lead, steering my horse so that it almost always trod on rock and thus left no tracks. The ride was not entirely without danger, as a Yuma or a band of these Red Men could come toward us at any moment. Fortunately, this did not happen. After the indicated time of half an hour, we reached the mouth of the first side valley, which, like the second, led to the left. I turned in there. The Indian hesitated for a moment, then followed me without saying a word. He couldn’t understand me, but remained silent so as not to receive another rebuke. If we are to look for the Yumas in the second valley, why are we riding into the first one? That’s what he asked himself. The answer became clear to him after only a short time.
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