

  

    

      

    

  




    

    




    [image: The cover of the recommended book]


Winnetou



May, Karl

4066339603684

540

Start Reading Now! (Ad)

In "Winnetou," Karl May weaves a captivating narrative that explores the friendship between a German traveler, Old Shatterhand, and the noble Apache chief, Winnetou. This seminal work, published in the 19th century, intertwines themes of cultural reconciliation, exploration, and adventure, all conveyed through May's richly descriptive prose and engaging dialogue. The novel's literary style reflects the burgeoning Romanticism of its time, which emphasized the importance of nature and the individual's connection to it, while also serving as a critique of colonial attitudes prevalent in May's day. Karl May, born in 1842 in what is now Germany, led an adventurous life that spanned from humble beginnings to becoming one of the most translated authors in the world. His fascination with Native American culture, instigated by extensive research and the reading of travel literature, culminated in the creation of Winnetou and the exploration of themes such as nobility and honor. Despite never having set foot in the American West, May's imaginative prowess and foundational experiences as a young man set the stage for this powerful saga. "Winnetou" is a must-read for those interested in the intersection of adventure literature and cultural representation. May's portrayal of Native American themes offers a rich tapestry of understanding and empathy, making it not only an entertaining tale of adventure but also a timeless exploration of friendship and cross-cultural relationships. Readers will find themselves drawn into the expansive landscapes of the Wild West, imbued with profound reflections on humanity. This translation has been assisted by artificial intelligence.
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Discover the timeless stories and legendary heroes from literary classics that helped create and define this beloved genre. In the #TheChosenOne Classics Collection, you'll encounter epic quests, heroic destinies, and characters marked by fate to stand against overwhelming odds. These tales remain beloved because they tap into our desire for purpose and adventure, showing how one ordinary individual can alter the course of history or transcend mortal boundaries. The Iliad by Homer brings us Achilles, a warrior foretold to achieve everlasting glory. Though burdened by prophecy, his prowess and tragic choices shape the outcome of the Trojan War. Virgil's The Aeneid follows Aeneas, who flees the fallen city of Troy and accepts the gods' mandate to establish a new homeland—ultimately paving the way for the birth of Rome. The anonymous poem Beowulf focuses on a fearless hero chosen to rid the land of monstrous threats, only to confront an even mightier foe in his final stand. In The Saga of Volsungs and Niblungs, Sigurd wields a sword re-forged from shards of his father's blade, slaying dragons and defying curses, all while bearing the weight of a doom-laden destiny. Gudrid the Fair by Maurice Hewlett spotlights the titular Gudrid, whose remarkable voyages and preordained experiences embody the pioneering spirit of Viking lore. Thomas Malory's Le Morte d'Arthur presents King Arthur, the boy fated to draw the sword from the stone and unite a kingdom, surrounded by prophecies and mythic challenges. William Morris's The Well at the World's End features Ralph, an unlikely champion driven by a grand quest to drink from a fabled well, ensuring he fulfills a destiny far beyond his humble origins. In L. Frank Baum's The Wonderful Wizard of Oz, Dorothy, an ordinary girl from Kansas, unwittingly becomes the pivotal figure in a magical realm, proving that even the most unexpected individual can be chosen for greatness. Robert E. Howard's The Shadow Kingdom follows King Kull, a warrior who rises to rule the ancient land of Valusia. Though haunted by supernatural threats, he dares to confront sinister forces few others can face. Finally, H. P. Lovecraft's The Dream-Quest of Unknown Kadath finds Randolph Carter journeying through eerie dreamscapes, compelled by mysterious visions to pursue hidden truths reserved for one destined dreamer alone. Each story in this collection demonstrates the enduring power of the chosen one archetype. Through courage, sacrifice, and unwavering resolve, these heroes remind us that sometimes greatness is thrust upon those strong enough—or bold enough—to accept it.
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This carefully crafted ebook: "The Complete Works of Fyodor Dostoyevsky: Novels, Short Stories and Autobiographical Writings" is formatted for your eReader with a functional and detailed table of contents. Fyodor Dostoyevsky (1821-1881) was a Russian novelist, short story writer, essayist, journalist and philosopher. His literary works explore human psychology in the troubled political, social, and spiritual atmosphere of 19th-century Russia. Many of his works contain a strong emphasis on Christianity, and its message of absolute love, forgiveness and charity, explored within the realm of the individual, confronted with all of life's hardships and beauty. His major works include Crime and Punishment, The Idiot, Demons and The Brothers Karamazov. Many literary critics rate him as one of the greatest and most prominent psychologists in world literature. His novella Notes from Underground is considered to be one of the first works of existentialist literature. NOVELS: Netochka Nezvanova The Village of Stepanchikovo The House of the Dead Crime and Punishment The Idiot The Possessed (Demons) The Raw Youth (The Adolescent) The Brothers Karamazov The Insulted and the Injured NOVELLAS: Poor Folk The Double The Landlady Uncle's Dream Notes from Underground The Gambler The Permanent Husband SHORT STORIES: The Grand Inquisitor (Chapter from The Brothers Karamazov) Mr. Prohartchin A Novel in Nine Letters Another Man's Wife or, The Husband under the Bed A Faint Heart Polzunkov The Honest Thief The Christmas Tree and The Wedding White Nights A Little Hero An Unpleasant Predicament (A Nasty Story) The Crocodile Bobok The Heavenly Christmas Tree A Gentle Spirit The Peasant Marey The Dream of a Ridiculous Man LETTERS AND MEMOIRS: Letters of Fyodor Michailovitch Dostoyevsky to his Family and Friends Pages from the Journal of an Author, Fyodor Dostoevsky BIOGRAPHY: Fyodor Dostoyevsky, A Study by Aimée Dostoyevsky
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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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  A warm greeting to all readers of our beloved “Hausschatz”! I was deeply sorry that the series of travel stories I had intended for you in our favorite magazine had to be interrupted, for these stories served a profound purpose in the psychology of humanity and pursued a lofty goal in cultural history. What I have recounted in the meantime is of such importance for this purpose and this goal that I ask you to read it in my “Collected Travel Stories,” so that no gap arises that cannot be filled later. It gives me sincere joy to be able to speak once again in this familiar place and to my old friends, and I ask for permission to do so once more in the old, unpretentious manner that speaks from the heart to the heart!




  My new story begins in Sitara, the “Land of Star Flowers,” almost entirely unknown in Europe, which I described in *The Realm of the Silver Lion*. The sultana of this realm is Marah Durimeh, the ruler from an ancient royal line well known to all my readers. Sitara also includes the vast region of Märdistan, mentioned in my book *Babel and the Bible*, with the mysterious Forest of Kulub, in whose deepest gorge, as is secretly whispered, lies the Forge of Spirits, where souls are forged into steel and spirit through pain and torment. A later, highly interesting ride will give us the opportunity to get to know this forest and this forge. For today, we shall do without this place of torment and pain and stroll through the gardens of Ikbal to forget all the suffering of the earth.




  Ikbal is one of Marah Durimeh’s most beautiful residences. Her princely dwelling, resembling a temple more than a castle, stands out—bright, clear, pure, and radiant—against the dark backdrop of the sky-reaching mountains, like a verse of a Solomonic psalm composed of white marble. These mountains lie to the north. To the south stretches the blue lake, veined with silver threads, breathing softly like a sleeping, happy child who smiles in his dreams. And like exquisite, shimmering pearls, brought up from the depths of the sea by a wealthy, art-loving fairy and laid in verdant gardens on the shore, so have the houses of the subjects stretched out at the feet of the palace of their beloved mistress. The sea air tempers the heat of the radiant sun. Shady paths lead from the valley to the mountains, from the mountains to the valley. Golden fruits beckon from dark foliage. Every movement of the air brings a sweet floral scent. Ed Din, the river, emerges from the mountains, untouched by the grime of daily life, like a revelation from higher worlds; it enfolds Ikbal in two swelling arms and then flows into the sea to purify and clarify its waters.




  The small harbor of Ikbal is connected to the outside world by a single large sailing vessel called “Wilahde,” which is always ready to set sail. This ship resembles an ark. Its construction is ancient. It bears the forms and lines of millennia past. Its rigging and sails may have been invented in ancient Babylonia or Egypt. But there is nevertheless no reason to find fault with anything about it, for everything one sees is arranged precisely in accordance with the purpose it is meant to serve. We will encounter this vessel often in my later tales; therefore, I shall refrain from describing it in detail at this time. Likewise, it will be the subject of my future reports to describe the land of Sitara and the city of Ikbal in greater detail. For today, I shall mention them both only briefly, as they form the starting point of the present narrative. - - -




  I had come to Marah Durimeh with my Hajji Halef Omar, the supreme sheikh of the Haddedihn of the Shammar tribe, to be her guest for a time and, on this occasion, to get to know the “Land of Star Flowers” even better than I had been able to until then. She had welcomed me as if I were a close relative, indeed, as if I were her own son. We did not live in the city, but with her in the palace; I on the same floor as her, but Halef on the ground floor with the serving spirits. She loved him, too. She was moved by his almost unparalleled love and loyalty. She congratulated me on having found him and raised him to be my companion. But she reproached him for not making an effort to transform his soul into spirit, and she considered precisely what others praised in him—namely, his amiability—to be his greatest weakness. She, the incomparable judge of character, could not regard as developed any human being who did not possess the strength to rise above the demands of his physical anima.




  All those who have read the four volumes of *In the Realm of the Silver Lion* will fondly recall Shakara, the “Soul,” whom Marah Durimeh sent to us back then to assist us against our enemies. This Shakara, who saved me from almost certain death, was a special favorite of her mistress, whom she was allowed to leave only when it came to matters of the utmost importance. She was with her now in Ikbal as well and cared for me in exactly the same self-sacrificing, sisterly manner as she had back then, when I lay sick on the ground.




  Our departure was set for tomorrow. In the afternoon, Marah Durimeh, Schakara, and I had once again walked through the city and its surroundings to visit the places that had grown dear to me. Then we went to the lush pasture behind the palace, where our two horses were grazing—names that will bring joy to every one of my readers upon encountering them again. They were the two black horses, Assil Ben Rih and Syrr—the former for Halef and the latter for me. Anyone who does not yet know these two, the noblest of horses that have ever lived, will come to know them as our story unfolds. They had carried us all the way here from a distant land and were to bring us back along the same path. So we thought. But things were to turn out differently than we had planned.




  Later, some time before sunset, the three of us sat on the high balcony having dinner, which consisted not of meat, but only of bread and fruit. Below us in the courtyard, Halef sat with a number of male and female servants. He told of his adventures. He did so in his well-known, bombastic, applause-hungry manner. But the success he had always managed to reap elsewhere eluded him here. People listened to him quietly; no praise rang out, no applause was heard. A condescending nod of the head or even an ironic smile—that was the extent of the thanks. So he rose from his seat, threw his arms contemptuously into the air, left his listeners sitting there, and walked out the gate.




  We paid no attention to him or to his well-deserved defeat. We had eyes and senses only for the exquisite world of God lying before us, which glowed and shone almost supernaturally in the radiance of the setting sun. Far out in the far south, where the sea met the sky, there was a small but growing point—because it was drawing ever closer—that now flashed like lightning, now shimmered golden, now sparkled silver, now flickered in one or more of the seven colors of the rainbow.




  “A messenger is coming,” said Schakara, pointing toward this point with her arm outstretched.




  Marah Durimeh turned her gaze in the indicated direction, let it rest there for just a moment, and then nodded, clarifying:




  “Yes, a messenger, but not a stranger’s—ours.”




  “Which one?” asked Schakara.




  “The one who brings me the answer from ‘Mir of Jinnistan.’”




  What eyes this woman had, whose age was so great that it could no longer be determined! No matter how hard I strained mine, I could only guess, but not clearly make out, that this point shimmering in the sun was actually a white sail. But she saw the boat and surely also saw the man who was steering it! And just as the sharpness of her eyes astonished me, so did the name she mentioned. The “Mir of Jinnistan”! Which of my readers has ever heard of this famous man, this ruler of a great, highly significant empire? Probably none! I, too, had no idea of his existence until I met Marah Durimeh and, little by little, learned from her own lips the names of the numerous territories over which her personal influence extended. The “Mir of Jinnistan” was under her very special protection. The messenger, who was now approaching the harbor very quickly because a favorable wind was driving him, had been with him. The news she expected from him seemed to be of great importance to her, for she rose from her seat, shaded her eyes with her hand, leaned over the balcony railing, and watched the floating boat with rapt attention for what must have been a full minute. Then she said:




  “Yes, it is him!” And with a long, deep breath, she added: “Now it will be decided!”




  Then she sat back down in her seat, looked down thoughtfully, then raised her eyes to me and asked:




  “Do you have to go home, Sihdi, or don’t you have to go home?”




  “I never have to,” I replied.




  “I know that,” she nodded at me kindly. “Perhaps it’s good that you’re still with us, that you haven’t left us yet.”




  “Good? For whom?” I asked.




  “For you, for me, and especially for the ‘Mir of Jinnistan.’”




  Now it was I who jumped up from my seat and exclaimed in surprise:




  “For us and for him too? Why? That’s a mystery. I beg you to solve it.”




  She fixed her large, full eyes on me, as if with that gaze she were penetrating my entire inner being, and then replied:




  “You yourself are the greatest of all mysteries. By solving this one, you also solve that of ‘Mir of Jinnistan.’ Sit down! And wait until I have spoken with the messenger!”




  That was her way of answering a problem with a problem. Her greatest joy lay in bestowing the inner values of humanity, but she did not simply hand them out cheaply; rather, one had to discover and make them one’s own through one’s own reflection. That I am a mystery goes without saying. Every human being is one. Whoever recognizes this has already begun the solution. To seek the answer to the question of humanity is to live. Whoever dies there without having sought it has not lived, but only vegetated and will become compost, nothing more!




  What had at first been a dot had now grown larger. It appeared as a white sail. Then one saw that there were three sails. Later I noticed that the boat had not one but two masts, to which the sails were attached crosswise. I had never seen such an arrangement of the sails before; but it was extraordinarily practical. The foresail spiraled into the distance like an air drill, and the two aft sails stood like a plow, with a sharp edge facing forward but wide open at the rear, so that not the slightest bit of air pressure could be lost. The boat was manned by only two assistants, who handled the lines and the rudder; but their master stood right at the very front of the bow. Standing tall, dressed in white, one arm proudly planted on his hip, with his turban fluttering behind him, in the current light he resembled less an ordinary, earthly messenger and more one of those supernatural beings of whom ancient Oriental legends tell that they suddenly emerge from the depths of the sea in their vessels and land at the dwellings of men to bring them the greeting of eternity and the blessing of heaven.




  And now, as the boat approached the harbor, the moment came when the sun sank. A transparent, faintly violet shadow flickered through all the light lying upon the waves. The cheerfulness of the golden day transformed in an instant into the solemnity of the approaching evening. From the nearby mosque rang out the muezzin’s call:




  “Heeehhh alas salah! Heeehhh alal felah! To prayer! To salvation! The sun has plunged into the sea! The time of sunset has come, and with it the hour of prayer. God is great! God is great! God is great!”




  From the open square, the voice of the prayer leader rang out:




  “In the name of God, the Most Merciful! Praise and glory be to God, the Lord of the Worlds, the Most Merciful, who reigns on the Day of Judgment! We wish to serve You, and to You we wish to pray, that You may guide us to the right path, the path of those who rejoice in Your grace—”




  We could hear no more of this, for now the bronze voices of the Christian bells joined in, drawing every differently resonating and sounding tone into their magnificent evening chime. Then Marah Durimeh rose, and we with her. We folded our hands. But she pointed toward the tower where the bells were ringing and said:




  

    “This is the sound that resounds through the universe,


    The only sound that brings happiness and peace.


    In it, all earthly strife vanishes;


    Praise be to the Lord forever!”


  




  At that moment, the boat had reached the harbor. The messenger saw his mistress standing on the balcony. He waved to her with both arms. Then he knelt down where he had been standing and folded his hands to pray, just like everyone else. The impression this made is impossible to describe. This entire, incomparable, otherworldly place! These hues flickering across the sky and over the earth, fading more and more! The dark wall of the mountains looming behind us! The ever more magical and mystical coloring of the sea! That ringing of bells, and in a place where, apart from me, certainly no European Christian had ever set foot! But above all, the tall, upright figure of our mistress! That forehead, that nape of the neck, that mouth, those eyes! How often had Hadji Halef, when he thought seriously about her, said to me: “She is no ordinary woman; nor is she a queen. She is a jinn, a soul, a spirit. Yes, even more: she is not merely a soul or a spirit, but she is the mistress and the sovereign of all souls and all spirits that exist. May Allah bless her!”




  He tried, in his own peculiar way, to make sense of her, and I must confess that I never contradicted him, no matter how often he spoke of her. And right now, at this very moment, something came over me—more than a mere inkling—that within this incomparable woman lived thoughts, dispositions, and powers that my school psychology could never possibly grasp. I felt like an uninhibited, trusting child who, for the first time in his life, enters the theater and does not doubt in the least that the magical world unfolding before his eyes actually exists. The soul of humanity is active in every person, in many individuals even in a very special way, but in Marah Durimeh as in no one else. And the man kneeling there at the bow of his boat in prayer seemed to me like an emissary of humanity, seeking its soul and salvation from mortal danger.




  Now the bells fell silent. The prayer was over; twilight rose from the mountains. The praying man in the boat rose and steered his vessel to the shore. There he disembarked and disappeared among the houses, on the path that led to us. After a short while, it was reported that he was there and asked to speak with the mistress. She withdrew to grant his request. I remained alone with Schakara. In her sisterly, caring way, she wished to prepare me. She said:




  “Perhaps it would be better if you had already left us. I fear the mistress will give you a difficult task!”




  “Perhaps even the impossible?” I asked with a smile.




  “No; she won’t do that.”




  “Then do not worry, O Shakara! Since she has called me ‘Mir of Jinnistan,’ I even hope and wish that I do not yet need to depart.”




  “You will travel in any case!”




  “But where, if not home?”




  “To the ‘Mir.’”




  “To him?” I asked, as delighted as I was astonished.




  “Yes, to him. You’ve never been to Jinnistan. But you know where it is?”




  “Yes.”




  “And how extraordinarily inaccessible it is?”




  “That too. There are only two routes: either from Lake Balkhash, and that’s an awful long way; or you ride through the entire kingdom of Ardistan, and that’s probably just as far, but certainly more comfortable.”




  “More dangerous!” she warned seriously.




  “Why?” I asked.




  “Do you know the ‘Mir of Ardistan’?”




  “No. But I’ve heard of him.”




  “What?”




  “He is a violent man, a tyrant—”




  “A lover of war, a hater of peace,” she interjected animatedly. “Every able-bodied man in his country is a soldier. He reserves only the sick and the crippled for the work of peace.”




  “That is indeed sad, but what does it matter to me? I don’t want to go to him, but to the ‘Mir of Jinnistan.’ And even if I did want to go to him, his warlike inclinations would hardly be a reason for me to forgo the journey to him. I even believe that they would do me more good than harm.”




  “Under normal circumstances, perhaps. But even so, it is extremely dangerous for any European to set foot in his country. He hates everything that comes from the West; but he especially hates the people who live there. If he were to find out that you are a European, then—”




  She could not finish the sentence she had begun; she was interrupted. Marah Durimeh returned. She possessed unparalleled self-control. Nevertheless, when she began to speak, I noticed from the tremor in her voice—which she could not quite suppress—that she was inwardly agitated.




  “The audience is only temporarily suspended,” she said. “The messenger still has much to report to me. He will return. For now, I had to come back to you above all else to tell you that the terrible misfortune I wanted to prevent cannot be averted.”




  At that, Schakara clasped his hands in alarm and asked:




  “Is there—war?”




  “Yes—war!” Marah Durimeh nodded.




  “Between whom?” I asked.




  “Between Ardistan and Djinnistan.”




  “Has it been declared yet?”




  “Declared—? What a word! A prior declaration exists only between civilized rulers. But the Mir of Ardistan is a barbarian. He strikes whenever he pleases, without asking first and without giving any warning. So I can only answer your question by saying that there will be war, but that it has not yet begun. The worst part is that the Mir of Jinnistan doesn’t seem to have the slightest inkling of it!”




  “Nothing? That’s impossible!”




  “Why?”




  “Your messenger was with him, after all.”




  “He didn’t know anything about it himself when he was with him. He only found out on his way back through Ardistan. He did send a messenger to warn him, but that messenger is in grave danger of being captured and neutralized along the way. I must send another—immediately, immediately! A man I can rely on! A man who is not afraid, who is prudent, who does not act rashly. A man who is not cunning, not deceitful, not crafty, but wise, only wise—yet so wise that even the most crafty of schemers cannot deceive or beguile him!”




  After these words, she turned to me and asked:




  “Do you know such a man, Sihdi?”




  “No,” I replied.




  “Really not?” she smiled.




  “Truly not!” I replied earnestly and with conviction.




  Then Schakara said:




  “Oh, but there is one! And that’s you yourself!”




  “You’re mistaken, my dear, you’re mistaken!” I rebuffed her. “I have never seen a person so wise that even the most cunning trickster cannot deceive or beguile him, nor will I ever see one. But there is one who is willing to strive to act as prudently, as wisely, and as courageously as possible, and that is indeed me. If you, O mistress, happen to have no one better at this moment, then I beg you to send me!”




  These last words were addressed to Marah Durimeh. She did not answer immediately. She stepped to the balcony railing and looked out over the sea and up at the sky, which was turning a darker shade of blue, where the first stars were beginning to twinkle. Shakara took my hand, squeezed it gently, and whispered to me:




  “Thank you! That was the right thing to do. Now she is moved and, without you realizing it, is speaking to your soul. That is what people call love.”




  After a while, the mistress turned back to us and gave me her decision:




  “Yes, you shall go, Sihdi, you! I hoped that you would offer yourself to me, voluntarily, without being asked. It has happened. This pleases me as I am rarely pleased. The thanks I owe you, I cannot give, hand to hand, as I would wish. You must claim it yourself, in Ardistan and Djinnistan, where it will blossom for you on every path you have to walk. But let it be a kind of thanks that I tell you today why it is you to whom I most gladly entrust this mission of mine. Come here to me!”




  I stepped toward her. She took my hand in her right, pointed upward toward the sky with her left, and continued:




  “As I stood here, without answering you, I spoke with the stars. Look up at the firmament! It is not your native stars that shine, but the stars of the South. You see Virgo, the Raven, the Cup, and the Chalice. Here the Heart, the Compass, the Ship; there Antares, the Wolf, the Circle, and the Cross. But it was not these stars with which I spoke. My astrology is different. I do not draw it from the visible firmament that blazes and glows here above us. But by fixing my earthly gaze upon the constellations I named to you, I open my inner eye to the spiritual and mental firmaments, and there stars become visible to me that others never behold. I have seen yours as well, yours. Shall I show it to you?”




  It was a strange, yet no, a wondrous moment! She stood before me like one of the famous soothsayers from the time when men built the Tower of Babel. Her ethereal features were as if carved from slightly darkened alabaster. In the glow of the stars, her eyes seemed to possess an unfathomable, inexhaustible depth. The two long, strong, silver-white braids of her hair hung down on the right and left, nearly touching the ground. Her voice sounded as if it were not of this world. And a faintly fragrant breeze wafted around her entire form, a very peculiar, mysterious atmosphere for which no correct, descriptive word can be found in any of the many languages that exist. I did not fully understand what she said, but I had a rough idea of what she meant. So I asked:




  “Yes, show him to me!”




  “You shall and will see him,” she replied. “But not by pointing my finger at it and telling you, ‘There it is, up there,’ but by showing you where and how to look for it. For only that star can be yours which you yourself know how to find. If God, the Lord, wills it, you will see it in Djinnistan as soon as it stands above your head there. You do not yet know this land. Nor have you yet been to Ardistan. I will take you to the library to show you the books, maps, and plans from which you can learn. But first, I have something infinitely important to tell you, which you absolutely must know if your mission to Jinnistan is to succeed. Let’s sit down!”




  We sat down again. Marah Durimeh began:




  “In the West, people would most likely laugh at what I am about to tell you. But I am serious, indeed bitterly serious. They would sneer: ‘An old Kurdish woman speaks of high politics and the laws of civilization!’ But I stand on the God-given vantage point from which, in the fields of Bethlehem, the prophecy of the heavenly hosts resounded: >Glory to God in the highest, and peace on earth!< That He, the Lord of the Universe, be given the honor He deserves—He Himself, in His omnipotence and wisdom, ensures this best of all. But that there be peace here on earth—though this is His command—must be our concern, for we are the ones who must obey.”




  “When will it come, this peace?” asked Schakara. “It almost seems like never!”




  “It is coming!” replied the mistress with grave emphasis. “It must come, for God wills it.”




  “Thousands of years have passed without it coming!”




  “But thousands more will not pass!”




  “Things are already stirring in the West,” I interjected. “The noblest of men and women are uniting to clear the way for it.”




  “Clear the way?” asked Marah Durimeh. “In the West? I know, I know! But what good can the proposals of even the noblest people do if one ignores the great, the clear, the gigantic signs that life itself gives?” And if a hundred empresses and a thousand queens were to unite to raise their voices for so-called eternal peace, what would the chorus of these voices be against the terrible, unceasing cry of the blood that has been shed from the beginning until today, without a single year passing in which one could say that there was peace on earth.”




  “The rulers and princes send delegates to peace conferences,” I said, “at which—”




  “At which war is organized, but not peace!” Marah Durimeh interrupted me.




  “They humanize war!”




  “That is to say, one kills faster and more painlessly, but—one kills! I tell you, my friend, proud War never descends to Peace to offer him a hand, but Peace must ascend to him to strike him down, he who will forever resist. If War has an iron hand, then let Peace have a steel fist! Only power impresses—real power. If peace wishes to impress, let it seek power, let it gather power, let it create power for itself. You see that peace can never truly be peace. It is so only as long as it possesses the power to be so. It must always have outposts. As soon as it allows itself to be outflanked and overrun, the enemy takes its place. All the armaments of the earth and all the armaments of its peoples have hitherto been directed toward war. As if it were impossible to arm for peace in exactly the same way—and even more emphatically! Do you understand what I mean?”




  “I understand you,” I replied. “War or peace. Whichever possesses the greater power will rule. But where does war derive its power?”




  “You will see that in Ardistan.”




  “And where does peace derive its power?”




  “You shall learn that in Jinnistan. Today, at this very moment, is not the time to dwell on these questions. Words are of no use at all; deeds must be done. You have the sciences of war, both theoretical and practical. And you have the sciences of peace, theoretical, but none practical. Everyone knows how to wage war; no one knows how to wage peace. You have standing armies for war that cost many billions annually. Where are your standing armies for peace, which would cost not a single penny but would bring in billions? Where are your fortresses of peace, your marshals of peace, your strategists of peace, your officers of peace? I will ask no more questions now. For all, all these questions will arise before you in Ardistan, and the answers will appear to you in Djinnistan—but only if you keep your eyes open. Your journey to these two countries is a journey of study and practice, and whatever you gain there intellectually, consider it my thanks for the willingness with which you undertake my mission. These two lands will offer you a fairly accurate picture of the Earth, the Earth, its inhabitants, and all the possible relationships in which peoples stand toward one another. And if you encounter riddles there that you cannot solve, think of the image I am now sketching for you.”




  She made a slow, suggestive gesture with her arm toward the east and then continued:




  “Over there, the yellow race has awakened from a long, deep sleep. It is only just stretching its limbs. It is only just beginning to breathe freely. Woe betide us if, sensing its strength, it leaps from its bed to show that it is just as entitled to live as others!”




  With that, she gestured toward the west and continued:




  “Over there lies America, which you so mistakenly call the ‘New World.’ There lives the red man, whom you believe is doomed to extinction. You are mistaken. This red man will not die. No Portuguese, no Spaniard, no Englishman, no Yankee has the power to exterminate him. And the German does not go there to be the Indian’s enemy. They both possess what perhaps no one else has, namely spirit, and that will unite them. The so-called ‘dying’ Indian will rise again. There is an overpowering, world-historical law that decrees that he who is defeated by the sword shall then be the victor with the spade. The present-day Yankee will disappear, so that in his place a new human being may be formed, whose soul is Germanic-Indian. This new American race will be one of great intellectual and physical gifts and will not limit its influence to the Western Hemisphere alone. It will take possession of all the ideals and all the spiritual driving forces of the West, and woe to old Europe if it has nothing to oppose this but only the old prejudices, the old arrogance, the old cultural sins, and—the old cannons! For the East, too, is already beginning to stir. It stretches its limbs; it tests its muscles, its joints. It believes that what Japan could do, it can do as well! The giant Islam, whose mighty form rests upon European, Asian, and African soil, does not fear the apparent superiority of the West. The Kismet in which it believes is irresistible in attack and of infinite endurance. It counterbalances the superiority of European arms. Give the Orient good leaders, and it will triumph. And if it does not triumph, its downfall will be yours as well. The yellow race will then share dominion over the earth with the Germanic-Indian race. And why? Because the West was not great, just, and noble enough to subject its so-called “spheres of interest” to a humane review and to reconcile itself with the East!”




  “To reconcile with the Orient?” I asked. “That is wrong. It must be said: to reconcile the Orient with itself, for it is not the West but the Orient that is the offended, the deeply wronged, the oppressed party. Almost everything the West possesses, it has from the Orient. Its religion, its strength, its science, its entire education and culture, its grains, its fruits. The very foundation of its external and internal life. And what it does not have directly from it, at least the impetus for it came from it. How infinitely great is the gratitude we owe it! And how have we rewarded it? How and with what?”




  “You ask very rightly, very rightly!” replied Shakara. “How have you rewarded us, and with what? After we gave you everything we possessed, except our land, for that does not belong to us but to God, you come with all manner of tricks and weapons to take even that away from us! If the East had given you nothing else, absolutely nothing else, but only this one, single word, >God is love, and whoever remains in love remains in God and God in him<, you could not repay Him for this one gift with all the suns, moons, and stars, no matter how many there are in the heavens; But you have given not a single act of gratitude for this, or indeed for anything you have received, but only blood and war and envy and hatred.”




  “If you said that in the West, they would laugh at it, O Schakara,” I interjected. “There they claim the exact opposite of what you claim. They believe they are bestowing favor upon favor on the East by forcing their way into its home—”




  “To impose upon it a love it does not like, because it is the wrong one,” Marah Durimeh interjected. “I am not speaking of the mission; I am speaking of the charity of European politics. Show me a heart that has been won over by it! There is none, not a single one! And yet it is the greatest, the most important, indeed the holiest task of the West to win the heart of the East, if it wishes to avoid future struggles from which it can hardly emerge victorious. And it must seek not only the love of the East, but also its respect, its trust!”




  “But how?” I asked.




  “You ask that, you who have long since been on the right path to winning all this for yourself? In all the books you write, you teach love for the Orient! From all your writings, the soul of the Orient smiles—longingly, wistfully! It is a smile through tears! If you were the West, you would surely have won over the Orient quickly, for you love it, and you do not come to exploit it. But you are only a single person, and besides you and those who read you, many, many thousands more would have to come to work and live in the same spirit. Let us send, as you do, German art to the Orient! That is where one comes to know and love it best. Let us also send science, yet not merely to dig for ancient stones in Babylon, but to seek, above all, the dormant spirit of the Orient. The paths leading from the West to the East shall no longer be paths of war, but paths of peace! Let the transport of weapons and soldiers disappear! Let trade flourish! Let prosperity rush joyfully back and forth to reconcile disputes, heal wounds, and spread blessings! Then man will be worthy of man. And when the great, fateful hour comes, in which the question of destiny—whether war or peace—resounds in the distant West as in the distant East, then both, the East and the West, will stand together as invincible, world-ruling friends and compel the peoples of the earth to let their swords rust!




  “When will that be?” I asked. “How soon, how late?”




  “Go to Jinnistan; there the hour will strike,” she replied. “Now I have finished the preface, and the work can begin. I will take you to the library to show you the maps and other sources from which you can prepare yourself.”




  We left the attic and went to the library. While I was looking through the available works to orient myself for the planned journey, Marah Durimeh gave the order to have “Wilahde,” the sailing ship, readied for tomorrow. Later, she brought me the messenger who had returned today from Jinnistan, with whom I had a lengthy discussion that proved to be of great use to me later on. Then, around midnight, I was alone and went down to the horses once more, as I did every day before turning in. They were so used to this that they certainly would not have fallen asleep if I had ever forgotten to pay them this visit.




  They were not alone. Halef was with them. He was sitting in the grass. I greeted him; he did not answer. I greeted him again; he was still silent. I greeted him a third time; he remained silent then as well. Then I said:




  “Good night, Halef!” and pretended I was about to leave. That worked. He called out very quickly:




  “Good night, Sihdi! But don’t you think for a moment that you’ll get me to speak! I’m keeping quiet!”




  “Why?”




  “Because I’m sulking.”




  “With whom?”




  “With you! Or do you mean with the horses? They have more refinement of heart and better manners than you! If you were my wife, I would say to you three times, ‘We are divorced!’ Then you would have to leave my harem and could, as far as I’m concerned, find shelter with any other man, but certainly not with me again!”




  “Is it really that bad?”




  “Yes, very, very bad! I’m not talking to you anymore!”




  “But I can hear you speaking!”




  “I’m not speaking for you, but only for myself, because otherwise you’ll run off again right away and I won’t find out anything at all! Or am I supposed to know nothing, hear nothing, and find out nothing? Absolutely nothing at all?”




  He jumped up from the grass, stepped close to me, and continued:




  “Sihdi, you know how much I love you. I hold you three times, five times, yes, ten times higher than the most beautiful riding camel of the Bishar tribe. My respect for you reaches higher than the longest pole of my tent. And my loyalty to you is more boundless than a jug with no bottom. I have ridden, run, and traveled with you through all the lands on earth, save for a few that were not nearby. I have starved and thirsted with you, frozen and sweated. I have annoyed you, and you have annoyed me. Because of this, our souls are closely bound together, almost even closer than two mules laden with a litter. And this beautiful bond of hearts you want to tear apart, you want to split in two, you want to treat like a pair of Kurdish trousers, whose two legs you cut right down the middle from the belly to the back! What have I done to you that you so suddenly want nothing more to do with our infinite bond? I demand an answer, an immediate answer. You cannot refuse me. You do not have an ordinary man before you. I am Hadji Halef Omar, the supreme sheikh of the Haddedihn of the great, famous Shammar tribe. Do you know that?”




  “I know that well enough. But why you are so terribly angry with me, I do not know.”




  “You don’t? Really? Have I been misinformed? Sihdi, be so kind as to look down toward the harbor. Do you see the ship lying there in the moonlight?”




  “Yes.”




  “And do you see the lights moving on the deck and inside?”




  “Yes. All the portholes are lit.”




  “Those are people, people who are preparing the vessel to leave the harbor. Do you know where it’s going?”




  “To Ardistan.”




  “And who is it supposed to take there?”




  “Why shouldn’t I know, since you already know?”




  The small, slightly angry man wanted to give me a piece of his mind. He possessed a strong, easily aroused sense of honor. He had learned that we would be traveling to Ardistan tomorrow instead of returning home, and that I hadn’t run straight to him immediately to tell him this—that had offended him. He was certain I would still check on the horses. That was why he had sat down here to lie in wait for me and deliver my well-deserved scolding. Scenes like this were not all that rare. In all such cases, his anger was meant quite seriously; but I used to give the matter, as much as possible, a humorous or, for him, entirely unexpected twist that took him by surprise. So it was here as well.




  “Yes, I know it too, I know it too,” he exclaimed in his most reproachful tone. “But not from you, but from strangers!”




  “Just like me! I, too, heard it from strangers, not from you!”




  Then he paused. He sensed that I was once again about to turn the tables on him. Then he continued:




  “To hear it from you, I first had to come here to the horses!”




  “So did I! And yet it would have been your duty to come to me immediately as soon as you found out. But instead of doing that, you expected me to run after you until I found you here! I won’t stand for that, do you hear me, Halef, I won’t stand for it!”




  Then he took a few steps back and repeated the train of thought in my speech in a tone of utter astonishment:




  “My duty—! To you immediately—! Expected—! To run after you—! To take exception—! Effendi, I am frozen! Yes, please, allow me to be frozen, completely frozen! I came here to hurl the crushing force of my reproaches in your face, and the one who is hurling them now is not me, but you! And the worst part is that it seems to me you are just as right as I am.”




  “Just as right as you? How dare you! If anyone needs to chase after anyone, who is it that has to chase? Me after you, or you after me?”




  “Not you, but me!” he admitted honestly.




  “And yet you didn’t come to me—I had to come to you! Halef, Halef, it wasn’t like that before! Back then you were dutiful! Back then you would have followed me around the world to tell me that something important had happened. But today you sit lazily in the grass and wait until I come!”




  Then he took another step back, clasped his hands in alarm, and groaned:




  “Lazily in the grass! Lazily, lazily! Is such a thing possible! It’s beyond my comprehension. Me, lazy! But I really did run here instead of to you! I really did sit here in the grass! And I really did wait until you came! That cannot be denied, even though you stand before me like someone intent on placing me on the turban of my thoughts instead of putting it on my head! I feel quite confused behind my forehead and ask you to forgive me for not having heard from you!”




  I had to make an effort to stay serious, and asked him:




  “Who was it who told you?”




  “The ship’s captain, who passed me as he boarded. I spoke with him. We’ll be at sea for over three days before we see the coast of Ardistan. Do you know how long we’ll have to stay there?”




  “No. It could take months, or even years.”




  “Allah, Allah! Years, too?”




  “Yes. I know you’re looking forward to seeing home again soon—”




  “Not just home,” he interjected, “but also Hanneh, my wife, the most beautiful and sweetest flower among all the flowers that exist on earth. And Kara Ben Halef, the son of my heart, whom I have raised to be the wisest and best of all men who dwell under the sun.”




  “And now you’re not going home, but to Ardistan and Djinnistan. That makes you sad!”




  “Regret? No! I will admit to you honestly that I would have preferred to return to my wife and child; but there are two points that must be considered. The first point is you. It is impossible for me to leave you. I will ride with you until the earth ceases beneath the hooves of our horses, and even then, on and on! And the second point is the joy of danger. And there will be dangers, more than you think or suspect. I’m telling you that now!”




  “Really?”




  “Yes. I have never been there myself, and there are very few people at all who have ever been there, but I have been told much about it, and what I have heard and learned there could instill in me not only fear and anxiety, but even terror and horror, were I not Hadji Halef Omar, the supreme sheikh of the Haddedihn of the great and famous Shammar tribe. You know, Effendi, that it is impossible for a Haddedihn to be afraid. You, too, know no fear. That is why I can tell you what I have learned about Ardistan and Jinnistan. I would have to keep it from anyone else; otherwise, it would make their skin crawl. May I?”




  “Yes.”




  “Then listen!”




  Our horses lay before us, awaiting their evening caresses. We sat down beside them, Halef with Assil Ben Rih and I with Syrr, who tenderly licked my hands, thereby asking me to scratch his neck and mane.




  “Ardistan and Jinnistan lie side by side,” Halef began his account, “or rather, one above the other. For Ardistan lies by the sea and is crisscrossed only by a few, not very significant hills; Jinnistan, however, rises to the highest mountains that exist on earth. No one knows the actual border between the two countries; it is undefined. In Ardistan, a “Mir” reigns, and in Dschinnistan, a “Mir” reigns. This word is an abbreviation of Emir, which means prince. The “Mir” of Ardistan is a devil, and the “Mir” of Dschinnistan is an angel.”




  “Can humans be angels or devils?” I asked.




  “Indeed,” he replied. “For Hanneh, my wife, the most precious pearl among all the pearls of the sea and the rivers, is an angel. I know this, and I swear to it. And on the other hand, you know just as well that there are also women who are devils. And what women can do, we men can surely do as well. If you wish to give honor to the truth, you must say that I am an angel, and out of gratitude I will then render you the same service. By the way, I am only telling you what I have heard, and whether you believe it is not my concern, but yours. But I believe it!”




  “And aren’t you afraid?”




  “Afraid? Of whom? Of the ‘Mir of Jinnistan,’ perhaps? He is an angel, after all, and one is not afraid of angels! Or of the ‘Mir of Ardistan’? He is a devil, and as long as I have lived, I have always wished to meet Satan. And now that this heart’s desire is finally, finally coming true, am I supposed to be afraid of him? On the contrary, I’m looking forward to meeting him! By the way, whether angel or devil makes no difference; neither one nor the other can harm us, for everything that happens to us is predestined in the Book of Life, and only Allah alone can change it; but it would never occur to Him to make a change just for your sake or mine. You’ve probably never heard of these two regions at all, and never read anything about them?”




  “Nothing specific. But earlier, Marah Durimeh gave me maps and books from which I can learn. I’m taking them with me on the ship to study them during our several-day voyage.”




  “And then lug them around with you?”




  “Oh no. That would be foolish.”




  “I don’t care for such things at all. Such maps are merely drawn with ink, and as we all know, ink runs wherever it pleases. And it’s even worse with books. Writing books is backbreaking work. Only foolish people could be so foolish as to undertake such labor. Anyone who is wise says what he knows; he doesn’t go to the immense trouble of first writing it down, then printing it, and finally reading it aloud. That is why every book I get my hands on serves as certain proof that the one who wrote it is a fool. And you shouldn’t be lugging around the products of such poor, pitiful creatures on the ship either! I am very eager to see the nonsense that will be in these books. If you’re smart, you won’t listen to them, but to me. Have you looked inside them yet?”




  “Yes.”




  “And have you read them too?”




  “Yes.”




  “Was there anything in them about flying people?”




  “No.”




  “About people with crocodile heads?”




  “No.”




  “Then these books are no good! There are people in Ardistan who cry crocodile tears. It follows that they must have crocodile heads. The crocodile tears are exactly the size of an ostrich egg, one by one, and are—”




  “Hatched by elephants, aren’t they?” I interrupted, laughing out loud.




  “You’re laughing?” he fumed. “At such serious matters? Effendi, Effendi, watch yourself. Books have already warped and twisted many a human mind. You can already see how immensely harmful they are from the fact that anyone who is infatuated with a book lies down on the sofa to read it, and the sofa is, after all, only there so that one can either do nothing or fall asleep. I beg you once more, take heed! Perhaps it isn’t even written in the books that Ardistan is the land of fleas, lice, bedbugs, and soldiers?”




  “Indeed not.”




  “So throw them away, Effendi, throw them away, for books about Ardistan that say nothing of these things are worthless! Gather all your thoughts into one hand and pay attention to what I tell you! I will not only describe the two lands to you, but also the people, the animals, the plants, and everything else you need to know but do not yet know. Listen to me! You will hear that what I have in my head is worth a thousand times more than all the books, all the maps, and all the plans that are not contained therein. So pay attention!”




  Halef now began a lecture of such monstrous content, as if he had gathered together all the impossibilities of geography, history, and natural history especially for this midnight hour, in order to drive me out of my mind. And he did so with such seriousness and conviction as if it were a matter of at least bliss or some other of the highest spiritual points of our lives. I have read and heard many fantastical things, but never anything quite like this. That is why I remained completely silent at first when he was finished, for I could not find the right words to express my astonishment at the nonsense he wanted me to believe. He, however, attributed quite different reasons to this silence.




  “Isn’t that right, you’re completely blown away, Sihdi?” he asked. “My knowledge has overwhelmed you. The beauty of my language, the grandeur of my images, the invincibility of the truths I have presented to you! Yes, you will find nothing like this in any book, whether printed or written! But I have grown tired of this long and continuous speaking. Haven’t you?”




  “No, for I was silent.”




  “Then you may stay, but I must go to sleep.”




  “Thank Allah!”




  He had already been about to stand up, but at my words he sank back down and asked:




  “What did you mean by that? What were you trying to say?”




  “That you deserve the rest that sleep usually brings.”




  “Oh! That’s something else! With you, one doesn’t always know right away what you mean. You sometimes use expressions that convey something quite different from what they actually say. That’s what I thought here, too; but now I’m reassured. Lelatak mubarake—may your night be blessed!”




  Now he stood up.




  “Yours too,” I replied.




  He walked three or four steps away, paused thoughtfully, then turned back to me and said:




  “Effendi, I’m glad we’re leaving tomorrow, that we won’t be staying here any longer.”




  “Why?”




  “I don’t like it!”




  “Listen, Halef, that’s ungrateful! We’ve never found hospitality like this anywhere else!”




  “That’s true. But what good is hospitality to me if it doesn’t offer me the very thing I love most?”




  “What do you mean?”




  “Seriousness.”




  “Seriousness? Why? I thought we were among very serious people.”




  “I thought so too, but it soon turned out to be a mistake. There’s no seriousness here!”




  “Really?”




  “Yes. They’re all laughing, all of them!”




  Ah, now I knew what he meant. He was annoyed that people took his exaggerations for what they were and didn’t even bother to hide it from him.




  “They’re laughing?” I asked. “At what? At whom? Surely not at me?”




  “At you? Sihdi, I wouldn’t advise them to do that; I’d just punch them! Oh no, they’re laughing at me, at me! You’re the one who should be punching them!”




  “I’d love to, I’d love to—that is, if I could see it!”




  “That’s exactly what annoys me. You don’t get to see it at all, only I do. They have respect for you; they hide it from you; but not from me! The greater, the more beautiful, and the more wonderful the things I tell them to arouse their amazement, the louder their laughter becomes and the less they believe me. That is insulting, that is despicable; it draws my anger out of me and yet keeps pushing it back inside me, because as a guest I am forbidden to be rude. This anger, constantly being pushed back and forth, is making me sick. It’s ruining my appetite. I’m losing my appetite. I feel more and more that I don’t belong here and that I’m too refined for the people with whom I’m staying here. Why don’t I stay, like you, with Marah Durimeh and Schakara? They don’t laugh! So I’m glad we’re not staying any longer! Lelatak sa’ide—may your night be happy!”




  He left.




  “Yours as well,” I replied.




  Then he stopped once more.




  “Effendi, may I ask you a question?”




  “Yes, but only on the condition that you really do leave then.”




  “I’ll go then, certainly!”




  “Speak then!”




  “You used to let me tuck my hippopotamus whip into my belt. That was a joy. When no one else had any sense left, my whip sure did. Then you suddenly became cultured and humane. You forbade me from using the whip. That hurt me. For the more pain one inflicts on the enemy, the more comfort one brings to the friend. Ever since I had to put the whip away, we haven’t experienced any real, any great adventure. On top of that, you also gave up using your rifles. The heavy, sure-hitting bear killer, the twenty-five-shot Henry rifle, with which you saved us from so many dangers—they were packed away. You no longer wanted to rely on weapons, but on love, on humanity. But do you know what came next? What the consequence was?”




  “I know it well,” I admitted.




  “Well, what?”




  “Caution took the place of courage. We experienced nothing more.”




  “Yes, that’s exactly it! Humanity robbed us of our adventures. We experienced nothing anymore. And now here’s my question: Should it be the same in Ardistan and Djinnistan? Do you want to silence the weapons there as well?”




  “No.”




  Then he came toward me with a great leap of joy, took my hand, and cried:




  “Not really, Effendi?”




  “I say no.”




  “Why?”




  “Because it would be madness to do without them in a country like Ardistan. I am convinced it would be certain death for us.”




  “Handulillah, Handulillah! There’s shooting again! There’s stabbing again! And there’s hacking again!”




  He spun around five or six times, making a sweeping motion with his arm as if he were holding a whip.




  “Hacking? Why?” I asked, pretending not to understand him.




  He replied:




  “You mean I can unpack the bear killer, the Henry rifle, the hunting knife, and the revolvers again?”




  “Exactly.”




  “And my good old Arab shotgun too, and the double-barreled rifle you gave me, and the two pistols as well?”




  “Yes. Then we’ll be lugging around a whole arsenal again!”




  “And do you know what absolutely, absolutely belongs in that arsenal?”




  “What?”




  “The kurbatsch, the whip, the Nile-hide whip!”




  “Oh ho!”




  “Yes, the whip!” he cheered. “You know just as well as I do what I’ve accomplished with it! It makes the disobedient obedient, the proud humble, the unfaithful faithful, the doubters believers, the miserly charitable, the rude polite, the slow quick, the angry gentle, and, if need be, even the dead alive! Sihdi, tell me, may I unpack it too?”




  He bent down toward me, caressed my cheek with his hand, and asked in the most loving of tones:




  “Sihdi, if you still love me just a tiny, tiny bit, then allow me to carry the whip again! I beg you, I beg you!”




  Anyone who knows my dear little Hadji Halef will certainly not be surprised by this request of his; it certainly did not spring from any ill intent and was based on the peculiarities of Oriental circumstances. And anyone who knows me knows that I, too, decided on the answer I gave him only for good reasons:




  “So wear it again, Halef; wear it!”




  “May I?” he asked in a tone that was almost bursting with joy.




  “You may. But I make it a condition that you may only use them when I permit you to.”




  “Very gladly, very gladly! I thank you, Sihdi, I thank you! How this pleases me! It is the greatest joy I can imagine here, where I have experienced nothing but trouble! I may cut down the scoundrels, the villains, the rascals, the monsters, the dregs! I’m overjoyed! I must cheer! I must dance and jump! And you, Effendi, you’ll jump with me! Come, come!”




  He grabbed me and pulled me up from my seat. He wanted to spin me around in a circle. I resisted. That caused a commotion. The horses reared up. My Syrr watched the scene without excitement; but Assil Ben Rih neighed loudly when he saw his master in such a rare, joyful excitement. That freed me from Halef. He let me go and turned to the black horse:




  “That’s right, Assil, that’s right! If the Effendi won’t dance with me, I’ll dance with you. You have more sense than he does. Watch out! Here we go!”




  He swung himself onto the horse’s back with a springy leap, chased it around in circles a few times, and then galloped off into the moonlit night. Syrr lay down again. I said goodbye to him and returned to the apartment. Please don’t smile at my saying that I said goodbye to my horse. A horse as noble as Syrr is a completely different creature from an ordinary horse of our native breed; he has entirely different sensibilities and must therefore be treated quite differently. We will often return to this very peculiar and highly interesting subject.




  It was impossible for me to go to sleep. The thought of being allowed to visit the two most mysterious regions on Earth would have been of the utmost interest to me at any time. But this was more than just an ordinary, aimless visit. I had a highly important task to carry out. This task had been described by Marah Durimeh as a mission. I did not yet know what it entailed, but there was no doubt that it was of the utmost importance. This aroused in me a sense of unusual obligation, of extraordinary responsibility, which made me restless and drove me to the library, where I sat over the books and maps until early morning, so that I could later tell myself that I had not neglected anything necessary to meet the demands Marah Durimeh had placed on me.




  She, too, was up early, as was Schakara. They found me in the library. Then we went up to the gallery for breakfast. There I learned that the >Wilahde< would weigh anchor at exactly noon. My mission consisted solely of delivering a letter from Marah Durimeh to the “Mir of Jinnistan” as quickly as possible. The how and where were left to the circumstances and my discretion. Schakara was to accompany me until the hour of our disembarkation, in order to provide me with all the information she could regarding my questions until then. Then she sailed directly back to Ikbal. And the letter I was to deliver? It was not written on paper or a similar material, and no one, not even I, would have taken it for a letter had Marah Durimeh not said that it was.




  When our belongings were being packed for the journey, she added a few items that she thought might be useful to us. Among them was a highly polished breastplate—not a full suit of armor for the upper body, but merely a shield, light and thin, intended solely to protect the heart and lungs. It was made of a metal or alloy unknown to me and so pliable that it could be worn under a very thin garment without being noticeable.




  “Put on this protection before you even set foot in Ardistan,” said Marah Durimeh.




  “Do you think we face such great dangers there?” I asked.




  “There will be dangers, not few and not minor,” she replied. “But I have no concern for you; you will overcome them. Although this shield is also intended for your protection and has shoulder straps to be fastened to your chest, in this place it must also find the protection it needs—and to a high degree. For it is, after all, the letter I am entrusting to you.”




  “It? The letter?” I asked, now examining it with double the attention. “I don’t see any writing!”




  “You don’t need to see it,” she smiled. “It isn’t addressed to you, after all. What you cannot see, ‘Mir von Dschinnistan’ can. He will read it.”




  Shakara smiled too, but in a different way. She nodded toward me and said:




  “Perhaps he recognized the script and deciphered it even before he handed it to the ‘Mir’!”




  “I would be glad if he could manage it,” Marah Durimeh admitted. “But this writing is not mere writing, but more. Just as here on this shield, it is written only in Sitara, the land of the star flowers, and this writing can only be learned by one who knows me, the mistress of this land. Try to see if you can, Effendi! You will be taught as you ride together through the perilous Ardistan.”




  That was the extent of my instruction. I was allowed to consider myself an envoy, but one with whom no one bothered to mince words. Yet it was precisely this brevity for which I felt infinitely grateful.




  We brought our horses aboard ourselves. They were so valuable that we would not entrust them to anyone else. Schakara was there as well, and Marah Durimeh accompanied us, simple and modest, like an ordinary woman, greeted with reverence and love by all who saw us along the way, yet unobtrusive, in a natural and unaffected manner. So was the farewell. She stood on the shore and waved as the ship weighed anchor. Then she walked away. A short time later, we saw her appear on the balcony. There she stood until we could no longer see her. Then the palace, the city, the dark mountains, the whole of Sitara that had become familiar to us, all vanished, and we saw nothing but the infinitely vast sea, to which we had been entrusted in good faith.




  At any other time, I would certainly have taken a very close interest in the ship, its crew, and its furnishings; but now I had no time for that. I had to make use of every minute to educate myself. The books I had brought with me had to go back with Shakara. So I had to work my way through them by then, and I read and read and wrote and wrote, to note down everything I considered important. Shakar helped me with this. When three days had passed, I had a whole thick stack of notes whose value was immeasurable. With their help, I was able to orient myself in every situation and in every place.




  We had not encountered any other vessel during those three days. Now we were approaching the destination of our journey. We expected to reach the coast of Ardistan by noon on the fourth day, but even there we saw no ship, not even a barge or a boat. The reason for this was that we avoided approaching any harbor. Our landing had to take place in the utmost secrecy, and so we chose a completely desolate part of the coast that seemed entirely inaccessible; yet there was a spot where a small, narrow cove, while not allowing us to drop anchor, did at least provide an opportunity to disembark. Here, the land dropped so steeply and so deeply into the sea that no anchor line was long enough to reach the bottom.




  Shortly after noon, a dark line appeared before us, toward which we approached with a favorable wind. This was Ardistan, a low-lying coast consisting of swamps and marshes.




  “That is your destination,” said Schakara. “And now that it lies before you, I want to tell you something important. You will find little joy in the inhabitants of this land. They stand at a very low stage of humanity. But here and there there is a chosen one who feels the need to separate himself from this baseness and unite with like-minded people. Thus a covenant has arisen that calls itself >Insanija<, >Humanity<. Unfortunately, it is forced to remain secret because the “Mir of Ardistan” will not tolerate it. Its members are in contact with one another. They are noble, self-sacrificing people. There are some among them who have seen Marah Durimeh or even spoken with her and almost idolize her. You can expect help from them as soon as you turn to them. No one will betray you.”




  “Do you know their names?”




  “No.”




  “Their social standing, their place of residence?”




  “No. I have not yet been initiated into these secrets of our mistress. But she told me the sign by which they recognize one another, and commanded me to convey it to you.”




  “That is important, extremely important! What kind of sign is it?”




  “Every Insan—for that is what these people call themselves—can be recognized by the fact that they divide the first glance they cast upon a stranger into three parts, by lowering their eyelids twice during that glance. This creates three glances instead of one, but in such an inconspicuous way that only those who know about it and are therefore paying close attention notice it. Look at me; I’ll show you!”




  She fixed her gaze on me and divided that look into three parts by lowering her eyes twice. Then I had to imitate her. It was very easy.




  “You are actually entitled,” she continued, “to have this secret revealed to you, for you have long been an Insan, even if not a resident of the land of Ardistan. But watch out! The sails are being lowered!”




  The sails were adjusted so that the ship’s speed decreased. We approached the coast to within half a nautical mile; then we turned into the wind, that is, the sails were positioned so that the wind’s effect was neutralized. We lay as if at anchor. Now the large boat was lowered into the water with the two horses tied inside it. They remained calm. Incidentally, the oarsmen were sitting with them as well. Then the rope ladder was lowered; Halef and I climbed down, along with Shakara, who wanted to steer.




  It was no easy maneuver, because of the horses; but we succeeded. There were scattered trees along the bay, very close to the shore. This allowed us to secure the boat in such a way that the horses could be unloaded quite comfortably and without danger. They were saddled. We only had to mount them. Hadji Halef bid farewell to Shakara with a great flood of words. Then I offered her my hand. She said nothing, but her lips trembled, and her eyes were moist. Then she gave the signal to push the boat away from the shore. Now the water lay between us, the deep, mysterious sea! As if my thoughts were also hers, she called out to us after all:




  “Effendi, if a danger approaches you that seems insurmountable, or if the tears of earthly suffering pour down upon you, do not lose heart, but believe me that Marah Durimeh and Shakara are always near you. Farewell!”




  “Goodbye!” I replied.




  “Nasuf wussak—goodbye!” Halef called out as well.




  Then the boat shot away from the shore, back toward the ship. We both stood on the shore and watched it go. We saw the boat dock; we saw that it was being hauled up. The >Wilahde< set its sails full again and then, under the pressure of the wind that had picked up again, turned away from us. A white pennant rose to the top of the mainmast. That was the final farewell. Beside me, a not entirely suppressed sob rang out. — Halef was crying.




  “Don’t laugh at me, Sihdi!” he said. “I don’t want to know anything about the land of Sitara, because they laugh at me there, but I have to cry anyway. What are tears for? They have to come out! I may sometimes scold the people of this land, but I love them all the same! Especially Marah Durimeh and Shakara! There goes the ship now! I’m sitting down! And I’ll watch it until it’s gone! I won’t get up again until then!”




  He spoke these words very slowly and in short bursts, in a tearful tone. I knew full well how deeply he had taken Schakara, our young, noble friend, into his heart. He really did sit down on the ground, even though it was very damp, and watched the ship until it vanished on the distant horizon. Then he stood up again and said:




  “Now it’s over! The farewell hurts, of course, but we are not children, but men. And above all, we know that an unknown land and a life full of rich adventures lie ahead of us. So we must pull ourselves together and look bravely forward, instead of back at what lies behind us. Do you have all your things together, Sihdi?”




  “Yes,” I replied.




  “Forgotten anything?”




  “No.”




  “Yes, indeed, that question was utterly superfluous, for you have never been forgetful, never! But allow me to ask about your armor letter! You should have put it on before you even set foot in this land. Have you done so?”




  “Yes.”




  “And the copies of the maps, plans, and thousands of names that you made? You haven’t forgotten those, have you?”




  “No.”




  “Where do you have them?”




  “Here in my breast pocket. I had just tied the armor letter to my chest and pulled my jacket over my vest. The copies were lying next to me. I was just putting them away when Schakara came, and then—and—and—but no, I’m mistaken! I didn’t put them away, but I was about to put them away; then Schakara came and interrupted me. I left the copies lying there, and—”




  “And they’re still lying there?” Halef quickly interjected.




  “Yes—no—no—yes—impossible! It’s inconceivable! They’re too important, far, far too important! I can’t, I just can’t have forgotten them!”




  I reached into my breast pocket; they weren’t there. I searched all the other pockets, in vain. I had left them lying there, certainly and truly left them lying there! These copies, which I had made with such great effort and which I needed so desperately! Nothing like this had ever happened to me in my life! I had previously considered such carelessness impossible! I felt terribly sick. I sat down now as well, despite the dampness of the ground. Without these notes, I was completely unable to navigate this foreign land and its unfamiliar circumstances on my own! Any chance occurrence could become my master and ruler! Halef had just called us “men”; but now that I didn’t have these notes with me, we were like children who can only make mistakes if it ever occurs to them to dare to make a decision of their own! I was furious with myself and at the same time more disheartened than I had ever been in my entire life. On top of that, Halef stood right in front of me with his legs spread wide apart and said:




  “Well! There you sit now! Just like I was a moment ago! The only thing missing is for the drops to run down your cheeks just like they did mine! So you’ve forgotten them—really forgotten them?”




  “Unfortunately! Yes!” I admitted.




  “I thought so!” he continued, “because you’ve always been forgetful! Terribly forgetful, for as long as I’ve known you!”




  “Oh ho!” I objected.




  “Yes, yes!” he insisted. “You do have a few other faults as well, my dear Sihdi, but the greatest of them has always been forgetfulness; and it will likely remain so! You know as well as I do that I have made every effort to free you from this thoughtlessness; but, unfortunately, I have not succeeded. Admittedly, for a man as sensible as I am, this is no reason to be angry with you or even to look down on you, for flaws that are innate cannot be cured; but it is certainly distressing for me that I, of all people, seem destined to keep discovering new such shortcomings in you. That you could leave these notes on the ship is downright incomprehensible to me. I am searching for the reasons behind this inner flaw of yours. You would likely not find them; but with my well-known acumen, it is a trifle for me to discover them in no time. May I tell you what they are, Effendi?”




  “Yes,” I replied.




  Anyone who knows me and my Hadji Halef knows why I sometimes tacitly allowed him to lecture me in this way. He loved and revered me sincerely and truly; but nothing but reverence, forever and ever—that seemed tedious to him; he needed, from time to time, five minutes in which he could pour out all his indignation at me; that was simply in his nature, and then he was immediately once again the dear, faithful, self-sacrificing man from whom I could demand whatever I pleased, even death. Besides, I had just now deserved a stern lecture, and so I let him speak his mind freely.




  “There are two,” he continued. “Is it perhaps possible for you to guess them?”




  “No.”




  “Then I’ll tell you, without taxing your mind unnecessarily. It is, in fact, either stupidity or senility. Do you understand?”




  “Not yet.”




  “So it is not senility, but stupidity alone. For all the mistakes a person makes, there is only one of these two reasons. They suffice for everything that happens. We need not look for any others. You are exactly as old as I am. That is why I know for certain that senility is out of the question in your case. So, when I investigate the reason for your fallibility, it can only be stupidity. And because these errors are innate in you, stupidity must also be innate in you. Do you understand me?”




  “Yes.”




  “That surprises me! Someone who is stupid by nature doesn’t usually grasp things as quickly as you are grasping me right now, at this very moment. But I’m glad about that. Because then I can hope that you’ll also grasp what I have left to say to you.”




  He set the butt of his shotgun on the ground, rested his hands on the barrel, and then continued:




  “You know, Effendi, that we have been sent to Ardistan and Djinnistan to experience tremendous adventures and perform the kind of great deeds that are possible for no other creature but the two of us. If you had your plans and maps with you, it would probably not be entirely impossible for you to justify the trust that Marah Durimeh places in you. But since you have forgotten them, you will surely admit without hesitation that, given your innate shortcomings, you are incapable of doing what she demands of you. It follows with undeniable certainty that it is now I upon whom you must both rely. It is I who must perform the great deeds, not you! And it is I who must experience the famous adventures, not you! Before, you were the main character, and I was the supporting character. But now it is exactly the opposite: now I am the main character, and you are the supporting character! Do you admit that, Effendi?”




  “Very gladly,” I replied.




  “Very gladly?” he asked, casting an uncertain glance at me. “I don’t like the tone in which you say that! I hope you mean it honestly!”




  “Utterly sincere!” I assured him. “It is a sheer delight to me to learn that from now on you are the main character.”




  “A delight? Why?”




  “Because now I have nothing left to consider, to think about, or to be responsible for. I’ll just do whatever you command.”




  “Hm!” he grumbled. “You don’t want to think anymore? Not at all?”




  “Not at all!” I assured him. “Given my innate stupidity, I’m very glad that you’re now thinking in my place.”




  “And I’m supposed to take responsibility for everything?”




  “Of course! I’m just a minor detail!”




  “Hm! If only I knew what you mean by that—whether honestly or deceitfully! You are, after all, a highly dangerous person when it comes to your innate stupidity. It is possible that you are merely tempting me with this. But since it cannot be denied that you have forgotten your cards and plans, it remains as I said: I am the main character! I will therefore be in command throughout this entire journey, and you must obey. Right?”




  “Yes.”




  “So get up off the ground now and mount the horse. We’re setting off!”




  I stood up. We had both gotten dirty from sitting on the damp ground. This infuriated Halef, who was extremely particular about cleanliness.




  “Allah ‘l Allah! Now the whole swamp is stuck to our clothes!” he exclaimed angrily. “This is Ardistan! Just as it was described to me! Back home, even the desert is so clean that the faithful wash themselves with sand instead of water before praying, if they lack the latter. But whoever sets foot on the ground of Ardistan sinks into the filth with the very first step and cannot free himself from it until he reaches the border of Jinnistan! Let’s hurry to escape this dirt and mud!”




  He mounted his horse. I did the same. Now he waited for me to ride ahead. But I made a dismissive gesture with my hand and urged him:




  “You show the way; I’m just a side note!”




  “All right, I will!” he replied in a seemingly confident tone. But with less confidence, he added: “You don’t have to ride behind me, though; you can safely stay by my side. You know me, after all. You know that even as the main character, I’m very affable!”




  The little sly one wanted me by his side so he could gauge his behavior based on my reaction. But I didn’t go along with it; instead, I stayed behind him. This put him in no small amount of embarrassment. He knew, as the saying goes, not a thing about my intentions and was therefore completely incapable of even determining the direction of our ride. That’s why, after only a short while, he turned back to me with a request:




  “Effendi, at least tell me if I’m riding the right way!”




  “It’s right,” I replied. “Straight ahead.”




  “But what if we come to a swamp?”




  “Then we’ll go around it.”




  “It seems like everything here is a swamp. I find this terrible. The horses are sinking up to their knees!”




  “It will take us three days to cross the marshy plain.”




  “Three days? Allah have mercy! What kind of people live there?”




  “None. We won’t encounter any human beings until we’re past this lowland.”




  “To which people do they belong?”




  “The Ussul tribe.”




  “The Ussul? Are you sure of that?”




  “Yes.”




  “I think you’ve forgotten your notes? You can’t possibly know anything!”




  “Why not? I’ve memorized a great deal of what I read in Marah Durimeh’s books and calculated from her maps.”




  “Memorized?” he asked. “Sihdi, that’s not true; I don’t believe it!”




  “Why not?”




  “Because I know better! I’ve already told you that I know Ardistan, and very well at that. That’s why I’m the leader and am riding ahead now. Anyone who has been to this land knows that it is the Land of Oblivion.”




  “Why?”




  “Whoever enters it forgets everything—what, where, how, and who they were before.”




  “Who made you believe that?”




  “Convinced me? Please don’t insult me! I’ve spoken with many, many people about Ardistan. The wisest of them was an old, learned, and well-traveled dervish who had stayed there for over ten years and thus knew it very well. He said that Ardistan is definitely just like human life in general.”




  “What do you mean by that?” I asked him.




  “I’ll explain that to you right away,” he replied. “You do admit that neither of us comes from Ardistan, even though we’re here now, don’t you?”




  “Yes.”




  “Likewise, you also admit that we do not come from Earth, even though we are on it?”




  “Agreed!”




  “But do you know where you were before you were born here?”




  “No.”




  “But back then, when you were there, did you know?”




  “Most likely!”




  “So you forgot it at the very moment you were born. The old, wise dervish claimed that the earth is a prison for creatures who refuse to obey Allah. As soon as they pass through the gate of birth into this life, they forget everything that came before. They no longer know who, what, or where they were, and can only find their way back to where they came from through unconditional obedience and unshakable faith, through faithful, honest work and good deeds. Do you believe that, Effendi?”




  “This old dervish’s view is interesting; one must reflect on it.”




  “Then think about it! He said that in every person’s life there are moments when the memory of a past life flashes before them like a bolt of lightning that vanishes as quickly as it comes.”




  “And is it the same, or something like that, with Ardistan?”




  “Yes. It is a land of oblivion, like the Earth. It is even claimed that life in Ardistan is an exact mirror of life on Earth. You’re smiling, Effendi? Is what I’m saying not worth believing?”




  “Whether it’s worth it or not, that’s not the point here. Do you know who you are?”




  “Yes. Why do you ask?”




  “And do you know where we were yesterday?”




  “Yes.”




  “And the day before yesterday, and all the days, weeks, and months before that?”




  “Yes.”




  “So you haven’t forgotten?”




  “No.”




  “How can Ardistan be the Land of Oblivion?”




  Then he reined in his horse, gazed thoughtfully ahead, and muttered:




  “Yes. Your question isn’t stupid, nor is it inherently stupid. Perhaps I’m confusing one thing with another. Or I’m not expressing myself clearly. Or forgetfulness doesn’t strike all at once, but slowly, bit by bit. It’s already there in you, after all, because you have to admit that you’ve left your maps and notes lying around. Let’s not argue, but wait and see whether our memory fades or not. Let’s get back to the Ussul tribe we were talking about. Do you know them?”




  “No,” I replied as we rode on.




  “Then be glad that I’m the one in charge now! Without me, you’d be completely lost if you went to them. For I know exactly what to expect from them. I have heard of them. Be on your guard, Effendi! The Ussul are, after all, a people of giants. They have legs like elephants. Their arms are as long and as strong as twenty-year-old tree trunks. Their hair resembles a lion’s mane. Their eyes glow like lanterns. Their voices make the noise of thunder, and when they are angry, the earth on which they stand trembles. They live in strong castles that they build only in the water. They live by murder and robbery. They believe neither in Allah nor in the devil, and whoever gets into a fight with them is absolutely lost!"




  “That sounds extraordinarily reassuring! Who told you that? Probably the same dervish?”




  “No, but from other people who are no less credible and reliable. It is quite impossible to defeat a man from the Ussul tribe in battle. That is why the personal guard of the ‘Mir of Ardistan’ consists only of such warriors, each of whom can easily take on thirty to forty enemies.”




  “So it’s a good thing there aren’t forty of us, but only two!”




  “Why?”




  “Because they won’t even try to take us on!”




  “Don’t sneer, Sihdi! What I know, I know for certain, and what I tell you is true! As a supporting character, it doesn’t suit you at all to smile at what the main character is saying—what is it? What’s the matter?”




  He blurted out these two questions involuntarily, for his horse had suddenly stopped and let out a warning snort. Syrr, my stallion, also halted, yet without a trace of fear; rather, he stamped his front hooves as if intending to crush an enemy beneath them. Both horses’ eyes were fixed on the left side. We did not immediately see what it was. It was a swampy mangrove forest through which we were riding, not as dense as mangrove forests usually tend to be. The trunks, which belonged to the Konjugata species, stood quite far apart, but sent down such a multitude of aerial roots from above that the view was very obstructed. Looking in the indicated direction, it was only after quite some time that I noticed one of these aerial roots moving in a very peculiar way. Halef saw it at the same time. He was startled, stretched out his arm, and cried out:




  “A snake! A giant snake! At least ten meters long! Do you see it, Effendi?”




  “Yes,” I replied. “It’s a Peddapoda.”




  “I’ll shoot it right away, or it’ll devour us along with the two horses!”




  He grabbed his rifle to carry out his decision. Good old Halef was exaggerating again, as he so often did. It is said that the tiger snake can grow to six meters or even longer, but this one was certainly not even four meters long. That it would devour both of us along with the horses was one of those exaggerations that little Hadji loved. The giant snake hung from a tree with its tail pointing upward, moving its body with its head pointed downward as if it were trying to catch some object in the air. In any case, it was doing so in response to our appearance. We couldn’t see where its eyes were looking, but it went without saying that it had noticed us. I took the Henry rifle from my back to help out in case Halef’s bullet missed. It was no easy task to aim, for the Peddapoda’s head did not stay in the same place for a moment. That is why the Hadji’s shot missed, and I, too, did not hit it until the second time. The snake, shot through the head, drew a convulsively twitching circle with its front body, then hung in a straight line from the tree for half a minute, and finally, as the coils of its tail uncoiled, fell from it to the ground. We rode over and dismounted.




  “Hallelujah!” cried Halef. “Our first adventure in the land of Ardistan is over without costing us our lives! The monster is dead! Its life was forfeit the moment we arrived! It wanted to devour us, but now it will be devoured by us! O joy, O salvation, that it has no legs, else it would have galloped away in fear of our bravery! Look at it, Sihdi, this monster, this dragon, this abomination, this beast, this spawn of hell, this rascal, this son of a bitch, this scum, villain, and man-eater! Do you see the mouth, and do you see the teeth? Do you know that a snake like this devours an ox—”




  “I don’t think so, my dear Halef,” I interrupted him with a laugh.




  “If not an ox, then at least a cow!” he insisted.




  “No!”




  “A calf!”




  “Not even that!”




  “A sheep!”




  “Not even that! And she’d only dare to attack a human by accident,”




  “Really?”




  “Yes.”




  Then he made a very disappointed face and complained:




  “But then what we’ve done isn’t a heroic deed at all!”




  “Unfortunately not.”




  “What a shame, such a shame! Couldn’t that beast have been twenty times longer and ten times thicker than it is? Then our fame would also be twenty times longer and ten times thicker! Why did we shoot it, then? Can you eat it?”




  “Yes. Black people like to eat snakes.”




  “Allah forbid! I’m no Negro!”




  “Then let’s take the skin.”




  “What for?”




  “They make shoes and bags out of it, and saddle blankets too.”




  “Saddle blankets? That suits me just fine! We don’t have giant snakes back home. If I show up there with a saddle blanket like that, all the people will praise me, and my fame will echo across every land on earth. I want that hide, that hide!”




  Using our knives, we stripped the reddish-brown spotted skin from the snake’s body and then resumed our interrupted ride. Halef had taken the skin; he regarded it as his spoils, even though the snake had been killed by my bullet. I had no objection. The encounter with the Peddapoda had given me more than just a snake skin—namely, the joy of seeing my Syrr show not a trace of fear at the sight of the reptile, even though he had never encountered such an animal before. This fearlessness was of great value to me.
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  It is not the purpose of these lines to provide a coherent and complete account of our ride. I have only to recount what is relevant to the central idea I am pursuing, and can therefore only say that we traversed the coastal lowlands for a full three days without anything important or even noteworthy happening. Throughout this entire time, I did ensure that we maintained our course toward the interior, but I acted as if Halef were the guide and I were following him without a will of my own. I was already looking forward to the look on his face as soon as it turned out that he was not at all who he thought he was.




  We didn’t have to worry about food during those days; we had been supplied with provisions by Schakara. We slept in suitable spots in the forest where the ground was dry and there were as few mosquitoes as possible—they were a major nuisance in this low-lying area. On the morning of the fourth day, the landscape changed. It became drier, and the jungle gave way to trees that preferred less moisture than the mangrove forest we had traversed so far. Meadow-like, open, green areas formed, offering our horses good and tasty fodder. We came upon flowing waterways that could confidently be called streams. In suitable places, they formed ponds and lakes, around and within which there was an extraordinarily lively animal life. People also seemed to frequent this area at times; we found traces of them. These traces were old, already almost completely worn away. In one spot, however, where they led through tall grass and crossed one another, as if someone had been searching very earnestly for something here, they seemed to be of more recent origin, so that I thought it advisable to examine them. I therefore halted my horse.




  “Why not go on?” asked Halef.




  “Don’t you see these tracks?” I replied, pointing to them.




  “Of course I see them! They seem to be from deer or wild boars.”




  “Deer? Wild boars? Halef, shame on you!”




  “So you mean they’re from humans?”




  “Of course. You can see that at a glance!”




  “So we’ll have to check them out?”




  “Indeed.”




  “Then I ask you to dismount.”




  “Me? Why me?”




  “What a strange question! Tracking has always been your special job. Why suddenly not anymore?”




  “Tracking is very difficult and an extraordinary responsibility. A mistake can very easily cost a life. That’s why it’s always only done by the main characters. But I’m just a minor character!”




  His face grew a few centimeters longer.




  “Hm!” he grumbled, embarrassed. “Did I claim that I’m the main character when it comes to tracking, too?”




  “Such a claim wasn’t necessary at all. Understanding tracks as confusing as these requires a cleverness that no one can possess who is born stupid. So it is you who must dismount. Come on, Halef, come on! Consider how dangerous the Ussul are, as you have described them to me! If such giants were roaming around here! Or even if we were to encounter them! So dismount, dismount! We absolutely must find out what kind of people these footprints belong to!”




  Then he swung himself out of the saddle and began the work, which was a hated one for him, because he had never managed to piece one clue after another together. But this skill is required of anyone who presumes to be able to read tracks and trails. I, too, dismounted, but not to take part in this work, rather to make myself comfortable in the grass and watch him.




  It was amusing to see how clumsily he went about it. He had often seen the care with which I treated such a trail. It was only to be observed, not touched, much less destroyed. But he ran back and forth over all these impressions, trampled them down, and obliterated them, without considering that this was an unforgivable mistake. And when he was done, he reported:




  “Sihdi, you’re wrong, completely wrong. Those weren’t humans!”




  “What else?”




  “Elephants! Or rhinos! Or hippos! Such big, powerful animals!”




  “Why is that?”




  “Because of the big footprints. Only an elephant or a hippopotamus can have feet like that!”




  “How many legs does an elephant have?”




  “Four, of course.”




  “That’s not right. The beasts that roamed around here didn’t have four legs, but only two.”




  “I have to doubt that! How do you even know? You can’t see the animals, only the footprints of their feet; so it’s highly questionable whether two footprints or four footprints belong to a single specimen. You vote for two, but I vote for four, and you surely know that the majority always prevails. So they are elephants or rhinoceroses, but not humans!”




  “Didn’t you perhaps also examine the tracks to see if there were spurs on the boots?”




  “Spurs? On the boots?” He burst into a very hearty laugh and continued, still laughing: “Since when do elephants wear boots? And with spurs on them, no less!”




  “Since they started riding your hippos,” I replied, joining in the laughter. “By the way, you’re not even done with your work yet. So far, you’ve determined whether they were humans or animals. Now you need to find out where they came from and where they went.”




  “And where am I supposed to look?”




  “Of course!”




  “Sihdi, if only you would help me with this!” he pleaded.




  “No,” I replied.




  “Why not?”




  “Because I would be undermining your innate intelligence. So go!”




  I said this in a somewhat sharp tone. So he didn’t press me further, but merely remarked:




  “At least I’ll put down my guns, which hinder my movement when I’m searching.”




  He had his long, Arab-style shotgun, richly inlaid with ivory, and the European double-barreled rifle I had given him slung over his back by a strap. He took them off and strapped them across the pommel of his saddle. Then he set out again on his search. To understand the new order, one must be able to picture the area in which we found ourselves.




  From where I sat in the grass with our horses, there were fairly dense thickets to the right and left, adjoining the tall forest on both sides. Directly in front of me was the open, grassy clearing where Halef was now examining the tracks. It stretched straight out for perhaps two hundred paces, then met the forest and turned left, where it disappeared behind the thickets. The tracks emerged from the bushes to my right, crisscrossing one another as they crossed the entire grassy clearing, and then turned with it around the left, rear corner of the bushes. There could have been three or four people who had walked there. The way the footprints overlapped and crisscrossed led me to suspect that someone had been searching here for flowers, edible roots, or something similar. The footprints did look very large, even from a distance. This was due in part to the height of the grass, but certainly also to the type of footwear the person had been wearing. My question about boots and spurs had, of course, not been without good reason. It is always of great importance whether the people in front of you are mounted or not.




  Halef thought it necessary, above all, to investigate where the tracks led. It was his view that one would then probably not need to know where they had come from. So he now followed them across the entire clearing, as far as I could see, and then disappeared to the left, behind the aforementioned corner of the bushes. I did not consider it a risk at all to leave him to his own devices in this manner. Although he did not possess the far-reaching, farsighted vision and the sharp, comprehensive powers of deduction without which one cannot undertake a journey such as ours, he was nonetheless clever; he was even shrewd, and I did not in the least suppose that he would encounter any natives, for although the footprints were still fresh, they were no longer so recent that one could still assume the presence of the persons in question here. I was therefore completely unconcerned about him, especially since it went without saying that he would not stray too far and would return to me immediately should anything suspicious catch his eye.




  Halef had not been gone long when I received a warning signal from Syrr, my black horse. He drew very close to me, raised his small, delicate head, pricked up his ears, and drew in the air through his red nostrils with that soft, intermittent sound that is a sign of rising suspicion. Assil Ben Rih, Halef’s horse, also pricked up his ears immediately. Both animals looked to the right, specifically toward the spot where the tracks emerged from the bushes. Could other people be coming the same way? I strained my ears but heard nothing. I laid my head on the ground and listened. Then I did indeed hear a sound that seemed to be drawing nearer, for it was faint at first but grew louder. It sounded like slow, heavy footsteps accompanied by the rustling of leaves. I sat up again. Now the sound could be heard even without my ear touching the sound-conducting ground. It was indeed getting closer. It grew louder and louder, until finally so loud that I did indeed think of Halef’s elephants, rhinos, and hippos. The branches rustled and snapped back with a clap; twigs cracked, and stomping footsteps boomed. But these footsteps were hardly those of a wild animal. They sounded at precise intervals, as if measured out, yet comfortable and stately, as if a giant in an excellent mood were strolling through the forest, paying no heed to the fact that he was crunching and trampling the bushes and the ground in the process. I stood up, however, and reached for my rifles.




  Then the undergrowth parted wide, and the living source of the noise stepped into my view. Do not smile when I say that at the sight that met my eyes, I quite involuntarily had to think of a native artist, namely Arnold Böcklin, the famous painter of enigmatic grotesques. His centaurs, his unicorn in *Silence in the Forest*, came to mind as I beheld the creature—or rather, the dual creature—which stared at me just as intently as I stared at it. Or were they two separate creatures, one sitting atop the other? Yes, that’s right! A rider! But what kind? And the animal he was sitting on—was it a degenerate hippopotamus, a degenerate tapir, a prehistoric giant stag without antlers, or an overfed camel with elephant legs and a missing hump? It had something of all these; but on closer inspection, I could not shake the notion that this zoological oddity was intended, in some distant sense, to be a horse. It had hooves, and quite proper, real horse hooves at that, but of a size I had never before seen. The head resembled that of a giant elk, especially with regard to the mouth, or more accurately, the snout. The mane was extraordinarily thick and long, but of such a sturdy texture that it seemed to consist not of hair but of twine. Its color, like the color of the entire animal, was difficult to determine, for it had completely disappeared beneath a thick, armor-like coating of dirt. I had seen such mud coats on North American buffalo, which used to wallow in dirt to escape insect bites. Particularly noteworthy on this striking creature were the eyes and the tail. Whether the latter had long hair or merely a tuft at the tip, I could not tell. In any case, there was not much hair, and what little was visible was covered with such a crust of scabs, scabs, and filth that one was far more likely to think of a beaver’s tail that had met with misfortune than of the noble mane of a horse. And the most astonishing thing about this was that, despite its firmness and compactness, this tail was in a ceaseless, never-ending motion. It never hung still, but stirred and moved constantly, mostly in circles. It looked quite as if an invisible musician were treating the horse as a barrel organ and the tail as the crank. This invisible figure now stood behind the animal and turned the tail with an enthusiasm and endurance that could truly be called ideal. And precisely because one could not see him, but only the tail circling constantly in one and the same direction, this movement made an impression on the observer that is quite impossible to describe. The two eyes were just as restless. “Eyes” is actually an exaggeration; they must be called “little eyes.” They were far, far too small for the colossus, whose body combined the flesh of two full-grown oxen. These little eyes were incomprehensibly restless. It seemed almost impossible to say where they were looking. To the right, to the left, up, down, here, there—they looked everywhere, and, it seemed, all at the same moment. One constantly saw the white of the eyeball. This seemed so extraordinarily unusual, so clever, indeed almost frightening. It looked as though a soul dwelt within this thick, clumsy, ungainly body, a soul that in a previous life had belonged to some kind of master craftsman or secret police officer. At the very first glance one cast upon these little eyes, present everywhere, one had to tell oneself: One must only deal with this beast in love; it will not allow itself to be beaten over the ear.




  But now to the other being, who sat astride the animal just described!




  It was a human, yes, but what kind? Anyone who saw him and knew the Bible had to think of Goliath, the Philistine, of whom the Holy Scriptures say that he was six cubits and a span tall. “And he had a bronze helmet on his head and was clad in a scale-like coat of mail, and the weight of the coat of mail was five thousand shekels of bronze. And he had bronze greaves on his legs, and a bronze shield covered his shoulders. And the shaft of his spear was like a weaver’s beam, and even the iron head of his spear weighed six hundred shekels of iron.”




  This Goliath had most likely been no taller and no stronger than the horseman I now saw before me, who was a head and a half taller than I, with corresponding shoulder width and musculature. He did not wear a bronze helmet on his head nor a bronze armor around his giant frame, but the lance in his right fist resembled a weaver’s beam, and the knife stuck in his belt had such a shape and weight that it could be used as a hatchet, if not an axe. Hanging on his back was a very heavy bow made from a crocodile’s back, and beneath it a quiver made of tortoise shell, impervious to javelins and arrows, which, due to its size, could also be used as a shield. His feet were encased up to the knee in thick, boot-like bast tubes, which were made more secure by being wrapped with wide leather straps. The soles were of such length and width that they more than adequately explained the size of the footprints in the grass. The thighs were encased in very sturdy, leatheren hollow cylinders, which, with a little imagination, could be described as trousers. The torso was also clad in leather, a sort of tunic that was wide open at the front, revealing a chest that was completely and very densely hairy. At this sight, one had the feeling that the rest of the body must be hairy in the same way. Accordingly, the uncovered head was protected by a dark forest of hair that hung down like a mane halfway down the back, and only a few small patches of skin were visible on the face; the rest was all beard, which reached down almost further in front than the hair on the back of the head. This man’s eyes, just like those of his horse, could only be described as “little eyes”; they were far too small for this colossal figure, for this giant head, and for this broad, indeed almost oversized face, in whose hair they almost completely disappeared. There was no saddle, nor were there stirrups, and the bridle consisted very simply of a strap looped around the horse’s mouth, so that the rider held both ends in his hands. There were no metal parts either. This was very comfortable for the animal, but not for the rider, who in this way had nothing at his disposal but the pressure of his thighs to make the horse obedient.




  One should not think that the intention of this description is to ridicule horse and rider. On the contrary, I must state that while the unusual forms of both surprised me, it was by no means in a humorous way, but only in a serious one. The figure standing before me gave the impression of sincere, unaffected naturalness, undiminished strength, unconditional fearlessness, overflowing health, and—last but not least—that straightforward, carefree good-naturedness characteristic of all beings closely related in origin. “Origin”—yes, that was the right word for the image one formed upon seeing this man and this horse. If I were to write a fairy tale in which the primeval man must appear on the primeval horse, I would unquestionably turn to the image I had before my eyes here.




  The giant regarded me just as quietly and intently as I regarded him. Then he asked:




  “Where do you come from?”




  I pointed behind me and replied:




  “From there.”




  “From the sea?”




  “Yes.”




  “Where are you going?”




  “There.”




  As I said this, I pointed ahead. Then he urged me:




  “Be more specific! ‘From here’ and ‘there’ aren’t answers! You don’t seem to know me?”




  “I haven’t seen you yet, though.”




  “So listen to what I’m telling you, and remember it! I am Amihn, the supreme sheikh of the invincible Ussul tribe—do you understand that?”




  “Yes.”




  “Then behave accordingly! The entire land, from the coast of the sea up to where the mountains begin, is my property. Everything that grows in this land belongs to me. Everyone who lives in this land belongs to me. And everyone who sets foot in this land belongs to me. So you do too! Do you understand that?”




  “Yes.”




  “If the man belongs to me, it goes without saying that everything he owns also belongs to me. Do you admit that?”




  “Yes.”




  “That pleases me. Stranger, you don’t seem to be stupid at all! No one has ever realized as quickly as you have that I am the rightful owner of his property. I will take a good look at you and your belongings as well.”




  He rode right up to me and dismounted from his primeval steed. Only now could one see what kind of feet, thighs, and arms this man had! His hands were twice as wide as mine. The breadth of his shoulders! I stood before him almost like a dwarf! He grabbed me here and there by the upper arms and spun me around twice. I let him do this without protest, but not out of fear, oh no! Here the body stood against the spirit, raw, unbridled strength against trained deliberation, muscle against the brain, and there was no question as to who would ultimately prevail. My apparent docility seemed to win him over, for he said:




  “I like you! From now on, you are my servant, so you must stay with me. I don’t know what you’ll be good for or what use you’ll be to me, but I’m sure something will turn up that will let you prove to me that you’re at least not entirely worthless. Show me what you’ve got there!”




  To free both hands, he drove his spear into the ground and grabbed my rifles to examine them. He held the twenty-five-shot Henry rifle in his hand for only a moment, then threw it away; it was too light for him.




  “I don’t know these things, nor do I like them,” he said in a very contemptuous tone. “Toys for children!”




  The unusual weight of the bear killer, however, impressed him. He rocked it back and forth, then took it by the barrels, swung it through the air as if he wanted to strike someone down with the butt, and deigned to make the following complimentary remark:




  “This shotgun is better! It won’t break if you smash it over an enemy’s skull!”




  To him, guns seemed to exist only as clubs, not for shooting. Nevertheless, he took pleasure in examining the rifle’s breech more closely, though I could tell he wasn’t thinking much of it. While the primitive man was busy with my weapon, the primitive horse now also decided to approach me. He simply pushed his master aside with his snout, came over to me, wagged his tail, eyed me up and down, and sniffed me, and seemed to think I was a pretty decent fellow, for he did me the honor of drying his wet snout on my face. So I slapped him—and what a slap it was! But that didn’t offend him. On the contrary, he seemed to like it, for he raised his ungainly head high, closed his two little eyes in sheer bliss, opened his mouth wide—and—neighed, perhaps? Oh no! What I heard there was no neighing, no trumpeting of an elephant, no roar of a lion, no foghorn of a steamship, and certainly no car horn; but it had something of all of these, and it sounded so extraordinarily surprising that I would have loved to have fallen over, though I don’t know whether from fright or from laughter. Then his master turned to him and rebuked him sternly:




  “Are you crazy? Roaring like that! Out here in the open, where we don’t even know if there are other strangers around who aren’t supposed to know where we are! Shame on you!”




  Then the horse’s head dropped quickly again, even lower than it had hung before; its tail stopped swishing; its little eyes drew closer together to gaze down along its nose in shame, and a long, heavy, infinitely deep sigh rose from its heart, as if the dear animal were about to sink into the earth out of sheer shame and remorse. I felt genuinely moved deep within my soul. There was no doubt whatsoever that this primeval horse was also a horse of feeling!




  “His name is Nazik,” the sheikh explained to me, pointing to the hurdy-gurdy whose first note we had just heard. “He is not the only one we have; we own many of them. You will get to see them.”




  “When?”




  He had no idea how many questions were contained in that brief, monosyllabic word, and gave me the answer:




  “Tomorrow or the day after. We’re not at home today; we’re out hunting.”




  “Where?”




  “Over there in the forest.”




  He stretched out his arm in the direction Halef had disappeared.




  “How many hunters are there?”




  “Twenty, not counting the women. The men hunt; the women dig for roots to eat with the meat.”




  To avoid drawing attention, I asked no further; I already knew enough. The women had been searching for roots here in the grassy clearing; hence the tracks. These tracks led to the camp, where there were twenty huge Ussul who, if they resembled their sheikh, were good-natured people, but nevertheless dangerous to us. Halef had been gone too long. He had strayed too far. It was quite possible that he had been seen and captured. If the Ussul adhered to the principle that any stranger who entered their territory belonged to them, along with everything he possessed, then this principle had also been applied to Halef, and knowing him as I did, I had to assume that it had not even occurred to him to put up with this. He had resisted, had been overpowered, and was now in danger. I had to follow him to come to his aid. There was a weapon at my disposal that was better and more effective than any other: the sheikh himself, whom I had to capture so that he might serve as my hostage. This would likely lead to a fight between him and me, but I was not at all afraid of that. I did not fear this opponent’s physical superiority. He was what one calls a simpleton, a klutz, and it took no great mental effort to even the odds.




  After he had taken a good look at me, he did the same with our horses. It immediately became clear that he was no connoisseur. He valued his old nag more than our two black horses combined. He thought they were far too light to carry him, and that in this region one should do without them altogether, because with their small hooves they would sink into the swamp with every step and drown and suffocate along with their rider. The larger and wider the hooves, the more valuable the horse.




  As he was explaining this to me, Nazik, the “Delicious One,” crept up behind me to bite me affectionately on the neck. He immediately received a second slap, which was far harder than the first. But he took even that as a sign of my affection, for he lifted his head high just as he had before, closed his little eyes, and opened his mouth all the wider to let us hear the dreadful fundamental tone of his nature for the second time. But then, at the very last moment, it occurred to him that his master had earlier told him to be ashamed; he swallowed back what had been about to sound, closed his mouth again, opened his little eyes instead, lowered his head, and glanced at both of us, wagging his tail, to see if we would prove capable of admiring his self-control. That moved me. It touched me deeply and almost broke my heart. I patted and clapped his neck affectionately. But that had exactly the opposite effect. He immediately threw all his self-control to the wind, quickly raised his head again, and began to roar, trumpet, honk, neigh, screech, and bray so loudly that I might have been filled with fear and dread. Then the sheikh pulled his spear out of the ground, took a swing, and struck the singer so hard that he fell silent at once. From this, one could rightly conclude that the Ussul kept their primeval horses in good breeding and training.




  It was a downright childlike naivety with which the sheikh examined all the objects I had with me and immediately registered them in thought and word as if they had now, without a doubt, already passed into his possession. He liked my watch so much that he didn’t even bother to give it back to me, but simply put it in his own pocket. I pointed out to him that it belonged in my pocket, not his. He looked at me with almost no understanding, shook his head, and said:




  “I don’t understand you! I told you that all these items belong to me, and you agreed to that completely!”




  “You’re mistaken!” I contradicted him.




  “I’m not mistaken!” he insisted. “For the sake of your honor, I’ll assume you have a bad memory. If I didn’t, I’d have to consider you a liar, and surely you’ll admit that’s the very worst thing that can happen to a person! Or did you perhaps not also admit that every man who sets foot on my land belongs to me?”




  “No, I certainly didn’t admit that.”




  “But you did say ‘yes’!”




  “But not to that! You asked me if I understood what you were saying; to that I said ‘Yes.’ And then you said that if the man is your property, it goes without saying that everything he owns also belongs to you. To that I certainly agreed. “But does that apply to me? And how do you intend to prove to me that I belong to you, that I am your servant, laborer, or slave?”




  “I have told you; that is the proof. No other is needed!”




  “That’s where you’re wrong!”




  “I am never wrong!” he asserted. “I am the supreme sheikh of the Ussul, and I enforce what is law and custom in my tribe. It is law and custom that you have become my property; that is final!”




  He spoke now in a very firm tone.




  “And if I don’t want to? If I resist?” I asked.




  He looked down at me from above, laughed amusedly, and replied:




  “You resist? You little runt! Just look at my hands here! Say one more word against it, and I’ll crush your stupid head with these fists until it’s a pulp stuck to my fingers!”




  As he spoke, he held his giant hands threateningly in front of my face.




  “It wouldn’t do you any good,” I warned him. “Because I’m not alone!”




  “Not alone?” he asked, looking around him. “I don’t see anyone!”




  “But you can see two horses! Haven’t you really thought yet that one of the two riders is missing?”




  “He’s missing? Like that? Why? Where is he?”




  That was more than childishly naive! He wasn’t pretending; it wasn’t a ruse, no stratagem on his part. He really thought exactly what he said. He scanned the area with his eyes, searching for the missing man. But I wasn’t being quite so honest. I intended to probe him, and I tailored my answer accordingly, though it contained no lie, only the whole truth:




  “Unfortunately, I don’t know where he is right now. He noticed the tracks here in the grass and wanted to see who they belonged to. That’s why he followed them and hasn’t come back yet.”




  “Did he go straight ahead here and then turn left around the corner of the bushes?”




  “Yes.”




  “Then he won’t be coming back at all.”




  “Why?”




  “He’s our prisoner.”




  “You mean your men saw him?”




  “Saw him and arrested him! Absolutely. From our campsite, you can see all the way to that corner.”




  “So you’re camped over there, to the left, beyond the bushes, in the woods?”




  “Not in the woods themselves, but on the edge of them. They saw your comrade immediately as he rounded the corner. Is he as small as you?”




  “Even smaller.”




  “Even smaller?” he smiled. “So they probably didn’t bother with him at all.”




  “And if he put up a fight—?”




  That was my main question. I was curious to hear what he would say.




  “Then he’s dead,” he replied.




  “Really?”




  “Certainly! We tolerate no resistance. We demand obedience. And a dwarf like that, who’s even smaller than you—if he dares to resist us, we make short work of him, very short work. The earth has no need for dwarves. They’re useless. Anything that’s too small and sick stands in the way of the great and the healthy. It must disappear. So, if your comrade was disobedient, he’s dead. But that’s none of your business or mine! I have to see what you own. When that’s done, we’ll ride to the camp. There, what you have with you will be divided up. But I want to see right now what I like, so I can have it then.”




  That was very sincere, but not very reassuring! That I would indeed enter the camp, but not as a prisoner, went without saying. To do that, I first had to overpower this giant. How exactly that was to be accomplished had not yet been decided. Firearms and bladed weapons were out of the question. The sheikh was a good, kind, and, moreover, highly interesting man whom I was not allowed to injure, much less kill. On the contrary, I had to strive to win the Ussul’s affection. This tribe could serve as a base and starting point for everything that was to happen later, and for that, it was first necessary to refrain from any harsh treatment of their leader. Incidentally, it turned out to be entirely unnecessary for me to rack my brains over how I might bring him under my control. For he came to meet me halfway in this matter all on his own, and in such a convenient way that I had nothing further to do but simply seize the opportunity.




  As he examined me and my belongings, he asked about every single item in order to learn its use and value. He wanted to make his selection now for later distribution. That is why he asked about everything he saw, and I provided the requested information as willingly as if I had completely resigned myself to the fate that awaited me. Thus he also came upon the long, highly artfully woven hunting strap that hung around the neck of my Syrr.




  “What is that?” he asked, examining and feeling it.




  “A lasso,” I replied.




  “A lasso? I’ve never heard that word before! This braiding is a great art. We also braid straps, but short ones, not so long. And we can’t make them as tight, as even, or as beautiful as this. So that’s what a lasso is! What is it used for?”




  “To catch people.”




  Of course, it was not my intention to tell him that this use referred less to people than to animals.




  “Catch people with this strap?” he asks quickly and earnestly. “So enemies, then?”




  “Yes.”




  “During battle? When they try to escape?”




  “At every opportunity, whenever you want to catch them.”




  “At every opportunity? To catch the enemies? That’s important—extremely important! And you know how to do it?”




  “Yes, of course.”




  “Can you show me?”




  “If you’d like, I’d be happy to.”




  “Right now, here? Not later, when my people are here and can see it just as I do?”




  “Right now,” I nodded.




  “Go ahead; yes, do it quickly! Catching enemies with a lasso like that! That’s wonderful! Look, I’ve got a whole bunch of lasso ropes hanging from my belt here. But those aren’t for catching enemies—they’re just for tying them up; you have to have them first, though. So show me!”




  “But who should I show it to?” I asked, looping the lasso around the horse’s neck. “There isn’t an enemy around for me to catch!”




  “That doesn’t matter,” he said. “Just imagine I’m one! Does it take long?”




  “Just a few moments.”




  “And does it hurt?”




  “Not at all.”




  “Then get started! Go ahead! What do I have to do?”




  “Get on your horse and try to outrun me!”




  “Fine! Good! Where should I flee to?”




  I pointed back in the direction from which I had come with Halef, for I knew that way. It was important to me to get the sheikh away from here, where his men’s camp was so relatively close. A cry for help from him that they heard could thwart my entire plan. And to carry it out, I needed a hidden tree to which I could tie the giant without fearing that he would be discovered immediately.




  “Run over there,” I replied, “as fast as you can!”




  “Are you planning to catch up with me?” he asked with a broad laugh.




  “Yes.”




  “And then catch me? On horseback?”




  “Yes.”




  “With these little dogs that aren’t even horses? Listen, I’m laughing at you! So go ahead and try! The shame you’ll suffer won’t be mine, but yours!”




  He had no stirrup to swing himself up comfortably; so he laboriously climbed onto the broad back of his old horse. Once there, he settled himself in the comfortable manner one tends to make oneself at home on the cushions of a dear old sofa after a long day’s work, then nodded contentedly down from above and challenged his subject, who was to chase after him:




  “Now get out of here! But quickly, or you’ll get a terrible beating!”




  The dear animal seemed to neither understand these words nor take them personally. It didn’t act at all as if it had anyone on its back, or as if there were any other being present besides itself and me. It focused all its attention on me alone. Its gaze moved exclusively around my person, and with such a decisive expression of goodwill that its affection for me, the stranger, was unmistakable. Instead of obeying its master’s command, it came back toward me, rubbed its muzzle against my arm, and then stuck out its long, thick tongue to take a loving stroll across my face. But then the sheikh yanked the horse’s head away from me with the reins and shouted threateningly:




  “What do you think you’re doing? If you don’t gallop immediately, I’ll make you obey! Do you understand me?”




  As he spoke, he bent down toward the horse’s head to show it his threatening fist. This time the animal seemed to have understood him, for it tried to cast a reproachful glance backward at him, let out a most unwilling, antediluvian roar—which I had to take as a neigh, at any rate—stepped very quickly toward me, and licked my face so fast that it was impossible to stop it.




  “He loves you; truly, he loves you!” marveled the sheikh. “How is it that you, of all people, please him so much?”




  I accepted these words without pausing to wonder whether I should be pleased or annoyed by them. Yet even to me, the flick of the tongue seemed like a kind of declaration of love. It reminded me of a small incident from my youth that had been psychologically fascinating to me at the time. It happened during my school days. During a holiday hike, I walked past a long, narrow mountain meadow where the owner’s servants were “making hay,” as they say up there. The people were working very earnestly and diligently, with the exception of a single farmhand who was constantly flirting with the head maid stationed in front of him. She was a tall, strong, rough-hewn woman. Just as I was about to walk past, he wrapped his arms around her massive waist, held her tight, and kissed the maid. Then he cast a triumphant glance at me, the witness to his heroic deed, but it did not last long, for the maid swung her arm and gave him such a well-aimed slap that he lost his balance and, as tall as he was, fell flat on his back into the hay. A general burst of laughter rang out, and now it was the maid who cast a triumphant glance at me, the witness to her heroic deed. I, a small, sometimes rather jolly little fellow, stopped and laughed along with everyone else. When he saw this, he jumped up angrily and shouted at me: “What’s so funny, you little runt, you good-for-nothing? ‘The fact that she slapped me is proof that she likes me! If you don’t believe it, go over there and ask her yourself!’ But she didn’t wait to see if I would do that; instead, she put her hands on her hips, gave me a very superior nod, and lectured me: ‘It’s true, all true! He’s mine. I won’t hit anyone else!” My understanding of human nature at the time was nowhere near sufficient to grasp this peculiar logic. So I hurried off to quietly ponder what reasons one might have for always hitting “the one,” but no one else. It was only years later that I realized this apparent psychological puzzle is actually something psychologically very easy to grasp. And now, as the sheikh marveled at the affection of his primal horse, the memory of that vacation day came back to me. Could the old horse have attached the same meaning to the slaps I had given it? Could it consider me “one of its own”? The sheikh urged it on again to run. It stopped and glared at me. He drove his heels into its flanks. It stood still and glared at me. He struck it on the skull with his fist so hard that I thought a deep hole must have been made. It didn’t budge an inch and glared at me. Then he began to beat it with the heavy spear. When that didn’t help either, he shouted at me angrily:




  “Can’t you see it won’t move? Give it a shove! Hit it on the back!”




  “Me, drive it on?” I asked. “Am I the rider?”




  “No. But it seems to have taken a fancy to you. It won’t leave you alone. So you’re obliged to chase it away. It’s not yours, after all—it’s mine!”




  I had trouble suppressing my laughter and replied:




  “Is this perhaps the disgrace you predicted for me? What kind of race is this going to be if your horse won’t budge at all! Don’t you have it under control?”




  “Of course I do! And how! When I want it to move forward, I press my thighs against its sides—”




  “Does that make it go forward?” I asked.




  “Yes. When I want it to go right, I pull on the right rein—”




  “Does that make it go to the right?”




  “Yes. When I want it to go left, I pull on the left rein—”




  “Does that make him go left?”




  “Yes. If I want it to stop, I pull on the right and left leashes at the same time—”




  “Does it stop then?”




  “Yes.”




  “I don’t believe that. Prove it to me! You’re urging it on, but it’s not working!”




  “Because I forgot the command. I didn’t want to climb down again to make up for it. That’s why I asked for your help. But to prove to you that it obeys, I’ll have to go back down after all. Watch this!”




  He laboriously worked his way down from the horse to the ground, turned his spear around, raised it high, and shouted at the horse:




  “I know what you want! You want a beating first! Every time before I mount, I have to show you that I’m the master, not you; otherwise you won’t believe it. Here are your blows, here—here—here—here—and here!”




  He struck the animal with all his might, so that it just clapped and puffed. The animal lowered its head, tucking it as far as possible between its front legs so it wouldn’t be struck, and otherwise accepted the blows as something ordinary and familiar, something one has grown accustomed to and even come to love. Once it had received its due, the sheikh hoisted himself back into the saddle and said:




  “Now watch how it goes! If it’s going to bolt, I have to light the fire first. Then it runs—and how! No way it can catch up to me! Come on!”




  As soon as he was up, the horse pulled his head out from between his front legs, threw it high into the air, let his indescribable voice ring out defiantly, and then shot forward with all his might and in a manner as if he had resolved to run his head through every wall in Ardistan. “Come on! Catch me!” the sheikh called back once more. Then the talking was over, for he had to struggle with all his might not to be thrown from the saddle. The sudden and hasty surge forward of the clumsy, massive horse’s body made such an irresistibly cheerful impression that I had to laugh out loud. I didn’t need to rush the pursuit. Halef’s Ben Rih was more accustomed to the lasso than my Syrr. I had ridden the former for years, but the latter only for a short time, and I wanted to spare the noble Syrr the strong, bone-jarring jolt the lasso delivers shortly after being thrown. So I made sure that the rifles and everything hanging on straps could not swing and strike, tied Syrr’s reins securely to the saddle pommel, coiled the lasso into loops, and swung myself onto Ben Rih. The lasso was hooked into the saddle ring; then we set off. Rih followed of his own accord, without any prompting. The clever animals understood that the task at hand was to catch up with the rider galloping ahead of us.




  The old stallion did what he could. By the time I mounted, he had certainly already covered four hundred horse lengths; but catching up to him took us, even without my having to urge my horses on, such a short time that it wasn’t even necessary to calculate it. The sheikh had called my horses “little dogs,” and like dogs chasing game, they now flew after him without it having been necessary to first rouse them with a “prompt” from the lance.




  The terrain was by no means unsuitable for such a chase, with either forest or towering thickets to the right and left. And now we galloped across a sea of fragrances emanating from low papilionaceous plants that filled a narrow, long, winding, treeless strip. There were two species of the oriental Genista, one blooming bright yellow, the other metallic white. The latter is also mentioned in the Holy Scriptures. The yellow one shines just like gold, the white one like pure, molten silver. Whether the wonderful fragrance emanated from both or only one of them, I could not determine in my haste.




  The golden-silver path I was following did not run straight, but in frequent bends. That is why the sheikh disappeared from my sight at each of these curves. As often as he then reappeared, I could clearly see how much closer I had come to him. It happened indescribably fast. Hardly two minutes had passed since I began following him, and yet only eight or nine horse lengths separated me from him.




  “Here I am!” I called out to him. “Watch out!”




  He turned around. When he saw how close I was, he exclaimed:




  “That’s no problem. I’m just starting to gallop now!”




  That was simply ridiculous. His horse was honestly trying its best, but it could hardly go on. It groaned with every leap it took; I could hear it. It was already out of breath. And now he was urging it on with his feet, his fists, and his lance so fiercely that, out of pity for the animal, I had to put an end to the matter.




  “Hold on tight!” I warned him. “I’m going to catch you now!”




  He didn’t even take the time to look back. He muttered his reply to me under his breath so that I couldn’t understand it, but struck his horse with redoubled zeal. So I took the neatly arranged loops of the lasso—loose enough to let them run out quickly—in my open left hand, raised the loop above my head, gave it the necessary, precisely calculated swing, and let it fly. The moment was well chosen, for the sheikh had just lowered both his arms. “Andak!” I called to my horses. Just one more leap, and there they stood still. The unbreakable leather loop hovered right above the sheikh’s head. A slight movement of my hand and then a sharp tug, and it fell down, wrapping itself around his upper arms. At the same moment, Behn Rih felt the aforementioned tug, which he knew all too well. He shifted his weight to avoid being thrown off, and so the sheikh was flung from his horse by the taut lasso. His horse took a few more leaps and then came to a halt, panting, to catch its breath. Once it had done so, it turned around, presumably intending to see where its master had so suddenly disappeared to. But he lay so deep in the fragrant butterfly flowers that he was completely hidden from view. Instead, the horse saw me, who had just jumped out of the saddle. He came toward me instantly, stopped in front of me, threw his head back, opened his mouth wide, and began such a world-shaking lamentation over the imposition that had been placed upon him that stones would most likely have been moved to tears had they been lying there. Unfortunately, I could not take the time to enjoy the trills and runs of this still somewhat untrained voice, for the sheikh did not get up again. He lay completely motionless where he had fallen. I went over and knelt down beside him. He lay in a deep swoon. In any case, he had struck his head on the ground, and so hard that he had lost consciousness.




  I believed this fainting spell. With an Indian, I would have initially taken it for a pretense, intended to outwit me. But the Ussul sheikh had no reason to put on such a show. His fainting spell was genuine, in any case, although I could feel his pulse beating quite distinctly. And I was very glad of it, for it made it possible for me to render him completely and effortlessly harmless, something I would not have been able to do had he remained conscious. That’s when the bundle of straps came in handy, which, as already mentioned, he had hanging from his belt. I untied it from my lasso, used these straps to bind his legs tightly together and his arms firmly to his body, and cut some poles from the nearest bushes, to which I tied him outstretched, so as to use his own body as a stretcher that I intended to load onto my two horses. Just as I was tying the last knots and he was now completely secure, he came to. He opened his eyes, which he initially fixed on me, completely expressionless. But soon his memory returned as well. He recognized me; he came to his senses.




  The sheikh’s first question was: “Where is Smihk? I don’t see him!”




  “Who is Smihk?” I asked.




  “My horse,” he replied. “Don’t you remember?”




  “No, but I could guess.”




  Smihk means “The Fat One.”




  “So you caught up with me after all!” he continued. “Unbelievable!”




  “And even captured you!” I added.




  It was only when I said this that he realized he couldn’t move. He tried to move his limbs, but to no avail. Then he exclaimed:




  “Right! I’m even captured!”




  “So who’s the one in disgrace? Me, perhaps?”




  “No, not you, but me!” he replied, casting a grim look down at himself. “I will punish that!”




  “On whom?” I asked.




  “On Smihk! You can figure that out for yourself! Or do you think I’m to blame for this? He’s a lazy beast! I’ll beat him to death! Where is he? I still don’t see him!”




  “There he is, right behind you. If he could understand your words, he’d laugh at you.”




  “Laugh at me? Why?”




  “Because you, the famous, brave sheikh of the Ussul, don’t have the courage to admit to a small mistake you made, but instead blame it on an innocent creature who can’t defend itself. That is cowardice. Yes, that is even more than cowardice; that is a lie, and yet you claimed that the Ussul hate and despise lies!”




  “Yes, we do; yes, we hate them! The liar is a coward! But I still cannot see that I have spoken untruthfully. Had Smihk run faster, you would not have been able to catch up with me and throw me from the horse. You even bound and fettered me! So who is to blame for this? Not I, but he!”




  “No! Not him, but you! You didn’t know my horses, which race with the wind. And you didn’t know me either, for I have neither the desire nor the reason to fear you because of your size! It was an incomprehensible act of recklessness on your part to challenge me and my horses against you and your fat nag. If you have any sense, you’ll see that!”




  “Hm!” he grumbled thoughtfully. “So I’m supposed to ask this Smihk for forgiveness? Fine, I’ll do it! I don’t lie! And I have sense! I am the Sheikh of the Ussul, who speak only the truth! So, it was foolish of me! But that doesn’t change the fact that you entered my realm without my permission, and that I am therefore your master, whom you must obey. I therefore command you to untie me!”




  “I’d be happy to, but not just yet!” I replied in my friendliest tone.




  “Why not?” he asked.




  “Because I’m not quite done capturing you yet.”




  “Why?”




  “Don’t you know that the capture of a person isn’t complete until he’s in prison?”




  “Do you think I’m so stupid that I don’t know that?”




  “Or do you think I’m so stupid that I can’t carry it out? You laughed at me. You thought it impossible that I could take you into my power. So I have to prove to you that I can. It follows, then, that I have to put you in prison.”




  “Where is there one?”




  “Right nearby.”




  “You’re mistaken. The only prison in this area is in my castle?”




  “What?” I asked. “You have a castle?”




  “Yes. A large, magnificent castle. And all around it live my people. Surely you can’t mean this castle?”




  “No.”




  “But there isn’t another prison!”




  “You’re mistaken.”




  “So just tell me, where?”




  “Right nearby.”




  He laughed and exclaimed:




  “As a stranger, you know places that I, as the owner of this land, have never seen! And to this prison, which I do not know, do you want to take me to complete your victory?”




  “Yes.”




  “How do you plan to do that? I’m tied up!”




  “I’ll have my horses carry you like a palanquin. Or I’ll tie you to the tail of your Smihk and have him drag you along.”




  “I must object to that! I am neither a litter to be carried nor a bundle of wood to be dragged. I will ride!”




  “And escape me? No! I won’t stand for that!”




  “Then I’ll walk!”




  “Not that either.”




  “Why not?”




  “Because I’d have to untie you there.”




  That made sense to him. He was almost as much a primordial creature as his famous >Fat One<. He pondered the matter quite deeply for some time and then said:




  “You’re right! I have to go to prison if you want to keep your word. But if you untie me completely, I’ll definitely escape from you. There’s only one compromise we can agree on. You’ll free only my feet, but not my arms.”




  “Fine! Agreed!” I agreed. “But in return, you must not resist when I take you into custody as soon as we reach the prison!”




  “I’m happy to promise you that,” he laughed. “That prison only exists in your imagination. How many cells does it have?”




  “None. It’s built so that prisoners can’t be brought inside, but only housed outside, that is, in the open air.”




  “Out in the open? Are you crazy? And you call that a prison? Listen, the fact that I’ve met you is starting to amuse me greatly. At first, I didn’t like being bound and imprisoned at all; but the way you’re handling it, I’m beginning to enjoy it. Untie my feet! Then let’s go.”




  “That means: You walk, but I ride!”




  “I don’t mind!”




  He assumed I would mount one of my horses. But I led them aside, tied them up, and ordered them to lie down. They obeyed immediately, and I knew they would stay there and not get up until I returned. When the sheikh saw this, he asked in surprise:




  “You’re leaving them here? I thought you wanted to ride?”




  “Certainly, but not on one of these two horses.”




  “So, on my Smihk, then?”




  “Indeed.”




  Then he burst into thunderous laughter and shouted:




  “He wants to ride my Smihk! He, that little runt! On my Smihk, who doesn’t even obey me! Such madness is utterly unheard of! The horse will throw him off the moment it takes its first step!”




  “We’ll see!”




  With these words, I stepped close to the horse. I tossed the two dangling ends of the rein rope upward, grabbed the mane, and swung myself up. It reared up in surprise on its front legs, but then stood completely still and laid its ears back as if it wanted to take a good look at me. No one had ever climbed onto its back in such a quick, easy, and unceremonious manner.




  “Watch out! Now you’ll fall right back down!” the sheikh warned me.




  But it didn’t even occur to the “Fat One” to resist me. When he felt me take both ends of the rope in my hands, he threw his head back and let out such an extraordinary triumphant howl, as if he were about to burst with delight. I applied pressure with both thighs; he moved. I pulled to the right, and I pulled to the left; he obeyed instantly. He trotted and galloped, depending on how much I tightened my leg pressure. And he stopped immediately when I pulled both reins at once. Then I dismounted again. He turned his head toward me and let out a contented, rumbling snort that clearly said: “That was a joy! Thank you! Get back on soon!" The sheikh admitted sincerely:




  “I don’t know what to say! He’s never done anything like that before, never! I wonder why that is?”




  “We’ll talk about that later. We don’t have time right now to concern ourselves with the thoughts and feelings of animals.”




  “Thoughts and feelings?” he asked. “Do you mean they have those too?”




  “Of course!”




  “But that’s none of our business! Such an animal is meant to obey, nothing more!”




  “You’re mistaken. But I repeat, we’ll talk about that later! Right now, I have to take you to the prison.”




  “Yes, to the prison that has no prison cells!” he laughed. “You’ll have to untie me from the posts there!”




  “Not that,” I replied.




  “Why not? I can’t move my body!”




  “You’re not supposed to. You only need your legs to walk. So it’s enough if I just free them. Hold still!”




  I removed the straps from his feet all the way up to his hips, pushed the poles higher up against his body so they wouldn’t be too long at the bottom, and then helped him rise from the ground. He accepted his helplessness with an extraordinarily good attitude. He was clearly enjoying the situation. It was a naivety that could only be possible in the land of the Ussuls. In his simplicity, he had not the slightest doubt that he was my lord and master and that I would not dare to resist him in any way. His innocence even went so far as to accept his bonds as something entirely natural and part of a cheerful game. I tied him to one end of his spear, took the other end firmly in my hand so I could guide him, and swung myself back onto the broad back of his Urgaul. Then we set off on the path to the “prison.” I could leave my horses here without worry, for first, I had no intention of straying very far from them; second, as I have already said, I knew they would remain where they were; and third, it was certain that there was no one in the vicinity who could be expected here.




  I have already indicated that by the “prison” I had mentioned several times, I meant a tree to which I intended to tie the sheikh. I saw a suitable one nearby. Rising from a thicket of Tamarix gallica was a tall poplar of the species Populus euphratica. It was sturdy, and the thicket formed a dense screen behind which I could hide my prisoner without him being seen.




  When we reached the spot, I stopped, dismounted, and led the sheikh through the thicket to the poplar.




  “Lean against the trunk, but hold on tight!” I instructed him.




  “Why?” he asked.




  “I have to tie you up.”




  “Is that part of the deal, too?”




  “Yes.”




  “Go ahead, then!”




  He leaned as firmly as possible against the poplar to make it as comfortable as possible for me and watched calmly as I used first his own straps and then my lasso to tie him to the trunk in such a way that he could only get loose with outside help. As I did so, he said innocently:




  “But I really don’t see why you’re tying me to this old poplar tree. If you’re wasting time here, how long will it take before we get to the prison you promised me?”




  “It won’t take any longer,” I replied. “We’re already there.”




  “Already here? How come?” he asked in surprise, looking around.




  “This poplar tree is the prison.”




  I now had him as firmly as I could and sat down.




  “This poplar—!” he continued. “Is that the prison—? Listen, stranger, is this a joke or are you serious?”




  His face now took on an expression that grew more and more troubled.




  “I’m serious,” I replied.




  “And I took it half and half as a joke, even though the Sheikh of the Ussul is not really a man with whom one can joke with impunity. But mark my words: I’m the one who’s been joking with you, not the other way around! So this tree is the prison! And that’s why it had no holes to be put into! And that’s why the prisoners are housed only on the outside, out in the open! Am I the current prisoner?”




  “Yes, you!”




  “For how long? When will I be free again?”




  “As soon as you want.”




  “That’s good! I’m glad! So I demand that you untie me immediately. I have to go to my people in the camp, and you have to come with me!”




  “There’s no rush!”




  “But you told me as soon as I want. And I want to!”




  “You’ll have to prove that.”




  “Prove it? Why? How?”




  “By ensuring that nothing happens to my companion—who is most likely in your camp—that I don’t approve of.”




  “Allah ‘l Allah! I would exclaim in astonishment if I were a Muslim. But since I am not, I will not exclaim it, but only tell you that my name is Amihn and I am the sheikh of the Ussul. You are my property, and therefore everything you possess is mine.”




  “By what right?”




  “By the right of custom, tradition, and practice.”




  “So everyone must do what is right and customary according to their tribe?”




  “Of course!”




  “Even you and I?”




  “Yes, you and I too!”




  “Fine! Agreed! So we’re in agreement!”




  “Certainly we are in agreement! Among the Ussul, it is the law and custom that the person and all the property of anyone who comes to us without special permission belong to us. Therefore, you are mine and must obey me. Does this custom not prevail among you as well?”




  “Certainly! But in a slightly different way?”




  “In what way?”




  “With us, it’s not: ‘Every person who comes to us,’ but: ‘Every person to whom we come.’”




  “I don’t quite understand you.”




  “Listen carefully: Every person we come to belongs to us, along with everything they possess.”




  “Really?” he asked in surprise.




  “Yes,” I replied with particular emphasis.




  “You’re some fine fellows! Ugh!”




  He made a gesture of disgust and spat as he did so.




  “Don’t you think that’s right?” I asked.




  “Not right at all! Unless I’ve misunderstood you. According to what you’ve said, it’s like this: When you come to a foreign country, that country is yours, along with all its inhabitants and all their possessions. Is that right?”




  “Yes.”




  “Then I say once again, damn it! You robbers, you crooks, you scoundrels, you villains!”




  He spat again. Then he continued:




  “What kind of people are you, anyway? What is the name of your tribe?”




  “It’s called the German.”




  “That surprises me. I’ve heard of that tribe. The Germans are said to live in the far west of the Western world and to be very good, very wise, very brave, and very sensible people.”




  “They certainly are!”




  “No, they aren’t, if they’re the way you describe them! If you’ve come here as a German, then I’m yours, am I not?”




  “Yes.”




  “Good heavens! What religion do you have?”




  “We are Christians.”




  “I’ll believe that! Because wherever Christians go, they steal everything, absolutely everything they can find.”




  “How do you know that?”




  “The whole world knows that! At first, the Christians were beggars, destitute people who had nothing and satisfied their hunger with ears of grain. Isa Ben Marryam, the founder of their religion, didn’t even have a place to lay his head. And today, most of the countries and peoples of the earth belong to them. They have plundered and stolen all of this, partly through cunning and partly through violence. And they are not content with this, but continue to plunder and steal, and they will not cease their schemes and acts of violence until they possess everything that exists on earth! And do you, too, belong to these robbers, murderers, and swindlers?”




  “Yes.”




  “Ugh, the devil take you!”




  He spat again. Then he wanted to look at me with utter contempt, but couldn’t bring himself to do it, for he saw the calm smile on my face, grew angry at it, and thus continued angrily:




  “And yet you remain so calm when I say ‘Damn you’? And yet you smile so kindly, so gently, and so self-assuredly, as if you were one of the many angels spoken of in Christianity and Islam? Have you no conscience, no shame?”




  “I have both.”




  “Impossible!”




  “I ask you to first ask yourself this question about conscience and shame before you direct it at me!”




  “Are you trying to insult me?”




  “No. I only want to be the mirror in which you recognize yourself. Suppose you were right that we take everything that belongs to the strangers we come to—we are still only robbing strangers. But you do not steal from strangers; rather, you steal from the people who come to you and are thus your guests. So who is the greater robber, swindler, scoundrel, and villain?”




  He looked very surprised, but admitted honestly, if a little too quickly:




  “We, of course we! For robbing the host is the greatest wickedness there is on earth. I didn’t think that we were such scoundrels—”




  Then he suddenly paused mid-sentence, thought for a moment, and continued more slowly:




  “But—but—I suddenly realize that you’ve caught me off guard with your speech, the truth of which must be verified before one can believe it! Do I really rob my guests?”




  “Certainly!”




  “Prove it to me! Are you my guest, by any chance? By taking your property, I am taking it from a person who is a complete stranger to me. And were all those whom you have deprived of their lands strangers to you, complete strangers? Is there not a single case in which you were their guests? I therefore ask you not to boast. One robber is as bad as the next, and one scoundrel is as bad as the next! Let’s be honest and not lie to ourselves! Whoever falls into the other’s hands is in the wrong, always in the wrong. That’s how it is with you and with us as well. And since it is you who fell into my hands, I am in the right, but you are in the wrong. Isn’t that right?”




  “No.”




  “Why?”




  “Show me your hands, into which I have fallen!”




  “I can’t do that right now, because you’ve tied them up.”




  “Then look at my hands here! They are not bound, but free.”




  I rose from the ground, pointed them out to him, took hold of both his arms, and then continued:




  “And now look and feel who it is who fell into my hands! Tell me, whom am I holding?”




  “Me,” he replied, astonished once more.




  “So am I in your power? Or are you in mine?”




  This was beyond his comprehension. He threw his head back and opened his mouth, almost as wide as his >Fat Man< used to do, though not with the same intention of laughing. On the contrary, he closed it again very quickly, let his head drop back down, and said:




  “Listen, stranger, you’re voicing thoughts that are impossible to follow. I’m becoming worried about you. You’re not a good person, but a dangerous one—a very dangerous one!”




  “And yet you’re not worried about yourself, but about me?” I smiled.




  “Don’t smile at me like that,” he snapped at me. “I can’t stand it! You know, when I see that smile of yours, I realize I’m wrong. And I don’t want that! And that smile of yours makes me grow fond of you. And I don’t want that either! I’m beginning to suspect that you don’t want to obey me. Be honest and tell me: What are you thinking?”




  “You’ll find out in a moment. First of all, I’ll tell you that I am a free man and do not belong to you. I am about to prove that to you. Furthermore, the items I have with me are not your property. That is why I am taking back what you took from me earlier.”




  I reached into his pocket and put my watch back in my own.




  “So it’s not mine anymore?” he asked naively.




  “No.”




  “Never mind! I’ll take it back!”




  “Try it! Now I’m riding to your camp to—”




  “Then untie me!” he interrupted me.




  “Patience, patience! I’ll ride alone first.”




  “That’s how you’re captured, just as your companion was captured, anyway!”




  “Pah! You captured me too—and who is the prisoner now?”




  “I was just one person and trusted your word; but there are many of them, and they don’t trust you!”




  “Whether they trust me or not, I don’t care; I just want them to obey me.”




  “Obey? They won’t.”




  “They must!”




  “How did you intend to force them?”




  “Through you.”




  “Through me? I won’t lend myself to seducing them into obeying you!”




  “You speak without thinking! You’ve already lent yourself to it—to me, that is! Now I’ll ride on your fat Smihk to your camp and—”




  “On my Smihk?” the sheikh interrupted me. “You’ll pay for that with your life. My warriors will kill you, kill you right now!”




  “Why?”




  “Because they believe you have assaulted me!”




  “That’s exactly what I want! They shouldn’t just believe it—I’ll tell them myself, I’ll tell them personally.”




  “Then you’re lost!”




  “On the contrary: it will save my companion, in case they have evil intentions toward him.”




  “You don’t know them!”




  “That’s not necessary at all. I only need to know myself. I’ll tell them that I’ve captured and bound you, and that you must die if anyone shows even the slightest hostility toward me or my companions.”




  “Die?” he asked, startled.




  “Yes.”




  “Me?”




  “Yes, you!”




  “What a shock for Taldscha, my wife!”




  Taldscha means snowdrop. Could this man have a wife whose beauty, purity, loveliness, and delicacy were comparable to a snowdrop? I became curious to see this lovely little snowdrop.




  “So you intend to threaten my people with my death?” he continued.




  “Yes,” I replied.




  “They can’t possibly believe that a little runt like you has overpowered me!”




  “That is why I am riding your ‘Fat One.’ When they see that I have taken it from you, they will be convinced that you are in my power.”




  “Stranger, you’re a devilishly clever fellow! If only one weren’t so compelled to love you! When will you return?”




  “It could be a short time, or it could take hours, depending on whether your warriors are willing to reason with me or not.”




  “And during that time, am I supposed to stay stuck here?”




  “Yes.”




  “Then I’ll call for help! I’ll scream! My people will be looking for me and will hear me when they get close! Then they’ll untie me, and you’ll be lost!”




  “You won’t be able to call for help, because I’ll put a gag in your mouth.”




  “A gag? Could you really be that cruel?”




  “Yes. Even much worse!”




  “Then I’ll at least growl so loudly that they’ll have to hear it. You can do that even with your mouth shut!”




  “Then I’ll tie your nose shut too!”




  “Really? Then I’d surely suffocate!”




  “I know that just as well as you do; but you don’t want it any other way. You threaten me with screaming and humming, yet you know I have to prevent that. What a pity!”




  I uttered that last word in a tone of regret. He looked at me searchingly and then asked:




  “A pity? What is such a pity?”




  “That you’re forcing me to be so strict with you. I hate to torment you by covering your mouth and nose.”




  “Reluctantly? Really? Yes! You are not only a clever man, but also a very kind, good fellow. The gag you want to put in my mouth pains your heart. But wait a moment! I will think it over. Perhaps I can find a way to get around the gag.”




  He furrowed his brow into the deepest lines of thought and blinked his eyes to signal to me that his innate intelligence was beginning to work; then he suddenly exclaimed:




  “I’ve got it! What will you do if I promise not to call for help or make a sound?”




  “Then I won’t cover your mouth or nose, because I know you’ll keep your promise without fail.”




  “Absolutely!” he agreed. “Haven’t I ever told you that the Ussul hate lies? I’d stay quiet even if my people came.”




  “But would you let them untie you?”




  “Not even that, if you promise me you’ll definitely come back to untie me.”




  “And do you believe my promise?”




  Then he looked at me in surprise and replied:




  “Why shouldn’t I believe you? You believe me, after all! Do you think I’m worse than you are?”




  What a man! I felt inwardly compelled to reward this unparalleled integrity immediately. So I said:




  “I will prove to you how much I trust your word. If you promise to remain seated here on this tree trunk and regard it as your prison until I return to you, I will untie you.”




  “I promise. Is that enough for you?”




  “Yes.”




  I untied the lasso first, and then all the straps. As I did so, I confessed to him sincerely:




  “I am even willing to release you completely and take you to your camp if you give me your word not to treat me and my companion as enemies.”




  He shook his head and explained:




  “This proposal comes from the voice of your heart, but I am forbidden to listen to it.”




  “By whom?”




  “By honesty. We Ussul never make promises that we know are highly unlikely to be kept. I know just as little as you do where your companion is, what he has done, or what has happened to him. If he has been captured, it depends on whether he resisted. A single drop of blood will cost him his life. And even if he offered no resistance, I am not the only one who has a say in his fate. The Sahahr also has a say. So I cannot make you a promise, and I would rather remain here in prison as an honest man than buy my freedom through deceit!”




  He had meanwhile been freed from his bonds, sat down, and leaned against the poplar trunk with the expression of a man determined to stay put.




  “Then I’ll ride on alone,” I said. “So you’ll wait here until I return?”




  “Yes.”




  “Then I’ll make haste. Farewell!”




  I held out my hand to him. He shook it in a most brotherly manner, let a friendly smile cross his jungle-bearded face, and said:




  “Come back soon! I’m already looking forward to it. I’ve grown quite fond of you, just as fond as Smihk!”




  With this remark, he was referring to the Urgaul, who began to stamp his hooves with delight when he saw that I intended to swing myself back onto his back. And when I was up, he let out a cry of joy that sounded exactly as if the lowest note of a bass trombone were locked in the fiercest duel with the highest note of a piccolo, and ran off with such speed as if he never wanted to see the Sheikh of the Ussul again in his entire life.




  I once went up to the alp with a dashing Tyrolean lad who had gotten married the day before. He couldn’t contain himself for sheer happiness and let out a resounding cheer every fifty or hundred steps; otherwise, he would have burst with joy. My “Dicker” seemed to carry a similar bliss in his heart, for he behaved almost exactly the same way. As he ran along at full speed without looking to the right or left, he opened his mouth from time to time and let out a cheer that sounded as if a cannon shot, a goat’s bleat, a rooster’s crow, a donkey’s bray, and the hiss of a steam locomotive blowing off steam—all mixed together and then blown out with all his might through a clarinet-like snout. And it was wonderful that I hardly had to steer him at all. He seemed to have understood my conversation with his master perfectly and, as a result, to know very well where I wanted to go now. For he ran straight back from the poplar to the spot where I had captured his master with the lasso, and then, without the slightest hesitation, turned right onto the tracks that marked the direction from which we had come. He thus carried me back through the fragrant poplar groves to the spot where our encounter had taken place, and thereby compels me even today to make a confession that will undoubtedly bring shame upon me.




  Namely, if my travel tales were truly drawn only from “pure imagination,” as is sometimes claimed, I would certainly now be boasting of great, marvelous horsemanship, through which I defeated the “Fat Man” and forced him now, here at this very spot where the danger for me began, to stop obediently so that I might exercise the necessary prudence and caution. But as is well known, I tell only the truth and recount events that have truly happened and been proven. My stories contain psychological analyses and observations. No real psychologist, however, would believe me if I were so foolish as to claim that in the distant yet so near realm of the human psyche, it is so easy to tame a primeval horse—or rather, a primeval creature. These primal feelings resemble the fat Smihk in such a striking way that I must absolutely stick to the truth and admit my powerlessness to subdue him. Rather, I fared exactly as the sheikh himself had just done. During the exceedingly bumpy gallop, I had only to be careful not to be thrown off. The “Fat One” wasn’t just running wild with me, oh no. Whatever he did, he did with full deliberation and out of pure love. He wanted to show me what an excellent runner he was. I realized this and hoped that he would stop where Hadji Halef had parted ways with me. But that didn’t even occur to him. On the contrary! As soon as he caught sight of the Ussul’s broad tracks there, his zeal increased. He was almost out of breath, but he still ran even faster than before. I did everything to prevent this, but in vain. The rein rope had no effect. There was no leg pressure. The dear little animal was simply too fat for that! I tried soothing calls. They had exactly the opposite effect: Smihk thought I wanted him to go even faster. I didn’t yet know the interjections by which the Ussuls command their horses. Finally, I applied the spurs, in a most foolish way, to punish the horse for not understanding me. Then it went even crazier. It was no longer running, but flying. But what a flight it was! Like a spoonbill with sparrow wings! And so, groaning, moaning, hissing, purring, and growling, we continued along the Ussuls’ tracks, between the edges of the bushes, around the left corner behind which my Hadji had disappeared, and then straight toward the Ussuls’ camp. For the sheikh had told me that from the camp one could see straight to that corner. I assumed that they would now notice me there and that the fat one, having arrived there, would stop. I had wanted to sneak up secretly and now I was arriving so forcefully in the open! What could I expect? Whatever it might be, I had no power to avert it. I could only try, if possible, not to let it be noticed that it was not I, but the horse, who was steering.




  Our path, namely the clearing, led straight toward the forest and then into it. It did not run level there, but sloped downward; it went downhill. This afforded me a very welcome view. The actual, completely unobstructed view I had was not wide, but on either side of it the giant trees stood so far apart that the situation between their trunks presented itself very clearly to me.




  The camp had been set up at the edge of the forest: huts made of poles, branches, and leaves with several fire pits. From there, the path led down between the trees toward a sort of lake in which an island lay. A boat was swimming toward this island, a huge >dugout canoe<, hollowed out of a single trunk by fire. It was being rowed by two men. Two others sat inside, doing nothing. I could see that clearly. For the clearing, which ran straight toward the shimmering surface of the lake, acted like a telescope between the dark fringe of the trees, magnifying and clarifying the object. I could not make out their clothing or facial features, but one of the two was significantly smaller than the other. There appeared to be no one in the camp. The people I saw were standing on the shore of the lake or were on their way back to the camp.




  The closer I got to the latter, the more distinct the outlines of what I saw became. The facial features of those closer to me became clearer, and I recognized the clothing of the small man in the boat—it was Halef. I suspected that he had been captured and was now being taken to the island. They hadn’t noticed me yet because their attention had been focused on the boat; but now they saw me. The sheikh’s horse, and a stranger riding it! At a breakneck gallop—the “Fat One” had never been seen running like that before! A loud cry went up, and they came running toward the camp from the side opposite me. They were all huge figures, some of them even taller than the sheikh. They tore their weapons from the tree trunks on which they hung or leaned, and glared at me menacingly. Of course, they believed that I would stop at the camp. The >Fat Man<, however, seemed to be of that mind, for when we were still about thirty horse-lengths away, he slowed his pace. But then a thought occurred to me: once I had managed to get my Halef to the island and isolate him there, he would become a hostage in the hands of the Ussul in exchange for my hostage, and I would lose the best trump card I possessed. The fat, round “Fat Man” was, in any case, a good swimmer. He must not stop. He had to go to the lake and into the water with me. So I dug my spurs into his sides. He abandoned his intention to stop and set off again. I tucked my revolvers into the inside of my leather belt to protect them from the wet and took the two rifles in my hands to hold them high as I leaped into the water. And so we galloped past the camp, into the forest, and toward the lake. Those standing there heard the shouts of those who had been on their way to the camp. They saw me and joined in the shouting.




  It was a highly intriguing, infinitely wild scene. Those mighty jungle trees! That lake, winding like a serpent, glimmering toward me like a lurking calamity! Those gigantic human figures! Animal-like in their hairiness and massive in their build, like newly created beings who had only just managed the transition from the animal kingdom to the human race! Those inarticulate voices! Those grotesque, clumsy movements in which they clothed their threats! Add to that the unusual sight I had to offer of the “Fat Man,” groaning loudly from the exertion! My spurs drove him forward. He did not resist in the slightest. He seemed to have not a trace of fear of the water and to regard the roaring cries behind us and before us as a very aesthetic spectacle, for when he came within close proximity to the water, he roared loudly and heartily along with them and flew off the bank in a veritable giant leap into the deep flood. How it happened that the water did not lift me off his broad back, I still do not know today. I held the rifles high as I jumped, but sank so completely beneath the surface with the “Big One” due to the weight that the weapons got wet as well—though fortunately only on the outside, for we surfaced again immediately, and there was a circumstance very favorable to me in that I was still firmly seated and could let the “Big One” carry me instead of having to swim myself.




  The primeval horse behaved as if it were descended from the amphibians, which are just as at home in the water as on land. It not only swam well, but also fast. And, most importantly, it saw the boat heading for the island and swam after it instantly, with such eagerness as if it understood my intentions. Had it taken a different course, it would have been very difficult for me not only to follow the boat, but even to catch up with it. Now I could also clearly see the features of the little man sitting in it: it was Halef. Naturally, he recognized me as well.




  “Hamd ul Illah, praise and thanks be to Allah that you have come!” he called out to me. “They want to lock me up here on the island. I am a prisoner!”




  He spoke in his native Maghrebi dialect, which none of the Ussul understood, at any rate.




  “Are you tied up?” I asked him across the water.




  “Only my hands are tied behind my back. Nothing else.”




  “How are the people in the boat armed?”




  “They only have knives. The guy sitting next to me is the sorcerer.”




  “Have you told them who we are yet?”




  “It didn’t occur to me!”




  “Did you mention me?”




  “Not a word! I pretended I was all alone.”




  “But they asked about your horse?”




  “No.”




  “But you’re wearing spurs! So they must have figured you were on horseback!”




  “They’re too stupid for that. Do you want to catch up to the boat?”




  “Yes.”




  “I’ll make that easier for you.”




  During this brief exchange, the sorcerer repeatedly forbade him from speaking. I couldn’t understand it clearly, but I could tell from his gestures. Now Halef turned to him to answer the questions being asked of him. It soon became clear just how cleverly he did this. The sorcerer gave the rowers an order, whereupon the boat turned and headed straight for me.




  “They want to capture you,” he called out to me.




  “That’s fine with me,” I replied. “Hold on tight so you don’t fall out! The boat’s going to rock pretty hard. I’m going to throw the sorcerer into the water.”




  “Allah, Wallah, Tallah! Now that you’re here, things are looking up!”




  My >Big Guy< paddled forward with great energy, and the two rowers also pulled with all their might. So we quickly drew closer to one another, and the sorcerer deemed it time to address me. He was a burly man, advanced in years, with white hair and a beard. His bare chest, too, was thickly and white-haired. This gave him a somewhat polar bear-like appearance, especially since his movements, while not clumsy, could be described as rather awkward.




  “Who are you?” he asked me.




  “You’ll find out soon enough,” I replied from within the circle of waves my Urgaul was creating around me.




  “What do you want here?” he continued.




  “I want to cross over to the island.”




  “You mustn’t! You have to come here, into my boat!”




  “Not a chance!”




  Of course, I was just putting on an act to lull him into a false sense of security.




  “You have to obey! I’ll force you!” he threatened.




  “Try it and see if you can!”




  “If you refuse, we’ll just beat you to death with the oars!” he threatened.




  So I pretended to be frightened and said in a timid tone:




  “You wouldn’t do that, would you? Or are you murderers?”




  “No! We are Ussul, and I am the Sahahr, the priest. We do not murder. But whoever dares to resist us certainly endangers his life. Watch out! I’ll give you my hand and pull you from the horse into the boat!”




  The good old man! He acted so extraordinarily martial, yet had the kindest face one could imagine! The way he looked, one tends to imagine Saint Nicholas, “Santa Claus,” or Knecht Ruprecht, who goes around villages and towns just before Christmas to punish naughty children but reward the good ones with gingerbread, apples, and nuts. He stood upright in the middle of the dugout canoe and steered it so that it came to a stop right in front of me and the “Fat One.”




  “Come aboard!” he commanded, bending down and holding out his hand to me. “Take hold; I’ll help you!”




  “Take these rifles first and put them in the boat!” I urged him.




  I handed them to him; the unassuming man actually took them and carefully placed them in the driest spot in the boat. Then he held out his hand to me again and repeated:




  “Grab on! I’ll pull you up!”




  So I slid off the horse, clung tightly to the side with my left hand, and reached out with my right to grab him—not by the hand, but by the upper arm. A powerful tug—a swing—and instead of pulling me into the boat, he flew out of it into the water, where he disappeared so completely for a few moments that nothing of him could be seen. Just a moment later, I was standing in the dugout, in the very spot where he had been standing, drew my knife, and cut the rope in two with which Hadji Halef had been bound. He immediately jumped up joyfully, threw his newly freed arms into the air, and exclaimed jubilantly:




  “Praise be to Allah, and thanks be to you, Effendi, that I am once again in possession of my hands! You will see what I do in a moment.”




  He picked up my heavy bear-killer from the floor, aimed it at the man rowing in the bow, and shouted at him:




  “Pull in the oar and get out of here, or I’ll shoot you dead on the spot!”




  This man was a giant, and Halef was a dwarf compared to him. But he did not resist the muzzle pointed at him. He obediently pulled in the oar and jumped overboard. The Hadji now aimed the barrel at the man sitting in the stern as well. This man didn’t even wait for the little man’s order. He yanked the oar in, dropped it, and leaped out into the water.




  “What heroes!” Halef laughed, setting the rifle down again.




  “Above all, get away from them!” I warned, grabbing one oar and motioning for Halef to take the other.




  I wanted the three Ussul not to reenter the boat, but to remain in the water. The boat had received a jolt from the momentum with which the sorcerer had been thrown out, driving it away from the spot. We now endeavored to increase this distance even further. The Ussul proved to be very skilled swimmers. They also wanted to enlist the horse’s strength to help them. The sorcerer tried to climb onto its back, and the two rowers sought to grasp the ends of the rein rope. But the “Fat One” fought back. It lashed out and bit at them and churned the water into such spray and foam that one might have thought one was looking at a figure of an Oceanid from Greek mythology.




  “That’s a magnificent beast, this horse!” Halef exclaimed. “Where did you get it, Sihdi? I’d like to hear that!”




  “Hearing how you ended up in this prehistoric boat is even more important,” I replied.




  “Can’t you spare me the trouble of telling you, Sihdi?” he asked.




  “No.”




  “Then allow me not to have to look at you while you do! For I am ashamed!”




  “Oh? Really?”




  “Yes!”




  Out there on the water, the three Ussuls were still struggling with the horse. I sat, oar in hand, at one end of the boat, Halef at the other. He looked down before him, then threw his head back with an energetic movement and said:




  “It’s no use! I can’t help it; I have to admit it! Sihdi, I am a sheep, an ox, a camel—in short, a fool, the greatest fool there could possibly be!”




  He paused, and I took the opportunity to ask him:




  “Is that really your opinion?”




  “Not just my opinion, but my rock-solid conviction! You don’t like it, do you?”




  “Oh, yes! Very much so! But didn’t you think differently before?”




  “Indeed! Sihdi, my dear Sihdi, I tell you: there are moments when I consider myself the wisest and most excellent person Allah has created in His goodness. And there are other moments when I could swear that I am the most foolish person on the entire earth. Do you believe that?”




  “I believe it. For every person who has not yet fully matured has such moments. What do you swear by now? Wisdom, perhaps?”




  “No, but on stupidity.”




  “That pleases me, Halef; that pleases me immensely!”




  “What, Effendi? You’re pleased that I’m stupid?” he asked in his most reproachful tone.




  “No. But that you realize you are. Whoever recognizes their mistakes is on the path to improvement. And that you are now, at this very moment, thinking about your own improvement—that goes without saying!”




  “Right! Quite right! I am thinking of it!” he admitted. “Later I will tell you about it in more detail, for now I have no time for it; but it was utterly ridiculous of me to think that I was the main character, while you were merely a supporting character. I have behaved like a boy whose brain is still milk and not yet nerve matter. I followed the tracks like a fool, without even a thought that they must have seen me from a distance. They noticed me without my realizing how close I was to their camp. They hid on both sides behind the bushes and pounced on me as soon as I reached that spot. Then they dragged me to the camp to discuss my fate. They wanted to know who I was, where I came from, and what I wanted here with them—”




  “What did you just say?” I interrupted the flow of his speech.




  “Nothing,” he replied.




  “Nothing? Impossible! You must have given an answer!”




  “No! I didn’t give one. I couldn’t think of anything to say, nothing at all.”




  “That’s simply unbelievable! You couldn’t think of anything? My Hadji Halef couldn’t think of anything? That’s surely never happened to you even once in your whole life!”




  “Indeed not. But today it happened for the first time.”




  “Out of shock, perhaps?”




  “No, but out of astonishment.”




  “At the size of these people?”




  “Not that. You know, Sihdi, that physical size doesn’t amaze me. Not even here, even though these Ussul are almost without exception all giants. But their hairiness! Allahu Akbar! What kind of people are these! Even the men! Those heads and those beards! I had to struggle not to burst out laughing. But then the women, the girls, the wives, the—the—the—Sihdi, what do you call the noblewomen in your homeland? What do you call them?"




  “Ladies.”




  “Right! The ladies, the ladies of the Ussul! Especially the sheikh’s wife, who isn’t here right now. Her name is Taldscha, and her whole face is covered in hair—even her cheeks and forehead. You can only see the tip of her nose and her two little eyes. And this hair is blonde, very light blonde, and reaches down to her loins. I tell you, I was so astonished that my voice failed me, that I lost my speech. And they are stupid, these people, downright stupid as a rock. Just imagine: they took me for a runaway court jester, for some ruler’s dwarf and buffoon. And later the sorcerer even came up with the insane idea that I was most likely the personal dwarf of “Mir of Djinnistan,” but not one of his own, rather sent by him as a spy to reconnoiter the territory of Ardistan! Me, a dwarf! A scout and a spy! But the others believed him. Had the sheikh been present, they would have killed me on the spot. But since they had to wait until his return to pass and carry out this judgment, they decided to transport me in the meantime to the island, from which I could not escape.”




  “Did you put up a fight?”




  “No. I couldn’t. When they seized me completely by surprise, they immediately took my knife, my pistols, and everything else I was carrying in my belt. How could I possibly have defended myself? With my hands, perhaps, when theirs are four times larger than mine? Now it’s a stroke of luck that you’ve come! How do you intend to free us?”




  “Free us? What a question! We’re already free!”




  He looked at me, glanced around, then laughed cheerfully and exclaimed:




  “That’s absolutely right, quite extraordinarily right! There’s only this one boat here. We don’t need to go back to them, but simply row across the lake. We’ll get there much sooner than they will, since they have to take the long detour along the shore. But, you know, Effendi, I’d rather not let them keep what they took from me!”




  “You shouldn’t have to. We have no reason to flee. They must obey us. I will force them to make peace. Their sheikh is, in fact, in my power.”




  “You’ve seen him?” he asked quickly.




  “Seen and captured!”




  “Hamdulillah! Now we are great again!”




  He rose from his seat, leaped for joy so violently that the boat began to rock and roll dangerously, and then continued:




  “He is our prisoner, our prisoner! What can these giants do to us now? Nothing! If they do not obey us, we will slaughter him and devour him, skin, hair, and bones and all! Sihdi, we must tell them this, tell them immediately! Grab the oars! We’re going over to them. To the shore! Immediately, immediately!”
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