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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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The Forgotten Civilizations: 20 Lost World Novels is a remarkable anthology that transports readers into the enigmatic realms of undiscovered lands and ancient mysteries. Spanning a wide range of literary styles—from the Gothic eeriness of Lovecraftian horror to the pioneering fervor of Verne's science fiction—this collection encapsulates the allure of the unknown. Works within the anthology draw on a universal curiosity about untouched civilizations, blending adventure, speculative fiction, and occasionally, elements of satire and romance. Each story, whether it chronicles subterranean societies or lost continents, contributes to a rich mosaic of narratives that challenge and expand the boundaries of literary imagination. The thematic core of the anthology is united by an exploration of human curiosity and the inherent desire to uncover what lies beyond the familiar compass of the known world. The contributing authors, comprising a who's who of speculative and adventurous writing, bring forth narratives informed by their unique historical, cultural, and literary contexts. From the scientific romance of H.G. Wells to the grim forebodings in Poe's text, these works encapsulate the reigning sentiments of their time, while also projecting forward-reaching visions that continue to inspire. The diverse voices, ranging from the meticulously plotted adventures of Arthur Conan Doyle to the imaginative epic form of Abraham Merritt, coalesce into an enriching tapestry that underscores the theme of discovery and the quest for understanding in an ever-expanding universe. This anthology is an indispensable resource for those eager to delve into a kaleidoscope of literary explorations within a single volume. The Forgotten Civilizations offers readers the chance to traverse multiple narrative landscapes, uncovering various facets of human inquiry and creative ingenuity. It is a treasure trove of great action classics that represents the eternal human quest for adventure, exploration and discovery of the unknown.
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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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Chapter One: A Zealot. 
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“I am Sejjid Omar!” 

How proud that sounded, and how emphatic was the gesture with which he used to accompany those words! “I am Sejjid Omar”—that was meant to say: “I, Lord Omar, am a learned, literate descendant of the Prophet, who is the favorite of Allah. My name, along with all my personal merits, was entered into the sacred genealogical register in Mecca; therefore, I have the right to wear a green outer robe and a green turban. When I die, the dome of my tomb will be painted green, and the gate of the highest heaven will be opened to me. So show me respect!” 

But who, then, was this Sejjid Omar? A donkey-boy! His “stand” was on the Ezbekieh in Cairo, opposite the Continental Hotel in which I was staying. A handsome, strongly built young man of a little over twenty, he had attracted my notice by his constant gravity and the inborn dignity of his movements. I liked to watch him from my balcony, and when I drank my coffee below, on the splendid forecourt of the hotel, I could hear him talk. His face, indeed, bore also that look of slyness which is common to all donkey-drivers; but he was not importunate, and he went about his business in such a way as though a quite particular favour were being bestowed upon every one who made use of his donkey. He associated as little as possible with his fellow craftsmen; and when they tried to tease him for this reserve with jeering remarks, they got nothing in reply but a contemptuous “I am Sejjid Omar.” If a foreigner wished to haggle with him, or if anything whatever was said to him or demanded of him that he deemed an affront to his honour, he would turn away with a disdainful “I am Sejjid Omar,” and thereafter he was no longer to be spoken to by that person.

The result was that I took a very special interest in him, although I had no opportunity to demonstrate this to him in connection with his business. But, as is well known, glances attract one another. I noticed that he, too, looked over at me very often. He seemed to grow restless if I did not immediately show myself on the terrace after lunch and dinner, and whenever I passed him on my way out, he took a step back—even though I did not seem to notice him at all—and, in silent greeting, placed his hands on his chest. 

In the aforementioned hotel, there are small tables for guests on either side of the dining room between the columns, for those who do not like to sit crammed together at the table. I had one of these tables reserved for myself alone. The one to the left of it was unoccupied; at the one to my right, there had been two strangers since yesterday who attracted not only the general

attention but also mine, although I did not let it show as much as the others did. They were Chinese—father and son. I first guessed this from their resemblance and then heard it in their conversation, for their table was so close to mine that I could understand every word they said. They were not dressed in traditional attire, but wore white travel suits of French cut. Their braids were hidden by their pith helmets, which they only took off during the meal. As soon as they entered the dining room yesterday, I had noticed the deep and heartfelt respect with which the son treated his father. It was a truly touching display of attentiveness and helpfulness, which even sought to relieve the serving waiter of every task and every movement, in order to show the father a child’s gratitude and love. And one could clearly see that this was nothing feigned, nothing superficial, but came from within as something freely and gladly given. The father wore glasses with heavy gold frames; the son had no glasses. They dined exactly in our manner and did so so naturally and flawlessly, so quietly and unobtrusively, that some of the other guests could have taken a cue from them. The waiter serving me whispered to me, hoping for an extra tip in return: 

“Monsieur Fu and Monsieur Tsi from China. They’re from Paris. They’re probably related.” 

“Did they sign in that way themselves?” I asked. 

“No, but they told the doorman so.” 

He didn’t pronounce the two words correctly; but it was clear that Fu meant father and Tsi meant son. In Chinese, the same word often has very different meanings. The two guests had not given their names and had simply referred to themselves as father and son. Since no one in the house spoke their language, they had been entered in the guestbook as Monsieur “Father” and Monsieur “Son,” and the staff thought they were being particularly clever by assuming they were relatives. But the guests smiled and let it pass that their family relationship was expressed as their names. They spoke French to the staff, and so excellently that one could certainly assume many years of practice. 

As for their faces, their Mongolian features were only slightly pronounced. In the son’s case, this softening might have been a result of youth; in the father’s, however, it was quite clearly attributable to the effects of intellectual activity, so that almost only his authentically Chinese-style beard betrayed him as a “Son of the Middle.” One did not need to be a judge of character to see that this man’s field of work had hardly ever been a material one. 

After dinner, out in the hallway during the general conversation, it was established that the two Chinese men were, first, from Canton; second, uncle and nephew; and third, had been in Paris to set up a business dealing in Chinese goods, the management of which the nephew would take over. He had merely accompanied his uncle back to Egypt to delay their parting, but would take his leave of him here and then return directly to Paris. I didn’t care who had made this discovery. I couldn’t imagine that this “Monsieur Fu,” who looked so peculiar—I’d even say mysteriously witty—was a merchant whose ambition was to sell cheap Chinese fans and vases at high prices in Paris. 

As luck would have it, I was able to catch a secret glimpse into this mystery as early as the next morning. To get as much air and light as possible, I was staying two flights up and was sitting on the balcony, busy with letters, when I saw the Chinese men step out of the hotel and walk over to Sejjid Omar. He provided them with a second donkey of his own, whereupon he trotted off with them. Then I heard knocking and brushing noises below me. It disturbed me and seemed to go on forever. I leaned over the railing and looked down. It was not, as I had suspected, the chambermaid, but a Chinese servant who had opened a suitcase to inspect and clean its contents. So the Chinese were staying one flight of stairs up, right below me. I let the man continue knocking and brushing without, as I had actually intended, telling the intruder to be quiet. 

Then it grew quiet below me, but repeated clearing of the throat told me that the servant was still there. I looked down again. He was now busy with another small suitcase, which he had opened. He was arranging various objects with a care that suggested they were of unusual value, and from time to time he glanced at the neighboring balconies to make sure he wasn’t being watched. The contents of this suitcase thus seemed to contain things that not just anyone was allowed to know about. Just now he had a belt in his hand, on which a golden buckle set with rubies gleamed. Only mandarins of the first and second ranks are permitted to wear this type of buckle! Then I saw a putsu (* an embroidered breast and back badge) appear, whose embroidery depicted a stork. After a bead necklace, a peacock feather, and various other objects that I could not clearly make out due to their small size, one of those official hats came into view, which are worn only in summer and are therefore called “warm” hats. It had a smooth, red, unadorned coral button. Bead necklaces may only be worn around the neck by mandarins of the first through fifth ranks. Peacock feathers are special distinctions; but the coral button is permitted only to first-rank mandarins. These are either civil or military mandarins. The former are to wear a putsu with a stork, the latter a similar shield bearing the image of a unicorn. Civil officials are held in higher esteem than military ones. I had thus learned that “Monsieur Fu”—for these insignia could refer to no one but him—was a civil mandarin of the highest rank, and naturally resolved not to tell anyone. My pencil prevented me from seeing any more. I had tucked it behind my ear; as I had bent my head forward and downward, it lost its grip, fell down, and struck the balcony railing right in front of the servant. The Chinese man let out a cry of horror, quickly gathered everything up, and had vanished in the next instant. His own fright was also proof that his two masters did not wish to reveal their status. 

It was early summer, that is, the time of year when the khamsin is Egypt’s most unwelcome guest for about fifty days. This hot, dry southwesterly wind, which carries the fine dust of the desert with it, can, when it blows strongly, have such a debilitating effect that both locals and foreigners avoid anything involving physical exertion. On the day following the discovery just recounted, it blew over from Giza and Aryahn with particular intensity. People avoided the streets, and the spots in front of the coffeehouses, usually so popular, were still empty at the time of Asr, the daily afternoon prayer. This prompted me to ride up to Jebel Mokattam. I had long been accustomed to the khamsin; it could not bother me and, on the contrary, kept other people from disturbing me up there in the enjoyment that had become dear to me. The view from Mokattam and Jebel Giyuschi is indescribably beautiful, but it is doubly precious to me when, at sunset, the lighting of the city and its surroundings, through the khamsin dust suspended in the air, becomes—I might almost say—fairytale-like. All the harshness and sharpness of the scene are then softened, and such an indefinable hue of color is spread all around that one might think one is looking down from a heavenly height upon a completely different, otherworldly or supernatural world. 

Just as I was setting out, the hotel manager brought in several carriages full of travelers who had arrived by train. I had no reason to pay them any mind, yet as I passed by, a young lady veiled in blue caught my eye; she was dressed simply in gray, practically ankle-baring, and was speaking a few words of English to a gentleman who had alighted with her. I had rarely heard such a deep, melodious, and pleasant alto voice. 

Then I sat atop the mountain, in quiet, at first uninterrupted solitude. My favorite spot was a rocky seat near the old, ruined Giyuschi Mosque. The sun remained half-hidden behind a shimmering, orange-hued haze. Like a prayer left unfinished as I drifted off to sleep, the Mamluk tombs lay deep at my feet. From the Alabaster Mosque all the way to Kasr el Ain, and from the ancestral Amr Ibn el As down to the former ez Zahir, the thousand verses of the minarets, carved in stone, rose up to Allah’s throne. Through Masr el Atika, the former Fustat, a train steamed upward toward Helwan, as if desecrating the place, and behind the lebbach trees of Dakrur Street and the green of the canal fields lay the pyramids at the edge of the desert—the pharaohs’ thoughts of death, frozen in fear of eternity. Uniting death and life, past and present, within and around itself, swept by the desert wind and yet so youthful in beauty and warmth, thus it spread out before my eyes, El Kahira, the Victorious, which, along with Baghdad and Damascus, has become dearer to me than any other city of the Orient. 

Thoughts about myself rose up from down there, from the royal tombs over there and the Sinai to the east behind me—thoughts I did not want to let slip away; therefore, I took out paper and pencil. It was then that I began to compose my “Thoughts of Heaven,” the first volume of which has since been published. This book was also one of the reasons that had prompted me to undertake the present journey. Whoever wishes to write poems about and for the soul of humanity and to do justice to the peoples to whom this soul dedicated its youthful enthusiasm must not suppose that he will find the thoughts for this in the cold, selfish West, but must go where God himself once came to earth and his angels were permitted to reveal themselves to mankind, without, as indeed happened once—namely, to the ruin of Sodom and Gomorrah—reaping bitter earthly thanks for their heavenly love. 

There, where the bare stones of Palestine must once again become bread, where Memnon’s colossi are not merely to resound softly but to speak clearly, where between Pison, Gihon, Phrat, and Hidekel the blissful idea of paradise is still to be unearthed today—there one must be, there one must see and listen, outwardly and inwardly, and then, when on a quiet moonlit night the very same revelation rises from the waves of the Nile as from the floods of the Tigris, and the same gentle murmur sounds around the minarets that Elijah once heard on Mount Carmel, then it becomes clear to the human soul that the very same verses must resound once more, which the Orient once began to compose, but which the Occident must complete as the Song of Songs of love for God and neighbor. 

It was a pleasure for me to put these and similar thoughts into words; but I did not bring it to a conclusion, for I was interrupted. From the rocky path came the lively clatter of small donkey hooves. Looking around, I saw the aforementioned lady dressed in gray and the gentleman with whom she had been speaking approaching. As a third rider, I noticed one of those Christian or Jewish Levantines who carefully store every foreign-language word they hear—even if they do not understand it at all—in the mealworm jar of their memory, so that when they can no longer cope with these worms on their own, they can pass themselves off as interpreters and sell their services for the highest possible fee. These dragomans are a plague, and the average tourist has neither enough experience nor the necessary knowledge to fend them off. Once they have latched on, they rarely let go, and the one I saw coming here was a leech of the very worst sort. He had also tried to accost me a few days ago, but, when nothing else helped, was then dismissed for good with a flick of the riding crop. These Levantines are despised by the honest, principled Arab, and since they are mostly Christians and he has learned through his own life what a great influence faith exerts on a person’s moral character, he is easily inclined not to stop at the individual, but to extend his contempt to all of Christendom. 

The fourth person was — — — Sejjid Omar, the donkey driver, who strode up alongside the three of them with such gravitas as if he were the leading figure of the entire group. 

When the interpreter spotted me, he rode straight up to me, dismounted, and spread out a blanket he had brought with him next to me. When he introduced himself to me, he had spoken French; I didn’t know why, but I was about to find out, for he turned and called out to Sejjid Omar: 

“This guy’s sitting right in the best spot! He’s a Frenchman, because he’s got a little mustache under his lower lip. Come here and chase him away!” 

“Watch out!” warned the donkey driver. “If he can speak Arabic, he understands your words!” 

“Him? Speak Arabic? Can’t you see that stupidity is written all over his face? He doesn’t even speak his own language properly. I know that for a fact, because I spoke French with him. He wanted me to be his interpreter; but I didn’t go along with it, because I could tell right away that he’s a poor sod and, on top of that, a tightwad. Chase him away! We need this spot for our people!” 

Then the Sejjid made one of his inimitable, eloquent hand gestures and replied: 

“I am not your servant, and Allah and my business forbid me from being rude. If, as a Christian and a Greek, you are allowed to be rude, that is none of my concern. My name is Sejjid Omar; remember that!” 

The Levantine might have dared, out of a desire for revenge, to pick a fight with me with the donkey driver’s help; but to do so without that support, he was, like most of his kind, too cowardly. Just to annoy me, he had led the strangers straight to me, even though I was the only person in sight on the vast plateau of Jebel Giyuschi, a space that could have held countless thousands. I, however, pretended that this rudeness was of no concern to me whatsoever. 

The hammahr (*donkey driver*) helped the travelers dismount. Then they sat down on the spread-out blanket without greeting me or even acknowledging me with a glance. That did not offend me. I was, after all, familiar with this custom, particularly practiced beyond the Channel and the Atlantic Ocean, whereby strangers are regarded as completely absent. Naturally, they were now just as invisible to me, and I calmly continued smoking the cigar I had lit, even though I saw that the wind occasionally blew the smoke into the lady’s face. She sat so close to me that I could reach her with an outstretched hand. 

Now the interpreter struck a pose and began to explain the panorama before them to the strangers. He did so in an English with which a farmer, without needing a hoe, could have pulled the toughest beets from the field, and it was more than clear to the two listeners that they felt anything but edified by what they were forced to hear. They put up with it for a while, but then the lady ordered the polyglot-horrible Greek to be quiet, pulled a red-bound book from her bag, and said to the gentleman, to my surprise, in German: 

“Do you understand him, Father? I don’t! Let’s get the Baedeker! The map will tell us more than we can learn from this Arab. And let’s speak German, because he doesn’t understand that!” 

The man taken for an Arab withdrew, offended. It is precisely these uneducated people who are extraordinarily sensitive when one does not pay the expected admiration to their supposed knowledge. Sejjid Omar stood, his elbow resting on his donkey, motionless as a statue, to the side behind us. The long, wide cloak he wore was unable to make the beautiful contours of his figure completely unnoticeable. 

I had thus learned that the strangers were father and daughter. I learned even more. Whether they did not trust me to understand German, or whether my presence was truly of no concern to them at all, they spoke to one another so freely as if there were nothing but air in my place. 

The father was a rather tall, gaunt gentleman with a clean-shaven face that was drawn out a little more than necessary. The stand-up collar of his coat matched the unctuous, yet harsh and rapid manner in which he spoke. He had taken off one of his gloves, which gave me the opportunity to see his hand—also very long, yet white and visibly well-groomed. The ruthless, rasping tone he adopted whenever his intention was to express a particular opinion was not pleasant. I am not in the habit of judging others too hastily, yet although I was seeing this man for the first time today and thus did not know him at all, I was inclined to believe that he would not be easily dissuaded from a view he had once formed, however mistaken it might be. Perhaps he was otherwise a most excellent man, but he gave me the impression that he considered himself infallible, and such people are difficult to deal with. 

He called his daughter Mary. She had pulled back her veil so she could see better. I was naturally careful not to let on that I was observing her, but a brief glance was enough to reveal a lovely, rosy-cheeked face, in which a pair of bright, clear, very intelligent eyes shone. I have already mentioned her deep, beautiful contralto voice. When she spoke, one could hear that she did so not with her mouth but with her soul. It sounded as though no unkind word had ever passed or could ever pass these lips. She had not inherited this from her father; it could only be the gift of an excellent mother, rich in heart and character. 

Her father was an American, a missionary bound for China, where his daughter was accompanying him; her mother was dead, having been German, it seemed. They had come to Egypt via London, Cologne, Vienna, and Trieste, intending to stay here for a while and then visit India next. They did not seem to be in any great hurry. 

They were not yet familiar with the effects of the khamsin, and despite it, they had ridden up here immediately upon their arrival because Mary had wished to see the overall view of Cairo first. And the impression it made, at least on the daughter, was so profound that the exhausting wind had no visible effect on her. 

She had the unfolded map lying on her lap, but wasn’t looking for specific points at first. She seemed to be concerned above all with the overall impression. Every now and then she made a remark that made me prick up my ears. A strange, unusually rich inner life seemed to pulsate within this girl! Once I almost gave away that I was listening to her intently. She had, in fact, mentioned my name. 

“Do you know, Father, who I’m thinking of right now?” she said. “Karl May. I’ve read his three volumes of *In the Land of the Mahdi*, and—” 

“Don’t read that nonsense by that May!” he interrupted her quickly and hoarsely. “That writer has nothing but imagination, and you know that his effeminate piety is repulsive to me! What makes you think of him right now?” 

“He calls Cairo ‘Bauwaabe el bilad esch schark, the Gate of the Orient,’ and says this gate has grown feeble with age and can barely resist the influence of the West anymore. I find it hard to believe that. I haven’t seen the Orient yet, but I love it and wish that it might prove stronger than, for example, you, Father, and so many others think. To me, it is a sleeping prince in the abandoned hall of a ruined, Eastern royal castle. Its destiny is to be awakened by a Western maiden. When, through them both, the East is united with the West in selfless love, all the peoples of the earth will be happy.” 

“You are a dreamer, just like your mother was! But reality looks quite different from such a fairy-tale dream. The East has robbed us of paradise; it crucified the Savior and, to this very day, has never wanted to recognize what serves its peace. Now we, the heavenly messengers, come to bring it this peace. If it accepts it, it shall have it; but if it rejects it, it will be beyond saving despite all our efforts. Just look down and see what lies at your feet! Everything there that is still of Oriental origin is on the verge of sinking into filth. But everything new, practical, and good, this city has received from the West. Your Karl May, about whom I otherwise want to know nothing, has thus, in this one instance, for once said the right thing. If the Orient is the fairy-tale prince of whom you spoke, then it is only possible for us messengers to wake him from his slumber. Only we alone can redeem him; we stand in and upon reality; but your Western maiden belongs to the realm of fantasy.” 

“Fantasy! That may be the right word,” she smiled. “There are people who claim that fantasy has clearer and sharper eyes than the mind, which has grown farsighted.” 

“Are you trying to lecture me?” 

“No. You’re far, far too learned for that. But you know, today we’re both knocking on the gate of the Orient, and when you knock on a door, you shouldn’t just ask, ‘What do you want here?’ but also, ‘What do you bring with you?’ For whether one will achieve what one wants likely depends very much on what one brings with one. And everyone must and will bring something, even if it were nothing more than their personality. So let us ask ourselves today, as we knock on this gate, what we bring for those who dwell behind it!” 

“Well, my child! I bring them my faith. That is more than enough!” 

“And I bring them my love, my whole, whole, full love! Whether that is enough, I do not know; but I possess nothing else that I can give. And I give this love so gladly, so infinitely gladly. What I have longed for! How I have dreamed, hoped, and raved! My heart has flown ahead of me here. It seems to me as if my life up to now has been a prophecy that, starting today, is beginning to come true. The Orient is the homeland of the human race. Don’t you also feel what it means to stand at the gate of our homeland? In the East, the sun rises for the world. Is it only your faith that goes out to meet it? Do you bring it absolutely nothing else?” 

“Ramblings!” he replied haughtily. “These are the consequences of my weakness in not supervising your reading more strictly. The characters from *One Thousand and One Nights* and other books haunt you; you are still a child; but I am a man; I must not ramble like you, for I have serious duties to fulfill. Think of my wager with Reverend Burton in London—to convert fifty adult Chinese within the first year and present him with proof of it!” 

“As for that wager, Father, I wish you hadn’t made it. I feel it is a desecration to make the salvation of others the subject of a wager.” 

“We didn’t bet on their salvation, child, but on my success! And I will win, because I have been granted the gift of persuasive speech. I don’t understand how a person can have a faith other than mine, which is, after all, the only correct one, the only true one. Look at that donkey boy over there! His Allah is a false god and his Muhammad a liar. As many towers as rise down there, into as many mosques would I like to enter, to proclaim aloud that there is no salvation other than ours. Why are so few pagans converted? Because we lack the courage. I will not enter a single temple in China without standing up openly and telling the unbelievers that they are pagans, to whom eternal damnation is certain if they do not convert. I will———but look! What is that man doing?” 

He had interrupted himself mid-sentence and pointed to Sejjid Omar, who was now doing something that caught the American’s attention because he had never seen it before. The donkey driver was, in fact, preparing to perform his Muslim prayer. 

It was not actually prayer time now, for the Asr had already passed, and the Maghrib is not to be prayed until sunset; but since the time of one prayer extends until the beginning of the next, one may make up the prescribed duty, if prevented from fulfilling it, until the start of the next period. For some reason, Seyyid Omar had been unable to pray the Asr, and since the opportunity presented itself here for him to fulfill his religious obligations completely undisturbed, he did so without concerning himself with the beliefs and opinions of those present. 

He took off his gear belt, unfolded it, and spread it out on the ground as a prayer mat. After facing east, toward Mecca, he raised his open hands to either side of his face, touched his earlobes with the tips of his thumbs, and said: 

“Allahu akbar—God is great!” 

It was this cry that had drawn the American’s attention to him. He then lowered his hands, placed his left hand in his right, fixed his gaze on the spot on the rug where his head would touch it when he later prostrated himself, and continued: 

“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 pray, that You may guide us to the straight path, the path of those who enjoy Your grace, not that of those upon whom You are angry, nor the path of those who go astray.” 

That was the Holy Fatiha, the first chapter of the Quran, which must precede every prayer. Then followed the short 112th chapter, which reads: 

“Say: God is the one and only God. He begets not, nor is He begotten, and there is none like unto Him!” 

Upon this, he placed his hands on his knees, bowed his head, prostrated himself three times, and said: 

“Allahu akbar! I praise the perfection of my Lord, the Great. May God hear the one who prayed to Him. Praise be to You, O Lord!” 

After raising his head and body again, he slowly knelt down, placed his hands on the floor in front of his knees, and touched the spot between his hands with his nose and forehead. Then he raised his body again, though his knees did not leave the floor, sank backward onto his heels, and placed his hands on his thighs. During these strictly and precisely prescribed movements, he prayed: 

“Allahu akbar! I praise the perfections of my Lord, who is the Most High. God is very great.” 

Now he stood up completely to continue standing, but did not get the chance, for the American now jumped up and rushed toward him, pulled him back from the carpet by the arm, and called out to the interpreter in a questioning tone: 

“Is this man praying?” 

“Yes,” replied the interpreter. 

“In the Muslim way?” 

“Yes.” 

“Tell him I won’t tolerate that! Tell him I’m a Christian, a missionary who goes to the heathens to convert them. I cannot and will not tolerate anyone praying in a non-Christian manner in my presence. He must stop immediately, right now!” 

Among Muslims, it is already considered a sin to walk close by someone who is praying. To interrupt him with words is unthinkable. But to disturb him in the way the Yankee did—that one would only expect from a madman or a mortal enemy planning an insult that can only be washed away with blood. It makes no difference whatsoever what social standing the person praying has. When visiting the mosque, and also during prayers outside of it, the lowest is regarded as completely equal to the highest, and vice versa. Sejjid Omar was at first frozen in astonishment, but his eyes flashed. Then he asked the interpreter what the stranger had said to him. The Levantine reported it to him with malicious precision. Then Omar raised his arms to seize the offender, but quickly controlled himself, let them fall again, took a step back, sized up the American with an indescribable look—half contemptuous, half pitying—threw his empty hand into the air, which is a sign of the greatest disdain, and addressed the interpreter with the words: 

“I wanted to throw him down from this rock, and his resistance would have been nothing against the strength of my arms; but I am Seyyid Omar and do not wish to defile myself by contact with such great filth. Every pagan has more sense than this Nasrani (* Christian); tell him that. Woe to anyone who converts to the faith and customs of such a reckless despiser and disturber of prayer! I have nothing more to do with him. I’ll give him the money for my donkey. I won’t touch it!” 

He picked up the carpet belt, swung himself onto his gray beast, and rode off at a trot, shaking the belt behind him in a telling manner. The Levantine took pleasure in translating Omar’s words in a manner that left nothing to be desired in terms of clarity. When the daughter, who had risen from her seat, heard this, she called out reproachfully to her father: 

“What have you done! I wanted to stop you; but you were too quick for me. I liked that Arab so much! He was so serious, so quiet, and so modest. His prayer moved me. Did you really feel obliged to interrupt it?” 

“Of course!” he replied. “You shall have no other gods before me, commands the Holy Scripture. Elijah slaughtered the priests of Baal. His zeal should be an example to everyone who goes to the heathens as a messenger of the faith!” 

“Don’t you think that our God and Allah are one and the same?” 

“Whoever has a different faith also has a different God! And having other gods is forbidden; you’ve heard that yourself!” 

“But the love you are supposed to preach—doesn’t it make you—” 

“Be quiet about this love, which you know nothing of!” he interrupted her hoarsely. “First I believe; then I love. We must go out into the whole world and teach all peoples. But of the word we proclaim, the Bible says it is a hammer that shatters rocks. Only by demonstrating this power of the word can we impress the pagans. And then, when they have become our own, we will bestow our love upon them. We have finally realized how far one can go with love alone. It has been proven that in recent times Islam has made more progress than Christianity. Paganism will belong to whoever forces it into obedience!” 

That sounded so decisive and so harsh that she preferred to remain silent. She sat down again, but seemed to struggle in vain to recapture her earlier mood. What had previously inspired her had become indifferent to her, and since her father was in a bad mood and taciturn, she finally asked him to leave. 

“Very gladly!” he agreed. “It’s stiflingly hot up here, and I haven’t been able to figure out how you could stand it next to the smoking cigar of that uneducated, inconsiderate man.” 

“Of course, nothing is as repulsive as the smell of tobacco; but for him it seems to be a pleasure; I didn’t pay any attention to it.” 

This expression of kindness and self-control made me regret that I had not behaved as I now wished I had. Later, I found a pleasant occasion to vividly recall these words of hers. 

They rode off as they had come: without paying me any attention. The Levantine had to walk, since now there were only the two donkeys left that he had provided. I was sorry for the lady’s sake that they did not stay longer, for the sun was already near the horizon, and I would have gladly granted that dear, friendly creature the sight of today’s sunset. 

I had come here for his sake, had been looking forward to seeing him, but then, when he entered, I remarked that today I was not able to let him affect me as he always had in the past. The ugly scene I had witnessed had also cast a shadow over my inner self. What had happened made it impossible for me to surrender myself freely and completely to the impression of the magnificent natural spectacle. The American had made some remarks that I tried in vain to make sense of or overcome. 

Whenever I found myself here at this height, I saw two worlds lying before me, which, in their connection, were nevertheless one and the same; and just as I saw two eras, which seem to be separated by millennia, flowing together in the present moment into a wondrous, moving union. The present has been our past and will also be our future. Whoever understands this has no need to explore the interior of the pyramids, nor does he need to fear the riddles of the Sphinx, whose solution he carries clearly and distinctly in his

heart. Humanity resembles time. Both march inexorably forward, and just as no single hour has been granted any special privilege, so too can no person, no class, no people boast of having been endowed by God with any special distinction. An outstanding period is merely the product of preceding times, and there is no school of thought or intellectual achievement in the development of the human race that arose of its own accord and does not owe a debt of gratitude to the past. World history, which we indeed call the Last Judgment, has so far provided every chapter of self-aggrandizement with a punitive conclusion and preserved this act of justice as a warning to later generations in the solemn, forceful language of ruins. And these speaking, indeed preaching, ruins are to teach us that what has died for us in the East is to rise again for him in the West. 

That was precisely the same thought that the American’s daughter had merely expressed differently when she spoke of the sleeping prince whom a Western maiden was to awaken. And how much I agreed with her question: “What do I bring with me?” If we are to be honest, we must admit: whoever comes to the Orient does not seek to be grateful to it, but rather to have more and more of it than he has already received. The East has given as long and as much as it could. We have continually enriched ourselves at its expense; it is the father who has become poor for our sake and on our account. Let us finally think of our duty! 

We have no idea what spiritual debts we owe it. We will have to repay them, with interest, whether we want to or not. Providence is just. It grants credit, but not for countless generations or even for eternity, and will recognize neither the tips from throngs of pushy tourists nor the securities of European financial transactions, and least of all the material values hoped for from our so-called spheres of interest as valid payment. 

What have we brought to the Orient to this day? What treasures do we even believe we can bring to it? “I bring him my love, my whole, whole, full love,” the American woman had said, without realizing that only and precisely this love is the redeeming maiden who must awaken the sleeping prince to new life. - - 

The sun had set; darkness threatened to fall quickly, and the path down to Bab el Karafe is hardly a pleasant one. So I set out on my way home, which led me through Sharia Mohammed Ali and Tahir Street back to the hotel. 

The streetlights were on; the heat was beginning to subside, and so the streets had come alive. Shrill Arabic music rang out in Ibrahim Pasha Square. Pilgrims returning from the pilgrimage to Mecca were holding a procession through the city. The farther away from Cairo these people’s homes are, the more one prefers to avoid them. They have worked themselves into—or are working themselves into—a fanatical frenzy through which they can become dangerous to those of other faiths. So I was careful not to push my way through the procession and instead waited until it had passed. Later that evening, word got around that at Meidan Abdin, some less cautious Europeans had been beaten half to death by these people. I mention this because I have more to report about them. 

When the gong called the hotel guests to dinner, I found the table to my left, which had been empty until then, occupied. The American had taken a seat there with his daughter. As I sat down, I heard him say in German: 

“There’s that unpleasant man again! Fortunately, smoking isn’t allowed here!” 

“But, Father, isn’t it possible that he understands German?” Mary warned. 

“That wouldn’t even occur to him. The interpreter said, after all, when we rode down from the Mokkatam, that the stranger sitting up there was a Frenchman, and as we all know, it never occurs to a Frenchman to learn German.” 

“But I’d rather ask the waiter. You know how little one can rely on what that interpreter says. I wouldn’t want the stranger to be offended by us.” 

“Do you have a soft spot for him?” 

“No; but one should be as kind as possible to everyone, and this man in particular has such—such—such—I can’t find the right word, so I’ll just say he has such a loyal look about him that I’d feel sorry if he were to take offense at us.” 

“I think you’re unusually sensitive and anxious today. Perhaps the khamsin is to blame, which we unfortunately noticed too late. Well, here’s the soup!” 

It was served to them and then to me as well. While I was studying the menu and looking at the card, I heard the missionary let out a cry of astonishment: 

“Heavens! A Chinese man! Another one! Two Chinese men, two genuine, real Chinese men, here in Cairo, in Egypt! Who would have thought it! Where will they sit?” 

“Monsieur Fu” and “Monsieur Tsi” walked slowly through the hall and made their way to their table. Two waiters hurried over to pull out their chairs for them; one of them then went to the Americans’ table to clear away the empty soup bowls. The missionary took this opportunity to ask: 

“Are those people over there Chinese, or perhaps just Japanese?” 

“Chinese,” came the reply. 

“Where from?” 

“From China.” 

“That’s not very clever of you. I mean, of course, from which city.” 

“From Canton.” 

“Are you perhaps familiar with their names?” 

“Monsieur Fu and Monsieur Tsi.” 

“Fu means man, also human, also father. Tsi is descendant, also the consequence of something. Strange! Do you know their profession?” 

“Merchants. Uncle and nephew. They’ve been to Paris. They deal in Chinese goods.” 

“There’s room for four people there. We’ll move over to join them. Here’s my card—please take it over to them!” 

“Hmm! I don’t know if I’m allowed to!” 

“Allowed? Why not?” 

“They want to be alone, to dine completely undisturbed.” 

“That’s none of my business! I’m a missionary, I’m going to China, and I’ll naturally seize this opportunity right away to make this acquaintance, which is of great interest to me. So please, hand over my card!” 

The waiter shook his head doubtfully, thought for a moment, and then decided: 

“I can’t take that upon myself, so I’ll send the manager to you.” 

As he walked away, I heard the daughter ask in a tone of concern: 

“But, Father, isn’t that perhaps a social faux pas on your part?” 

“Why a faux pas?” he replied. “Is it a mistake to want to get to know someone?” 

“But in this unusual way! That’s forbidden here and in Europe, and in China one is supposed to be even stricter when it comes to new acquaintances!” 

“You’re forgetting that we’re not in China, but in Cairo. Here, the rules of every world—and thus, in a sense, of no world at all—apply. Besides, I’m a missionary, and they’re pagans. I’m thinking of my bet with Reverend Burton. What a success it would be to be able to report to him from here that I’ve converted two Chinese people even before I’ve arrived in China!” 

“But we’re sitting here so comfortably, so alone, so undisturbed. I beg you!” 

“Conversing with them is more important to me than our solitude!” 

“But what am I supposed to say, when I barely know a hundred words of Chinese?” 

“You will remain silent, which, as is well known, is the very best thing for you ladies.” 

“I’m afraid we’ll be intrusive!” 

“Intrusive? Pshaw! They are merchants, dealing in Chinese goods. So it is an honor for them if we sit with them.” 

The director arrived. The American’s request seemed to come at an inconvenient time for him as well, yet he finally took the card to give it to the older Chinese man. The latter read the name, listened to what the director said to him without changing his expression, and then signaled his consent with a brief nod of his head. I hadn’t expected that. But as he then let his two small, delicate hands glide down to the tips of his long, drooping beard, a brief, almost imperceptible glance shone from his eyes toward his son, whom the latter returned with a soft, trembling movement of his fan. East Asia had jovially acceded to the United States’ request. 

The director delivered the reply. Mary rose from her seat—as she could not hide, only with the greatest reluctance; but her father strode past her and my table like a victor, toward the Chinese, who rose slowly and solemnly and looked at them silently, without any gesture of courtesy. The missionary bowed to them and addressed them in a language he probably considered to be proper Chinese. No matter how hard I listened, I understood only the name Waller—which was certainly his—and then the word tschui, which means “to join someone.” When he had finished, the Chinese seemed to have understood just as much or as little, for they gave no immediate reply; instead, Fu gestured toward the two chairs where father and daughter were to sit. They sat down, Mary feeling extremely embarrassed. Since the Chinese remained stubbornly silent and sat motionless as statues, the missionary began to deliver a second speech, the effect of which was no different from that of the first, for when he had finished, Fu asked in Cantonese English far better than the usual: 

“Please tell me, in what language did you just speak to us?” 

“It is Chinese, of course!” replied the missionary, quite astonished at this unexpected success of his eloquence. “I have heard that you are Chinese, and I very much hope that I have not been misinformed!” 

“Yes, we are from China; but this country is enormously large. We have not yet traveled through all its parts and have therefore likely not yet been in the region where the dialect you have acquired is spoken. May I ask in which part of the country this region is located?” 

In the first part of this speech, Fu had been considerate enough to look for a reason to excuse the American’s ignorance. But his last question betrayed his mischievous nature. Without noticing this, the missionary replied: 

“I have not yet been to China and am traveling there for the first time.” 

“So you acquired this dialect at a university in the United States?” 

“No, but in a much easier and more convenient way. You probably know that we Americans are practical, and it is also no secret to you that a great many Chinese—almost more than we would like—live in our country. Two were employed in my household, one as a laundryman and the other as a barber. The laundryman was from northern China and the barber from southern China, and since I didn’t want to be one-sided in my language education, I took lessons from both of them.” 

At this, a momentary silence fell—yes, a deathly silence. The Chinese men’s facial expressions remained completely impassive; but Mary blushed all the way up to her forehead. She probably sensed how hopelessly her father had just embarrassed himself; he, however, turned quite cheerfully and unconcernedly to the waiter, who was now serving him the course following the soup. 

“So you are a missionary, as I read on your card?” Fu asked after a while. 

“Indeed,” replied the man. “I hope you know what that means!” 

“It means you’ve come here to study our religion and then spread it in the United States?” 

At that, Waller—for that was indeed the missionary’s name—quickly put down his knife and fork, cast a surprised glance at the speaker, and replied: 

“I confess that I have never in my life heard such an incomprehensible question! I am a Christian and therefore hold the faith that is the only true and correct one. But you, who are most likely a Confucian, should renounce your own, which is a false one, and resolve to become a Christian!” 

“I am, in fact, a Christian,” replied the Chinese man, as an exceedingly polite, even affable smile spread across his face. 

“You—are—a—Christian—?!” the American repeated the other man’s words with an expression of astonishment. “So you’ve already been converted?” 

“Converted? Oh no! Why would I do that? A change of faith would be completely unnecessary. Anyone who does something that isn’t necessary at all deserves to be called a fool.” 

“I don’t understand you. You are not converted, so you are still a Confucian, and yet you claim to be a Christian. Please solve this riddle for me!” 

“It is no riddle, but a matter that everyone in China has long since understood. I ask you to tell me the essence of the Christian faith!” 

Mr. Waller settled himself in his chair and began by speaking of the Fall of Man. Meanwhile, the waiter brought the soup to the Chinese men. Fu declined it with the brief remark that he would dine with his companion later upstairs in the room. Then he turned his attention back to the Yankee. He let him speak for a long, long time without interrupting him, and only then, when a pause set in following Abraham’s promise, did he say: 

“I did not ask you for a detailed account, but for a brief summary of your faith!” 

“But you do not know our faith; you would not understand me, then, if instead of its entire development I were to offer you only a brief aphorism!” 

“Oh, please! What is clear may well be understood even by a Chinese person. Christ is the founder of your faith, and Peter was described to me as the apostle to whom the greatest power of Christianity, the office of the keys, was entrusted; so you will acknowledge what these two say. Christ gives us the summary in the Gospel of John, where he says that the whole Law and the Prophets are contained in the commandment: Love God and love your neighbor! And Peter commands in his first epistle: ‘Fear God; love the brothers, and honor all people!’ That is what I wanted to hear from you.” 

It was interesting to see Waller’s face now. His astonishment at the Chinese man’s unexpected erudition was clearly expressed not only in his features but also in his entire demeanor. He opened his mouth, but did not reply. Fu acted as if he did not notice the effect his words had made, and continued: 

“So that was the essence of your faith according to the words of Christ and his chief apostle. But the essence of our faith is: ‘True happiness comes down to us from heaven, and people should share it among themselves without envy and in peace.’ That is exactly the same thing. Your faith and our faith are therefore the same. If I obey mine, I act as a Christian ought to act, and if you do what yours commands, then you are what you just called a Confucian.” 

This way of looking at things restored the American’s speech. 

“There you go!” he exclaimed. “Me, a Confucian! What logic! Though you seem familiar with our Bible, you can’t possibly have any idea of the countless differences that exist between your faith and the Christian one!” 

“That doesn’t matter!” smiled Fu. “These differences must exist because people are different. You Christians are even at odds with one another! What matters is the result, the end, the conclusion, the sum total. If two calculations yield exactly the same sum, that is proof that both are correct. Perhaps individual items are named differently; some have been grouped together here but kept separate there; one is written in Latin script, the other in Chinese characters; one is read from left to right, the other the other way around. That is all—not unimportant, certainly, but still only a minor matter. The main thing is that the totals match. And if they are the same, then one account is worth exactly as much as the other, and none of those who have written them and present them to heaven may claim that the other’s accounting is false. You have seen that our religions add up to exactly the same total. The fact that the individual items show historical or national differences gives the calculation life and interest, and it must not be overlooked that the accuracy of one calculation could not be proven at all without the accuracy of the other. Since your faith bears exactly the same fruits as ours, you prove to us that it is not based on any error, and we would be acting as rudely as we would be unwise if we claimed that it is necessary for you to renounce it and convert to ours.” 

The missionary had followed the Chinese man’s words with an attentiveness that gradually turned into astonishment. He had not thought it possible that the tables could be turned in such a way, and since he lacked the thoughts—and thus also the words—for a reply, he turned in his embarrassment to his daughter: 

“Did you hear that, Mary? They are so polite and so clever as to refuse to convert me! This ‘sum’ of religions strikes me as exceedingly suspicious. We must give it some thought!” 

“You can save yourself the trouble,” remarked the Chinese man. “Christ says twice in a row in Matthew: ‘By their fruits you shall know them!’ But the fruits are, after all, the sum of the tree’s activity and worth. You hear that I am speaking to you as a Christian!” 

“But where did you acquire this knowledge of our Holy Scriptures?” 

“From obedience to our Holy Scriptures, which make it my duty to learn all the paths that lead to salvation. Wherever there is a temple or a church, such a path is open. One walks it from the temple, the other from the church; but both journey to the same place, where the harvest is to be delivered and the account presented.” 

“You mean death? But what of eternal life after that? Bliss? What do you know of that?” 

“We know that our ancestors are there, and we revere them. You believe that your blessed ones, your saints, dwell there, and you send your prayers to them. Isn’t that exactly the same?” 

“As for that, you will probably have to do without your ancestors, because—” 

“Must? Must?” Da Fu quickly interrupted him. 

He looked as if he were about to jump up in anger. It was certain that the American had no idea how many mistakes he had made. Were the customs of the Chinese really so unfamiliar to him, as one had to conclude from his behavior? Then he should have stayed home! Or was he so enthusiastic about his profession that, apart from his desire to convert others, he had no other considerations? Or did he belong to that not-at-all-rare breed of Caucasians who believe that members of other races are less sensitive than we are not only to physical but also to emotional abuse? That he spoke of the ancestors in this manner was a thoughtlessness that could not have been greater, and I was convinced that the Chinese would either banish him from their table or remove themselves, especially since their customs had forced them to forgo the meal, a fact he seemed not to have noticed at all. Yet what I had anticipated did not happen. Fu controlled himself. He continued in the same friendly tone in which he had spoken earlier: 

“He who renounces his dead is not worthy of the lives they lived for him. For in doing so, he would be renouncing himself, since he owes his very existence to theirs.” 

Then a warm look met him from Mary’s eyes. It had probably not escaped her notice that it had taken effort for him to remain calm, and she felt compelled to offer him a word of agreement: 

“Who could demand such a renunciation! How could I possibly forget my late mother, whose love gave me a whole world! I cannot think of her as dead. I know she is still with me today, just as she has always been with me. The only difference is that I used to see her, but now I can no longer see her. But I feel her. Since her passing, something has been dwelling and working within me that was not there before. Those whom custom so wrongly calls the dead may have greater power over us than we can imagine.” 

“Mary, you speak very strangely!” her father replied in a reproachful tone. 

Tsi, who out of respect for his father had not yet spoken a word, kept his eyelids half-lowered and his head gently inclined toward her, as if he wished she would continue speaking. Was it merely the deep, melodious sound of her voice, or also the content of her words, that caused this? Fu, who had only glanced at her once and then paid her no further attention, now turned his face fully toward her, looked at hers with open interest, and then said in a manner with which he had probably never before addressed a Chinese girl: 

“Thank you, Miss Waller! Nothing could be further from the truth than the notions you have about our ‘ancestor worship,’ which is not a ‘cult’ at all. People base this on the superstitious customs of our lowest social class, yet that is just as wrong as if we were to view your blessed and saints through the eyes of the belief in ghosts that exists in the lower strata of your population. It would never occur to us to demand that you renounce the heaven of these blessed ones; but no power on earth will cause us to renounce the comforting conviction that our departed ones, too, have not died. What you say of your mother resonates joyfully in my heart. We Chinese, too, have mothers who live on in our love even after death, and a people that does not forget its mothers, its fathers, its ancestors—unlike the European, who often no longer knows the first names of his father’s or mother’s grandfather—such a people has its roots so deeply embedded in the past, from which it draws strength and sustenance, that it need not fear for its future. Only those who do not know the spiritual soil on which we live can speak of the “senility of the yellow man.” You see, the reputation we have is not unknown to me. But those who do not respect the past have no value for the future. The family trees of your ancient lineages, too, are not merely of genealogical significance; rather, a life that is ever-renewing rises and falls within their cells, and in their shade may gather all those who have lost their inner connection to the nation because they neglected their ties to the tribe and are now but scattered leaves of long-defolted trees, a national humus in which the memory of so many noble spirits and so many beautiful deeds has met a suffocating death. We Chinese have not allowed the memory of those from whom we descend—and whose spiritual legacy we must nurture and preserve—to perish such a death. We are conscious of our connection to them; we remember them; we celebrate their memorial days, and even if this is done in a more material way by the common man, who has no understanding of spiritual sacrifices and gifts of love, than is actually intended in this honoring of the ancestors, only someone lacking insight be able to claim that this is a superstitious aberration or even idolatry, through which our intelligence is shown to have sunk below zero. You are a lady, Miss Waller, and hold the memory of your mother sacred; I am a man and say that we remain faithful to the memory of our fathers. Is that not quite the same thing? If you were to condemn me, I would have to disagree with you as well, and yet I think that neither you nor I have any reason to hurt one another in this way!” 

He held out his hand to her, and she, blushing with joy at this intimacy, placed hers in it. I must confess that the Chinese man had, so to speak, captivated me. Not only everything he did and said, but also how he did it and how he said it, was so aristocratic, so refined, without, however, being artificial or affected in the least. He had that rare way of speaking which convinces the listener that it cannot be said any other way, or better, than it has been said. I had no hesitation in regarding him as a man capable of calculating his intentions with the coolest deliberation, and yet he also possessed such a warm, sincere tone of heart that it did not seem difficult at all for me to bestow love and trust upon him. He was crystal. I can find no word to describe the impression he made on me more clearly. And what knowledge this man must have possessed! If I had ever met a person who knew exactly what he wanted and also had the mettle to want it, it was this Chinese man here, who so simply allowed himself to be called Fu! 

After he had offered his hand to the lady, he rose to leave the dining room. His son followed his father’s example and extended his right hand to Miss. 

“Thank you as well,” he said. “Don’t think of us as more yellow or more strange than we really are!” 

They merely bowed before her father; then they walked away. He watched them until they disappeared; then, stroking the tablecloth with his hand, he remarked: 

“Gone! Arrogance and a lack of insight! That’s exactly how peoples are just before their downfall! How is one to deal with such people? When a heathen claims to be a Christian, any attempt to convert him is rendered powerless!” 

“I fear, Father, that Fu will not be the only Chinese from whom you hear this objection,” remarked his daughter. 

“Pshaw! Let’s just get to China first! I will go from temple to temple and make my voice resound so that the idols standing all around the walls will tremble! You know, after all, that I have been given the power of the word that shatters rocks! Lately, we Americans have been accused of Caesarism. Well then, we profess it. And just as in the external realm, so too do we wish to be rulers in the realm of faith! Look at the world history of modern times! Everywhere a conquest has been made, the messengers of Christianity have preceded it. We are the bold pioneers of spiritual and, consequently, worldly power. For some time now, the diplomacy of the United States has been turning its gaze across the Pacific Ocean. We have established ourselves on islands; now we must also secure a better position in China than we have had so far. I will work on this task and believe I am not the wrong man for it!” 

“But, Father, love—please, you must show more love!” 

“Do not try to be wiser than your father! The temples of the heathens throughout the world must fall. Their pillars must be destroyed and their walls brought down. There must be no more Allah or Muhammad, no Zoroaster, no Brahma, no Confucius, and no Mencius!” 

He spoke excitedly, more excitedly than the public place where he stood actually permitted. She placed her hand soothingly on his arm and asked: 

“Speak more softly! You are so restless now, not at all as calm and serene, as thoughtful and deliberate as you were while Mother was alive. I had hoped that the journey would distract you; but the ‘pagan temples’ hardly ever leave your mind.” 

She spoke so earnestly and so seriously, and her eyes had such a deep, dark look. She seemed even more worried than she wanted to let on. The effect of her words was not lasting. For a moment he was silent, or at least spoke in such a subdued tone that I could not understand him. But soon he had become as clear as before. And, strangely, the pagan temples were the topic to which he strove to return as often as possible, even though Mary tried repeatedly to dissuade him from it. Was this nothing more than a favorite topic of conversation? Could it be explained simply by his profession as a missionary that this word had become so firmly entrenched in his circle of ideas? Or could it be—? No! I had to dismiss the thought of a mental disorder out of respect for that very profession. Anyone who goes to China to “convert pagans” must surely be presumed to have a completely sound psyche. In any case, however, in the course of this dinner my interest had increased significantly, not only in the two Chinese, but also in the American and his daughter. 

After dinner, I had my coffee brought out to the electrically lit forecourt, as usual, and had been sitting there for barely a few minutes when Waller and Mary left the hotel to take a walk. They passed close by me, and—I don’t know if I was mistaken, but it seemed to me as though he were already talking to her about some temple again. 

Sejjid Omar, the donkey boy, was standing over there in his spot. After a while, he tied up his donkey and came over to the wide entrance steps, which service personnel not belonging to the hotel are not allowed to enter without permission. When he asked the second doorman standing there for this permission, I saw that he was pointing at me. It was granted to him, and then he walked toward me, slowly and dignifiedly like an ambassador of the Padishah of Istanbul. Stopping in front of me, he crossed his hands over his chest, bowed, and greeted me: 

“Guttakk!” 

I looked at him questioningly and did not answer. 

“Guttakk!” he repeated, and when I still said nothing, he reconsidered and added another syllable: “Guttertakk!” 

He had meant “Good day!” 

“Iis’id masak!” I replied, thereby hinting that he should speak Arabic, since my knowledge of his language was not quite sufficient. When he heard that I was fluent in his native tongue, he breathed a sigh of relief and asked: 

“I am Sejjid Omar. What title should I use when speaking to you?” 

“People have always called me Sihdi (* ‘my lord’),” I replied. 

“Very well, Sihdi; I heard from the waiter who serves you in your room that you intend to undertake a very long and very distant journey and need an Arab servant to accompany you. Many have already come forward, but none have pleased you. If Allah wills it and you agree, I will go with you.” 

It was just as he said. I wanted to go up to Sudan first; and for that reason, the person in question had to be able to speak Arabic. 

“What makes you offer yourself to me?” I asked. “Does your donkey not bring in enough money? Don’t you like it in Cairo anymore?” 

“I make a good living and am content with this, my hometown. I would never have left here, but I would like to travel with you because I have grown fond of you.” 

“Grown fond of me? Why?” 

“For many reasons. I saw that you were watching me, and I asked about you. Someone knew you. This isn’t your first time here, and you give a completely different name at the hotel than your real one, because you write books that people read, and then they come running to you and disturb you. You don’t want that. I’m not supposed to reveal who told me this; he often rides my donkey and said that although you’re a Christian, you must be a special favorite of Allah; he knows this for sure, because he’s read all your cards; unfortunately, the letters aren’t allowed to be opened.” 

“Oh! It’s old Ibrahim Effendi at the post office, who has known me for a long time, of course.” 

“Masha’Allah (*God’s blessing*)! How did you guess that?” 

“You mentioned cards and letters; he likes to bring them to me himself. As for your request, come to my room tomorrow morning at eight o’clock. I’ll let you know. You may go now.” 

He bowed, said goodbye, and left, but after a few steps he turned back and said: 

“Sihdi, I’d rather tell you my conditions right now!” 

“Is that so? You have conditions?” 

“Yes. I will be a loyal, trustworthy servant to you, and you will be a strict but good master to me. I know this for certain, for I must confess that Ibrahim Effendi has told me more about you than you realize. You pay me whatever you want; I am satisfied. You can demand whatever you want from me, and I will do it. But do not demand anything that goes against my faith; do not let me ever miss any of my prayers, and never speak of your religion! I love you, but I do not love Christianity. Leletak sa’ide—may your night be blessed!” 

After these words, he turned and walked away. Do not think that I had any reason to be angry with him because of the requests he made of me. They were not as unfounded as one might think. To understand this, one must know what kind of Christians Omar’s words referred to. 

First, there are the tourists. One need only walk through the Sharia Bab el Hadid toward the train station to see these people disembark upon their arrival. They do not actually come; rather, they are brought. They do not disembark; rather, they are unloaded. They form Cook’s or Stangen “flocks,” which have relinquished all independence and must obey their shepherd. They are no longer individuals, or even

individuals, but simply objects belonging to the respective travel agency. Unloaded at the station and offloaded again in front of the hotels, they must take the rooms assigned to them, eat and sleep at the prescribed times, and be herded in groups to the tourist pastures in between. They give the impression of ignorance and helplessness, and every local whose services they must avail themselves of considers it his right to exploit their ignorance as much as possible. However they may behave toward him—whether politely or rudely, generously or not—in any case he regards them as people who cannot measure up to him and whose homeland is so dreary that they must undertake long and costly journeys just to see something more beautiful and better. He sees and hears their loud admiration for everything that is part of his everyday life; they photograph him as if he were some sort of wonder; he stands by while they pay perhaps ten times the price for items that come from Germany and cost a mark there; in short, what they instill in him is nothing less than a sense of reverence, and when they are called out to and pursued by everyone with the word “baksheesh,” they must not think that this “gift” is understood as an undeserved alms, but rather regard it as a tribute which the local is entitled to demand and the stranger is obliged to give. I have yet to see an innkeeper, merchant, guide, interpreter, or donkey boy who was not convinced that he was far, far superior to these Christians, who always follow their guide helplessly. And this judgment is always a generalization. The Oriental need only notice a single point in which he is superior to the Westerner, and he is immediately convinced that this superiority also exists in every other respect. Naturally, this false assumption is extended above all to matters of faith. The tourist, especially the so-called “herd tourist,” has left his individuality at home and brings nothing but his curiosity and his wallet; he is a personified baksheesh that the West brings to the East. This baksheesh fosters fraud, greed, and deceit there; it usually flows into the coffers of non-local businessmen and brings the true Orient no benefit whatsoever, least of all a spiritual one. Yet his soul remains not untouched. 

Sayyid Omar’s resistance was nothing but an expression of this soul, which is outraged at the idea of surrendering its sanctuaries to foreign curiosity in exchange for a tip of a few half-piasters. And it found more than sufficient justification in the moral values—or lack thereof—of the Christianity he had come to know. 

Anyone with a keen, open eye will find countless instances from Alexandria and Port Said or Suez all the way up to Aswan confirming the assertion that wherever profit at any price is the talk of the town, a Christian has a hand in it. Admittedly, these are mostly Greek, Levantine, or generally Oriental Christians, but the Muslim is not familiar with this distinction; to him, a Christian is a Christian, and the Westerner must initially accept being judged exactly the same as the Oriental. Sayyid Omar was no fool; he had even, as I later learned—and which, given the local circumstances, is possible even for donkey boys—studied theology for several years at the Al-Azhar Mosque, yet even he lacked the necessary insight to distinguish one Christian from another. If he came to know a Christian who was also a good person, the only solution to this puzzle for him lay in the assumption: “He must, although a Christian, be a favorite of Allah, for Allah’s sun shines upon those who have turned away from him.” The conditions he had set for me could in no way deter me from hiring him; rather, they served as a recommendation for him. Anyone who does not respect what is sacred to him will most likely not be a faithful, reliable servant. I decided to first test his ability to stay in the saddle on a horse and, for this purpose, to ride with him tomorrow to Giza and then to Saqqara. Many a donkey boy who performs true feats of equestrian art has, however, never mounted a horse in his life and is completely unfamiliar with how to handle one. I needed a servant who would not be afraid of months of riding on every kind of horse. 

Shortly after Omar had been with me, I went to my room to work for another hour, but I got nothing done, for the four people at the tables next to mine would not leave my mind. My thoughts kept returning to them and their conversation, and it was especially the missionary who occupied my mind, because I could not explain the unwarranted self-assured demeanor of a man whose profession should have led him to heed the words of Isaiah, that the footsteps of the messengers who wish to preach peace and proclaim salvation on the mountains of God must sound soft and sweet. So I put down my paper, ink, and pen and went to sleep. 

I soon fell asleep; but my thoughts had not fallen asleep as well; they continued to occupy me in my dreams. I saw this Mr. Waller performing the most varied and unbelievable tasks, all of which, however, were destructive. He tore down houses, toppled pillars, cut down trees, and always, always had an axe, a crowbar, or some other such tool in his hand. I saw crucifixes standing there, chapels, churches, Greek, Indian, and Assyrian temples, mosques, statues of pagan gods and Christian saints; he struck them all, all down, without sparing the Christian ones. He worked like a madman, in the sweat of his brow, until a voice thundered: “Saul, Saul, why are you persecuting me!” Then he collapsed, and I awoke. 

The moon shone so brightly that every object, even the smallest, could be distinguished as it streamed in through the open balcony door, and I was so glad that I had only dreamed and had not seen something real. Yet I thought about it. The call of Saul did not befit a Christian missionary, but who can demand of a dream that it consider whether what it brings is also appropriate! I hoped to fall asleep again soon and closed my eyes once more, but immediately had to think again of the dream and its shattered temples and churches. Then a warning word and another rose up within me; both took shape as a verse, which was joined by a second, a third, and then a fourth; they came together to form a rhyming, four-line stanza, and I got up to write it down. I considered this stanza suitable to form the beginning of a poem that could later be included in my “Himmelsgedanken.” Once I had jotted the lines down on paper by moonlight, I lay down again. The night air was so refreshingly cool after the khamsin of the previous day—a delight one can no longer consciously enjoy while asleep—and so I resolved to write a second, third, and fourth stanza to go with the one I had recorded. I broke the main idea down into its parts and pondered the connection between them in order to arrive at a firm, logically clear structure; but the indestructible, ancient, and well-known Papa Morpheus seemed to have emerged from the temple ruins of my dream and set his sights on me, and he got the better of me before I could finish my structure. And he did not release me this time until a loud knock at my door forced him to rush away from me and off to Greece, where on “high Olympus” there are said to still stand a few undamaged temples, which posterity must respect as retirement homes or the resting place of those who once reigned there. 

I checked the clock. Eight o’clock sharp! Oh dear! Sejjid Omar was probably already outside! 

“Istan’ni schubai’je—wait a moment!” I called out loud enough for him to hear, and quickly got ready to let him in. 

Although I was inside the room, I noticed that the khamsin was blowing even more fiercely today than yesterday, though not yet with the heat expected later in the day. When I gave the signal that the man waiting could come in, he entered. Yes, it was Sejjid Omar. He had put on his best robe and donned his turban, whereas he usually wore the red tarboosh (* This is what the fez is called in Egypt.). He did this to show me that the matter to be discussed was of unusual importance to him. In the manner of the Arabs, who, given the local climate, are not accustomed to closing their living quarters, he left the door wide open when he came in. Outside in the corridor, a window was probably open, and since my balcony door was also open, a draft arose whose sudden gust was so strong that it lifted the papers lying on the table and carried one of them out onto the balcony, where it remained lying for the time being, but was moved so vigorously that it could fly away at any moment. Omar immediately jumped out, ready to help. He picked it up, looked at it, and then tossed it into the air, where it swirled away. 

“There was nothing written on it, was there?” I asked. 

“Oh yes, it was written on,” he replied. 

“But why didn’t you bring it inside instead of throwing it away?” 

“It wasn’t in Arabic!” 

He said this in a tone of the most absolute matter-of-factness, as if everything written in a language other than Arabic were completely irrelevant and worthless to the entire realm of creation. And yet there was such satisfaction on his face, as if there were no possibility for me to think about this any differently than he did. 

“Listen, Omar,” I lectured him, “I write in German, but even so, everything I’ve written is worth more than if, for example, you had written it in Arabic. Paper costs money, too, and this sheet belonged to me, not to you. How dare you throw it away? If a Frenchman paid you with a gold Napoleon, would you throw that away, too, just because the writing on it isn’t Arabic?” 

He blushed, which gave his face a peculiar hue against his dark complexion; he let his arms drop as if completely limp and kept his gaze fixed on the ground. He possessed a highly developed sense of honor, and my rebuke affected him more deeply than it would have affected anyone else. 

“Sihdi, what can I say!” he blurted out. “It is my heart’s desire to become your servant, and now, when I am not yet one and have not even greeted you, I am already guilty of such a mistake! Can’t you write your books in Arabic, so that when I see the pages lying there, I can immediately tell whether they are important or whether I may throw them away?” 

“In the future, you have nothing, absolutely nothing to throw away, but rather you must treat the pages I have written on with the utmost care! They are worth more money than you think!” 

“Masha’Allah! So I’ve been throwing money away?” 

“Probably. I’ll go check what I’m missing.” 

“So forgive me, Sihdi! Or, I’ll write something on a sheet of paper too; you throw that away, and then we’re even!” 

That was said in all seriousness. Of course, I couldn’t help myself; I had to laugh heartily. That gave him courage again. He raised his arms and his gaze once more and asked: 

“What have you decided about my wish to go with you?” 

“Can you ride?” 

“Yes.” 

“On horseback, too?” 

“Yes; put me to the test! I know from old Ibrahim Effendi what kind of rides you’ve already had to make. You’ll find me useful.” 

“Then come back at three o’clock this afternoon. I’ll get some horses. We’ll ride to Giza and tomorrow to Saqqara, Bedrashehn, and perhaps also to Helwan. But don’t think we’ll be sticking to the tourist trails! Whether your wish is granted or not will depend on how you ride and how quickly or slowly you tire.” 

Then he took a deep breath and assured me in a cheerful tone: 

“Hamdulillah! 

(* Praise be to Allah!). I will be your servant; I know that for certain! Do you have any further orders for me?” 

“No. You may go.” 

“Allah jesallimak—God bless you!” 

He reached for my hand, bent down toward it, and pressed it to his lips. He did so in a way that made it clear this heartfelt gesture of respect was entirely unfamiliar to him. I was inclined to give him great credit for it. When an Arab, who is as concerned with the fulfillment of his religious duties as this Seyyid Omar, kisses a Christian’s hand, his heart is certainly in it. The fact that Omar was an ordinary donkey driver changes nothing in this matter; there is no difference—the lowest acts exactly as the highest does. But how did I, of all people—who had never spoken to him before last night—come to be the object of this very special affection? Old Ibrahim Effendi knew me quite well and may have told him a great deal about me; but even that was not, in my view, a sufficient reason. The reason probably lay in some circumstance that I had not noticed at all and had therefore likely forgotten. 

When he was gone, I looked at the papers on the table. At first I thought that none of the written ones were missing; but then I thought of the four lines I had written tonight, and now noticed that these were missing. That was fatal for me, for no matter how much I tried to think, it was impossible for me to recall the verse exactly as it had been. I did recall the main idea—that it was unbecoming of a Christian to desecrate temples, since even pagan worship was based on an idea that lifted one above the earth, an idea that should be respected and not profaned; but this meaning simply would not flow into the rhymes as easily, naturally, and purely as it had in the lost lines. 

So I stepped out onto the balcony, from which one could survey the entire great forecourt; but, alas, there was nowhere a scrap of paper to be seen. The strong wind had no doubt driven it into the Sharia Kahmel or across to Ibrahim Pasha Square.

Now I went downstairs to have breakfast. In the office, I had them call the Menahouse Hotel in Giza to ask for the room I always try to get whenever I’m away. It has a door that locks securely and leads directly outside, so that one can go to the pyramids at any time of day—or night—without being noticed by the other guests or having to bother the night watchman. They promised to give it to me. 

When I arrived in the dining room, I saw that the Chinese must have already had breakfast. They were not there, but the used dishes were still on their table. Seated to my other side was Mr. Waller, all alone. He had an empty cup in front of him, looked extremely bored, and seemed to be waiting for his daughter. When the waiter served me and passed by him, he asked him about Monsieur Fu and Monsieur Tsi. 

“They’re just about to leave,” came the reply. 

“What? They’re leaving?” 

“No. They’re staying here for quite some time to get to know the area around Cairo just as well as the city itself. Today they want to go to Giza. They’re staying at Menahouse and will visit the pyramids of Saqqara tomorrow.” 

This interested not only the missionary but me as well. I thus had the opportunity to see them today and tomorrow at the specified locations, and I resolved not to shy away from any chance to mingle with them there. 

After a while, Mary arrived, and her father had dinner served. I learned, without intending to eavesdrop, that the young lady was returning from an outing. She had done some small shopping. After the items had been examined, her father told her that the Chinese were off to the pyramids and asked her if she wouldn’t like to go out today as well. She did not seem very keen on the idea, presumably out of consideration for Fu and Tsi, whom her father had likely set his sights on again; but she was accustomed to yielding to his wishes, and so they decided to carry out his plan and go out immediately after dinner, despite the intense heat. 

Mr. Waller’s bad mood seemed to have been lifted by his daughter’s compliance. He began to become more talkative, and now that I did not have to divide my attention, as I had yesterday, I noticed in him a peculiar, nervous—I would almost say anxious—jumping from one idea to another, ideas completely foreign to her. It was as if his psyche were on the run from another, yet one that also lived within him. It was a restless scrambling and chasing from one subject to another. He mentioned his late wife, whom he seemed to have loved very dearly, with striking frequency, and naturally did not fail to speak of his future missionary work as well. When this inevitably led him to the topic of the collapsing columns and temples, his daughter interrupted him. She reached into her pocket, pulled out a folded piece of paper, and said: 

“I have something to tell you that relates to this, dear Father. You say that everything that reminds us of a worship other than that of our Christian God must fall, and you may well be right. As you know, this idea has seemed too harsh to me, for I consider this worship to be the entirely natural and still unconscious babbling of humanity in its earliest infancy. Now I have here a few lines that deal with this matter of contention in a very unique way.” 

“Who wrote them?” 

“I don’t know.” 

“So, probably printed? A page from a book?” 

“No. It is handwritten; a four-line stanza, which I take to be the beginning of a poem.” 

“You must know who gave it to you!” 

“From the wind!” she laughed in her lovely, deep voice, lifting the sheet high and mimicking the movements with which the paper had blown toward her. “When I left earlier, it blew it my way and landed almost right at my feet. I picked it up, since it was so clean and pristine, and read the lines written on it. Imagine my surprise when I saw that they dealt precisely with your main topic. Would you like to hear them?” 

He nodded, and she read: 

“Carry your Gospel forth, 
  Yet let it be granted to the world without strife, 
  And if you see a house of God anywhere, 
  May it stand for you in the peace of the nations!” 

She had read slowly and in such a way that one could hear her heart agreeing with these words. Then she looked questioningly at her father. If I had thought he would fly into a rage, I had been mistaken. He sat there quietly, very quietly, and at first said not a word. Then he clasped his hands on the edge of the table and urged her in an almost pleading tone: 

“Read it again, Mary!” 

She complied with his request: 

“Carry your Gospel forth, 
  Yet may the world be granted peace without strife, 
  And if you see a house of God anywhere, 
  May it stand for you in the peace of the nations!” 

And once again, silence fell. Mary saw that these lines, carried to her by the wind, had an effect on her father that she had not expected, and she was careful not to interrupt that effect. And he sat there with his hands folded, without moving. His eyes looked straight ahead, as if into a vast distance known only to him. People were coming and going in the hall; cups and plates clinked, knives and spoons clattered; there was much loud talking, yet none of it seemed to disturb him. He did not notice that breakfast stood almost untouched before him, for he had so far spoken far more than he had eaten or drunk. Nor did he hear the waiter, passing by him, ask if he desired anything. He seemed, to put it in a telling phrase, to be completely absent-minded. 
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