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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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      My dear, good friend, did you perhaps know the “blue-red Methuselah” ? Most certainly, especially if you were born in that university town or stayed there as a guest, even if only for a few days. He was the living symbol of the local alma mater. No one could fail to notice him, and once you had laid eyes on him, it was impossible ever to forget him.




      He had lived on Humboldtstraße for who knows how many semesters and was studying—well, who could say! Anyone who had thought to ask him about it would have been met with a blade, and he was known and feared as the best fighter in town.




      At a very specific minute, he stepped out of the building, on the ground floor of which the Chinese tea merchant Ye-Kin-Li owned a magnificently furnished shop; he strode down the street, followed by his lackey, turned right into Pfeffergäßchen, and disappeared there through the door of the “Money Messenger of Nineveh.” For that was what the students called this popular beer hall. At exactly the same specific minute, he left the establishment to return to his apartment.




      This happened three times a day: in the morning, in the afternoon, and in the evening, and with such regularity that the residents of Humboldtstraße and Pfeffergäßchen had gotten into the habit of setting their stopped or mis-ticking watches by him.




      One day, however, they waited in vain for him to appear. People were puzzled; they shook their heads. When he didn’t show up the next day either, they began to grow concerned. On the third day, they decided to speak with his landlady and learned in this way that he had paid two years’ rent in advance and then disappeared. Where to? That was impossible to find out. Only later did word get around that he had taken the landlady’s son with him. She must have known the destination of the journey, and since she would not let a single word slip out about it, it was in any case a secret whose revelation had to be left to the future.




      On that morning when the “blue-red Methuselah” had been seen for the last time in the “Money Courier of Nineveh,” he himself had had no inkling that he would not return that afternoon and would even be far from here for many months.




      As usual, he strode down Humboldt Street with a solemn, bear-like slowness, quietly revelling in the attention he attracted today as always. His appearance was, of course, striking enough.




      He was tall, broad, and truly gigantic in stature, and carried his hectoliter belly with the dignity of a first-class Chinese mandarin. His face was framed by a dark, well-groomed full beard and displayed the fullness and color of a good German who rejoices that German beers have long since completed their triumphant march around the world. A broad scar ran across this face, dividing the nose into two unequal halves—but what a nose! Originally, it had probably been what one calls a hawk’s beak; but little by little the sharpness of its line had softened, giving way to a fullness that had become more pronounced from semester to semester. To this had been added a discoloration that, over time, had run through every nuance lying between a lovely flesh-red and a deep red-blue. The owner of this nose claimed, of course, that the saber wound was to blame for this discoloration; his fraternity brothers, however, were of a different opinion. O youth, guard yourself against such misfortune!




      Be that as it may, it was to this nose and the number of his semesters that he owed the name “Blue-Red Methuselah.”




      He wore a blue velvet frock coat, a red waistcoat, white leather trousers, and high, patent-leather cuffed boots, on which clattered enormous spurs of Mexican origin, whose wheels had a diameter of three and a half inches. A reddish-gold top hat sat atop his long, thick, cascading curls.




      He kept his hands in his trouser pockets with a world-weary air. Between his teeth he held the mouthpiece of a Persian water pipe, from which he exhaled thick clouds of smoke.




      A massive Newfoundland dog strode gravely ahead of him, carrying his master’s two-liter beer mug in its mouth.




      Behind the dog followed the wanker, carrying the hookah in his left hand, the bowl of which held at least a pound of tobacco. Its four-cubit-long rubber hose led to the mouth of the smoking student. In his right hand, shouldered like a rifle, the valet held a long, thin object, which those who encountered him recognized to their astonishment as an oboe.




      This pipe-and-oboe-bearer seemed, just like his master, to be a character. He had one of those faces whose age cannot be determined. It was crisscrossed by countless tiny wrinkles and furrows, so that there was no question of any distinct features. If one saw him walking behind his master with proud solemnity, paying attention only to his master, one was tempted to think he was well over forty years old. If, however, one had the private opportunity to observe the sly twinkle in his small eyes, to notice his agile movements, and to be convinced of his ever-quick-witted mental vivacity, one would not have estimated him to be much over twenty years old. He never answered questions on the subject. He kept his age, just like the years of his master and lord, shrouded in impenetrable darkness.




      His tall, slender figure was dressed almost exactly like “Methuselah’s,” except that instead of a chef’s hat, a white linen cap without a brim—like those worn by cooks and pastry chefs—sat on his closely cropped head.




      And so they walked down Humboldtstraße, the dog in front, then the master, and behind him the valet, each as dignified and measured as the other. People watched them go with a smile.




      Just as they were about to turn into the hallway of their home, the door of the Chinese shop opened and the owner stepped out, dressed in the loose, distinctive traditional costume of the “Celestial Empire.” He had become friends with the student, had taken German lessons from him—a language he spoke only haltingly when he first settled here—and in return had taught him enough Chinese that the “Methuselah” was quite proficient in it.




      “Tsing!” greeted the tea merchant, bowing.




      “Tsing tsing, my dear Ye-Kin-Li!” replied the student in his deep, beer-soaked bass: “Would you like to go out?”




      “Yes, Chu—yes, sir. To the police.”




      “To the police? What business do you have with those gentlemen there? Have you found a lost house key? Or are you to be punished for counterfeit tea?”




      The Chinese man let his braid slide tenderly through his hands, raised his hairless eyebrows, and replied in a friendly tone:




      “You like to joke! Ye-Kin-Li will never pay a fine, for all goods are genuine, pure, and dirt cheap. I have received a letter from home that I am to deliver. Since the recipient’s name is not in the address book, I must inquire at the registry office.”




      “That is not necessary, my most esteemed one. The most reliable address book is right here”—he gestured to his forehead—“I am not called Methuselah for nothing. Many were born, and many died; thousands came as green foxes and departed as pale philistines; I alone remained standing like a rock in the shifting sands, and their names are recorded in the as-yet-unprinted annals of my genius. What is the address, then?”




      “Here!”




      The tea merchant pulled a letter from his wide sleeve and pointed to it.




      As is well known, the Chinese use their sleeves as pockets. The letter bore neither a stamp nor a postmark; it had therefore certainly arrived in Germany as a parcel. The address, written not with a pen but with a brush, read:




      “To elementary school teacher Joseph Ferdinand Stein or his relatives, formerly residing at Obergasse 12, ground floor.”




      The student looked at the paper thoughtfully, shaking his head.




      “Hm!” he said. “So the man isn’t in the address book?”




      “No.”




      “I, too, know that no teacher of that name is employed here. The addressee has probably passed away and—ah! Eureka! Perhaps my landlady is his widow! Entrust the letter to me for a few moments, dear friend! I’ll ride up at a gallop and then bring you word by special courier.”




      He hurried off, into the house. The dog and the valet had stopped with him. Neither had been prepared for their master’s sudden departure. The Newfoundland dog quickly jumped aside; the valet, however, was less quick-witted. During the conversation, “Methuselah” had grabbed the pipe stem and, as he was running off, had put the tip back in his mouth. Had the valet jumped after him immediately, he would have avoided the ensuing misfortune; but he hesitated for a moment, the stem was pulled taut, and the water pipe was thereby snatched from his hand. In an attempt to save it, he reached for it, but in doing so gave its fall such a direction that it flew onto the Newfoundland dog and then crashed to the ground, where the water basin shattered into pieces. The bowl had poured its glowing contents onto the dog’s head; the rest was dragged halfway down the stairs by the hasty student. Then the latter noticed that all was not well behind him. He stopped and turned around.




      He saw that he was holding only the tube with the foot of the pipe. The dog howled loudly, for the hair on its head had begun to smolder, and the wanker had fallen over it and lay on the ground with the oboe. The Chinese man stood there, clapping his hands and crying out in alarm:




      “O Nieou-nieou-nieou! Chi-tchin! Chi-nieou!”




      The whole scene made such a comical impression that the student didn’t even think about the loss of his expensive pipe, but called down from the stairs with a smile.




      “But, Godfrey of Bouillon, what have you done!”




      The bartender at the “Methusalem” was, for reasons to be mentioned later, called “Gottfried von Bouillon” by all the students. He jumped up from the floor and replied, more angrily than sheepishly:




      “What I’ve done? Me, of all people? Then everything stops for me—everything, and the turning of the earth into the bargain! Who was it, then, that tore the watery hookah out of my hand and brought me down to the floor, oboe and all, so that even the Newfoundland’s coat caught fire in six barn blazes? There you go, in all dignity and solemnity, from Lord Bacchus to your own household Penates, and scarcely have you stepped into the ostium when a man with a pigtail is standing there and bawling ‘Nieou’ at you! What is that supposed to mean?”




      This angry question was directed at the Chinese man. In his place, the student replied:




      “Nieou means ‘ox’ in German. Three times in a row, it therefore means ‘triple rumination.’”




      “Fine! And Chi-tchin?”




      “A blockhead, a slow Sancho Panza.”




      “Even better! Mr. Ye-Kin-Li, you were just about to run to the police; you don’t need to, because I’ll have them bring you there. You’re under arrest. But first, I’ll show you how a musically accomplished European responds to such insults with his favorite instrument.”




      He picked up the oboe from the floor, raised it like a rifle, and then advanced on the Chinese man with it. The latter was by no means a hero and thought it best to take to his heels. He fled into his shop and bolted the door behind him.




      “Well, there he is, having retired behind his scenes with a hasty departure,” laughed Gottfried von Bouillon. “I have triumphed, but I shall refrain from firing the victory shot and will instead endeavor to lead these remnants of a blissful youth toward a happy oblivion.”




      He gathered up the shards. His master tossed him the water hose and went upstairs to join his landlady.




      She lived in a small room adjoining a tiny bedroom. She had rented out the other rooms in her apartment to the student in order to improve her meager circumstances a little. She was the widow of a teacher and received a very meager pension, which was not even enough for salt and bread. That is why she had to sit at her sewing table or embroidery frame through many a night to keep poverty at bay for herself and her three children.




      It was only from the day the “Methuselah” moved in with her that her dire circumstances began to improve. The previous tenants had not been good payers and had caused the good woman many serious worries; he, however, was wealthy and possessed a very kind heart. Not only did he pay his rent very regularly, but he also provided his landlady with many other unexpected sources of income. He had very quickly developed a warm affection for the well-mannered children, enjoyed hearing them call him “Uncle” in a trusting manner, and seemed to have quietly taken it upon himself to care for their well-being as if he were a real relative.




      Richard, the widow’s eldest son, was a very gifted boy. His teachers loved him and advised his mother to send him to school. Unfortunately, however, she was too poor to do so. This made her sad. She knew full well that a trade was a golden opportunity, yet her motherly love felt a quiet sorrow that she could not offer the boy an education and future befitting his talents.




      Then one evening “Methuselah” had come to her and had spoken to her about this matter in his brief, decisive manner. She had modestly declined his proposal, although it filled her with delight; but he had brought the confidential conversation to a close by declaring in a firm tone:




      “My dear Mrs. Stein, you will have noticed that I do not like to speak of myself and my circumstances; today I shall depart from this custom for once. My father was a wealthy brewer. He had the ambition to boast of a learned and famous son. I resisted this, for I wanted to become nothing other than what he had become: a brewer. My resistance was of no avail. I had to decline ‘faba,’ the bean, even though I cared more for hops than for any beans. I shall say no more on the matter. My father turned his brewery into a joint-stock company and left me a considerable fortune. But I have only managed to become a moss-covered head, that is, an academic hang-around who appears contemptible to the true warrior. I am now beginning to feel the utter emptiness of this aimless existence painfully. I am ashamed of myself. I no longer wish to be a useless member of human society. I want to take action, and my first act shall be to offer your son compensation for my lost years of study. He shall study, and I will pay for him. That is the least I can do. And this must not weigh on you, for you will not be indebted to me as a result, but rather I am paying off a debt that weighs heavily on my heart. It is my conviction that you have no right to reject my proposal. By making your son happy, you are doing me a great service, one I will never forget. So say yes; accept, and let the matter be settled and approved!”




      From that time on, Richard attended the high school, and “Methuselah” watched over him like a hen watches over her only chick. This chick had now turned seventeen and was doing his utmost to fulfill the hopes of his mother and “Uncle Methuselah.”




      When the latter now entered with the letter from China in his hand, his gaze fell upon a scene of quiet family diligence. Mrs. Stein was busy ironing. The high school student sat deeply bent over a map, tracing its lines with the tip of his pencil. His younger sister was busy at the sewing machine that the student had given her last Christmas, and little six-year-old Walther sat as quiet as a mouse behind the stove, struggling just as hard with a Christmas present. He had secretly taken possession of the shoe-polishing kit to polish his leather-clad Hanswurst boots. This cost him a great deal of effort, and because he wiped away the beading drops not with his hand but with the brush, he soon had the entire contents of the polish box stuck to his face.




      “Methuselah” barely took the time to say hello.




      “Mrs. Stein,” he asked, “did you used to live at Obergasse 12, ground floor?”




      “Yes,” she replied.




      “Was your husband’s name Joseph Ferdinand?”




      “Yes.”




      “That’s right. The letter is for you! Here it is.”




      He handed it to her. She took it and examined it, read the address, and asked in a tone of surprise:




      “Not from the post office! Where did it come from?”




      “From China. Ye-Kin-Li gave it to me.”




      “From—China! Who could be writing to me from there? It’s completely impossible that we have an acquaintance there. This letter can’t be for me.”




      “It’s for you! The address matches exactly.”




      “Please, Mother, let me see it!” said Richard, stepping forward and reaching for the letter. He looked at the address and then declared:




      “It’s addressed to Father. He’s no longer alive, so you have every right to open the letter. There’s no disputing that.”




      By then, he had already cut open the envelope with his penknife. He took out the densely written sheet it contained and, after unfolding it, glanced at the signature.




      “From Uncle Daniel!” he exclaimed quickly.




      “But he was in America and is missing,” his mother replied.




      “He isn’t dead, as we’ve believed until now. What a joy that he’s still alive! Listen to what he writes! I’ll read the letter aloud.”




      “Methuselah” was about to leave, but was asked to stay. There were no family secrets from him.




      The contents of the letter must have been of great importance, for the student remained with his landlady for well over an hour, and when the innkeeper once passed by the door and stopped upon hearing a jubilant cry from inside, he heard—though he could not make out the individual words—that a discussion was certainly taking place, the course of which seemed to be quite heated.




      “What’s going on in there seems to be some sort of war council,” he muttered to himself. “I’d better make my exit, or I might end up under the horses of the vanguard.”




      He was very wise to do so, for no sooner had he moved away than his master came out in a great hurry, rushed into his apartment, grabbed the valet by both shoulders when he saw him there, and called out in a joyful tone:




      “Gottfried, the life of luxury is over! We’re going on a trip!”




      “Oh! Where to? Perhaps back to Jüterbogk to sample the wine there?”




      He pulled a very sour face.




      “No, no, further, much further! Are you prone to seasickness?”




      “Terribly so!”




      “How do you know that?”




      “Because my truly German stomach can’t handle water. It always wants one more drink before it leaves, but of course, definitely not water!”




      “Then you stay here, and I’ll go to sea!”




      “That’s not dangerous at all. You can go to sea without getting seasick. You just have to stay by the water.”




      “But I want to cross the sea, all the way to Asia!”




      “Good heavens!” cried Gottfried, clapping his hands together.




      “To China!”




      “We’re already there!”




      He gestured around the room, and he wasn’t entirely wrong, for the “Methuselah,” as a result of his friendship with the tea merchant, had become a passionate collector of Chinese artifacts. Hanging on the walls and lying on the tables were tools, vessels, weapons, musical instruments, and a whole host of similar items originating from the “Middle Kingdom.”




      “That’s fake China; but I want to see the real thing,” replied the student. Excitement had turned his face bright red, but his nose ultramarine blue. “You’re coming with me. But if you’re afraid of the sea, you can stay here and, to relieve your boredom, gild mosquitoes.”




      Then the eunuch planted both hands on his hips, stood directly in front of his master, and said:




      “What? How? Where? Why? I, the famous Jottfried von Bouillon and sworn enemy of all Saracens, am supposed to be afraid of a little bit of sea! What do I care about some old herring pond! And what about the sharks? I’d talk some sense into them with Persian insect powder! Besides, I have to come along in any case, because you need me. Who’s going to polish your boots, beat out the dust from your clothes, pack your pipe, wind your watch, take care of a thousand other things, and wish you bon appétit at mealtime? Me, of course! So I’m coming along—unless this trip to China is just a joke, which your faithful Jottfried must strictly forbid!”




      “It’s no joke, but serious, truly serious. I don’t have time to explain it to you, because tomorrow morning we’re leaving on the first train, first to the residence, for the legation. Now I have to go to the banker, the police, and a hundred shops to buy a thousand necessary things. Richard is coming along too, and—”




      “Rich—!” the valet interrupted him, but in his astonishment could only manage the first syllable of that name.




      “Yes! It’s him, after all—the very reason we’re undertaking this journey. If I don’t hurry so we’re already over the mountains by tomorrow, this famous journey will come to nothing. I’ve practically taken his mother by surprise, and we have to leave before she can change her mind.”




      He hurried off. Gottfried shook his head, scratched behind his ears with both hands, fixed his gaze on a large Chinese lantern dragon hanging from the ceiling, and said:




      “There you hang, you old Jötzenbild, staring at me scornfully! I’ve never really trusted you. Your respectability and morality have always struck me as a bit problematic! What do you want? Do you want to be called Tao-lung, which means ‘Dragon of Reason’? I tell you, you are highly unreasonable! Ever since you’ve taken over our zenith, all hell has broken loose here. I even suspect that you fly around here at midnight as a ghost and a specter. You appear to Methuselah in his dreams; you’ve done this to him and even planted the idea in his mind to leave his beloved homeland to eat fried earthworms, stewed millipedes, baked seaweed, marinated salamanders, and boiled rat tails on the shores of the Yellow Sea, halfway to the antipodes. Shame on you! But you shall not be able to boast of having led him to his doom. I will accompany him as his morning and evening star. We will fight victoriously against your cousins and relatives, against dragons, salamanders, and Chinese, and when we return, we will hang them up here as trophies to annoy you, just as you have annoyed me. I despise you!”




      He walked off with a theatrical gesture to ask the landlady how his master had come up with the idea of going to China.




      Meanwhile, “Methuselah” hadn’t gotten very far. At the door of the Chinese man’s shop, he had come to his senses and realized that he had to tell the man that the letter had reached the right address. So he went inside.




      “Well?” asked the son of the Middle. “You’re not returning the letter?”




      “No. My landlady is the addressee. So you needn’t trouble yourself any further. But, please, how did it come into your hands?”




      “Through my supplier in Kuang-tschéu-fu (Canton), where it was handed over to him for me.”




      “Did that gentleman tell you who the sender is?”




      “No. He instructed me to locate the addressee or his heirs here, deliver the letter to them, and ensure that they reply immediately. The address to which the reply is to be sent is indicated in the letter.”




      “That is correct. But it has been decided not to send a written reply. We will travel there ourselves—namely, Richard Stein, myself, and my Godfried von der Oboe.”




      Now it was the Chinese man’s turn to be astonished. He let out the most bizarre exclamations, holding his hands with fingers spread wide toward the sky and tossing his head from side to side, so that his braid flew back and forth like a pendulum.




      “You yourselves, you yourselves want to go to Tschung-kuo, the Middle Kingdom, to Tschung-hoa, the Flower of the Middle!” he exclaimed. “You will see Tien-tschao, the Celestial Empire! You are going to Ki-tien-teh, the House of Heavenly Virtues, to Schan-hoang-ti, the Mountain of the Sublime Ruler! How did this come about? What led you to this idea?”




      “Through the affection I feel for the family of my kind landlady, and especially for Richard. To put it briefly, the late elementary schoolteacher Stein had a brother who, in his youth, driven by a thirst for adventure, set out into the wide world. He spent many years first in South and then in North America, without achieving anything of note. Later he wanted to go to Java; but the ship sank near the Chinese coast, and he was one of the few who were rescued. At first he fared very poorly among the Chinese, since in their view he was a Y-jin, a foreign barbarian. He was held like a prisoner. Gradually, he adapted to the local conditions. He learned the language, wore Chinese clothing, adopted the local customs, and eventually managed to be treated like a native. The only restriction was that he was not allowed to leave the country; even attempting to do so was punishable by death. To be absolutely certain of this, he was taken inland, where he soon managed to be accepted into the class of local residents. He happened to discover a petroleum spring in the mountains. Since he had learned how oil was extracted and utilized in the United States, he approached the matter in the American way, while of course taking Chinese conditions into account. He became a wealthy man and gradually expanded his connections all the way to the coast. This latter circumstance enabled him to send a letter—the very one you were tasked with delivering—back home. He is unmarried and has no heirs, and is so frail that he expects to die soon. He does not want his fortune to fall into foreign hands. That is why he is asking his brother to travel to China immediately. If this brother is dead, his eldest son—whose birth he knows of from earlier reports—is to come to him. Only in this way is it possible to circumvent Chinese laws and ensure that the fruits of his labor reach his relatives. He requests an immediate reply, upon which he intends to send funds for the journey. But since I tell myself that months would be wasted in the process—during which time the ailing gentleman might well die—I have, by summoning all my influence, managed to get Mrs. Stein to agree to let her Richard travel immediately, naturally only on the condition that I accompany him. I will also bear the costs of the journey. “It has all come about so suddenly and must be carried out immediately, otherwise we must expect the landlady to withdraw her consent. It is no joy for a mother to let her child go so far away and to such a country. She has been, so to speak, overwhelmed and stunned by the events. I must not let her have time to think it over calmly. We shall travel tomorrow on the first train.”




      The Chinese man stood before him with his mouth agape and a fixed stare. He did not move a single limb.




      “What’s wrong with you?” asked “Methuselah” with concern. “You look as if you’ve been struck by lightning! How can my story make such an impression on you?”




      He grabbed the “Son of Heaven” by the shoulders and shook him. This restored the Chinese man’s composure. He hurried to the door, bolted it shut so as not to be disturbed by any customers, seized the student by the arm, led him into the small private room behind the shop, and pushed him down into a chair woven of bamboo.




      He did this so hastily and with such an expression on his face as if it were a matter of the utmost secrecy, a matter in which any delay could cause the greatest harm.




      “Friend!” he exclaimed, speaking alternately in Chinese and German. “Are you really, really, really traveling to China, my beloved homeland?”




      “Yes, as early as tomorrow.”




      “O, Lord of Heaven, Radiance of the Sun, Origin of Time and Space! What good fortune, what providence! Friend, my life belongs to you; my fortune is your property. You shall have everything, everything—only the names of my ancestors I cannot give you. You can do me a service so great, so infinitely great, that even the greatest thanks would be too little for it.”




      “Gladly, very gladly, if I can!”




      “Perhaps you can!”




      “Let’s at least try. What is it that I am to do?”




      “Bring me my wife, bring me my children!”




      “With the greatest pleasure!” laughed the student. “If that’s all it takes!”




      “Don’t say that! What I’m asking of you is difficult, almost impossible to carry out. The authorities will oppose it.”




      “Oh, I’ll manage just fine with those mandarins!”




      “No Chinese man could manage it. But you yourself are an extraordinary man here. You shrink from no risk. You will use both cunning and force to make me happy. That is why I trust you. If anyone can do it at all, it is you alone who can bring me my wife, my children, and my fortune, which I buried because I could not take it with me when I fled!”




      “What? You buried your fortune? Why didn’t you leave it to your wife?”




      “They would have taken it from her.”




      “But you did tell her where it’s hidden, didn’t you?”




      “No, I wasn’t allowed to do that either. She was tortured and would certainly have revealed the location. You see, I am a—”




      Although they were completely alone and no one was listening, he leaned close to the student’s ear and whispered:




      “— — — A man sentenced to death. I had the misfortune of being caught among rebels. You know what that means in China. I was like the young Kia-niao, like the little sparrow in the nest; but I was seen with them, and so I was lost, had I not been saved by a sudden escape. I barely had time to say goodbye to my family and pack up my gold and silver bars to bury them secretly. I could only take a small portion of this metal with me to establish a livelihood abroad.”




      “Most interesting!” remarked the student. “So I am to be the treasure hunter?”




      “Yes. You see how much trust I have in you. You won’t betray me. I know that for certain.”




      “God forbid! Whatever I find—if I find anything at all—you will receive. But where is it? And where can I meet your people?”




      “You’ll have no trouble finding where the gold and silver are, for I’ve drawn a precise map that you need only follow to discover the bars. But where you’ll find my wife and children, I’m afraid I don’t know.”




      “I will not rest until I find them, assuming they are still alive,” assured the student, deeply moved by the expression of sincere grief visible on the Chinese man’s face.




      “They may have been killed,” the man said, “for the justice system in my homeland is not as humane as it is here. There, the relatives of the guilty party are very often made to suffer the same punishment as he.”




      “Tell me the place where you parted from them! I will go there, and if I do not find them there, I will follow their trail like an Indian follows a track. I hope, at the very least, to bring you reliable news.”




      “Yes, I know that you will do everything possible, spare no sacrifice, and not shrink from any danger to restore peace to my heart. I will write down everything you need to know and hand these notes to you this evening. Among them will also be some letters of recommendation to former friends, to whom you can turn with complete confidence. They know that I am innocent and will gladly give you every possible assistance. So you are determined to undertake this mission?”




      “Absolutely.”




      “Then, from this moment on, I consider you my Kié-tschéi, my extraordinary representative, and I ask you if you are ready to give me your Kong – Kheou, your unbreakable word of honor?”




      “You shall have it; here is my hand!” replied “Methuselah,” extending his hand toward the Chinese man.




      “Wait!” asked Ye-Kin-Li. “I will accept your word according to the custom of my country.”




      He fetched a packet of Tsan-hiang. These are fragrant incense sticks that the Chinese use in certain religious rituals. The student had to take one of them in his left hand; the tea merchant did the same, whereupon he lit both sticks. Then, as the fragrant smoke rose, he took the young man’s hand in his right and said in a solemn tone:




      “You are my Kié-tschéi. As such, you must act exactly as if you were me. You must harbor no ulterior motives, and your heart must be free of malice and deceit toward me. Will you now give me your Kong-Kheou, promising to carry out my mission to the best of your ability and to be honest with me and my people?”




      “Yes,” replied the student. “I do not believe that by participating in this ceremony I am committing a pagan act. It could have been omitted, for my word of honor is as sacred as the holiest oath. But since it seems to put you at ease, let it be done as you wish. I promise you to act as you yourself would act. This is an honest German promise, one you can rely on!”




      “I believe and trust you. And this trust shall remain between us until these two Tsan-hiang are lit again on my coffin.”




      He extinguished the sticks and then placed them, carefully wrapped, in an ebony box, in which he used to keep only objects of very special importance.




      Thus was the word of honor given, which was to have such rich and strange consequences for the student. He now took his leave to make the necessary arrangements for his imminent departure.
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        Among our dear comrades who live in one of the port cities on the North Sea or Baltic Sea, there are surely some who have heard the name Turnerstick or have even seen this fine, well-traveled sailor face to face.




        Captain Heimdall Turnerstick, a true Frisian sea dog, had served for many years under a New York shipowner, dealing mostly with American top-tier clients there, and had suffered the fact that his admittedly strange German name, Drechslerstock, had been transformed into the English Turnerstick. Nevertheless, he had remained a German through and through.




        He was known on all the seas as a capable, bold, skilled, and experienced shipmaster, who also possessed the highly commendable quality of always striving to be more of a kindly, concerned father to his subordinates than a strict superior.




        That is why he always had only reliable and capable men on board, who went to great lengths to earn his satisfaction and, under certain circumstances, did more than mere duty required of them. They loved and respected him and turned a blind eye to many things that others would likely not have viewed in the same light.




        Captain Turnerstick, in fact, possessed certain peculiarities that were very likely to provoke the irony of his subordinates. The only reason they did not secretly laugh at him was the childlike respect they held for him.




        That he was prone to all sorts of eccentricities was already evident from his appearance. Despite his considerable seafaring knowledge, he did not have a particularly intelligent face. In the middle of it sat what sailors call a "bow-shaped nose." It was pointed upward in a most cheeky manner and had been driven a considerable distance to the side by a punch the good captain had received in his youth, which gave his face a highly irregular appearance. A massive mustache made this snub nose appear doubly naive and ridiculous, a circumstance that was not improved by the fact that Turnerstick was in the habit of wearing an enormous Indian helmet as headgear.




        In a battle with Malay pirates, he had lost his right eye and wore an artificial one in its place. But one had to look very closely to notice this.




        No one had ever seen him wearing anything other than tall, tarred rubber boots that reached up to his waist. Equally indispensable was the South Carolina tailcoat adorned with gilded anchor buttons, without which he seemed unable to live. To this he added infinitely high top-hats, around which a bright red neckerchief was draped and tied at the front into a huge bow.




        To this was added a pair of gold-rimmed spectacles, which hung from a wide black silk ribbon—a very sensible precaution, for the spectacles could never remain in their designated place for more than a single moment. They kept falling down, and so one of the captain’s hands was constantly and perpetually occupied with squeezing the fallen clip back onto his impractical little nose.




        To be perfectly honest, good old Heimdall Turnerstick was just a tiny bit vain, even when it came to his ship, which was always, as far as possible, a model of cleanliness and order. Naturally, this could not fail to have an influence on his appearance as well.




        His language skills were entirely sufficient for his needs. Nothing more could be asked of him. And yet there was one who saw in him a true linguistic genius, and that one was—himself.




        He had sailed to all manner of coastal lands and picked up a few words of the local language everywhere he went. These findings from his travels lay in his head as jumbled as the wreckage of a derailed train. Nevertheless, he was completely convinced that he had mastered some dozen languages and dialects, and at every suitable opportunity he dragged out these unfortunate philological fragments. Woe to anyone who dared to smile at it! They would have ruined their relationship with the captain forever and would never be forgiven.




        Today, Heimdall Turnerstick was in a truly rosy mood, and he had every reason to be. Beneath his feet lay the planks of the fastest clipper ship he had ever commanded. A splendid backstay wind filled the sails. The horizon lay as a sharply defined line on the sea, and the cloudless sky smiled down upon the happy faces of the men.




        On top of that, they were nearing the harbor, and the captain was carrying cabin guests who had managed to win his very special favor. He had taken them on board in Singapore and was to take them to Canton.




        Those had been splendid days for him. He hadn’t had such company on board in years. The three passengers suited him like brothers, and the purpose that had brought them to Canton was so appealing to him that he had decided not to part with them just yet. He could devote more time to them, for his helmsman was highly reliable; he could confidently entrust the ship and the handling of all affairs to him.




        These three passengers were Fritz Degenfeld, the former student known as the “Blue-Red Methuselah,” his valet Gottfried Ziegenkopf, always called Gottfried von Bouillon, and finally Richard Stein, the high school student who was on his way to claim his Chinese inheritance.




        They sat together on the deck and gazed cheerfully toward the horizon ahead, where several sails were visible. But the arrangement in which they sat was peculiar. The three folding chairs on which they had taken their seats were not placed side by side. That would have gone against all of good Gottfried’s accustomed sense of subordination. He had followed his “Methuselah” for years and could not possibly accept that a different order be introduced now. That is why he sat at the familiar distance of three paces behind him, holding the water pipe—the tip of whose hose the student had in his mouth—in his hands. It had been fitted with a new glass bowl before their departure.




        Both the master and his valet were dressed exactly as one had been accustomed to seeing them back home on Humboldtstraße. Richard sat next to “Methuselah,” and a few feet in front of him was the familiar Newfoundland dog, who was just as keen as Gottfried to maintain their customary order.




        Fritz Degenfeld blew the usual thick clouds of smoke from his mouth and nodded friendly to the captain, who had just come from the bow and climbed up to join them on the quarterdeck.




        “Well, Commodore, how are things?” he asked. “Will we soon get a glimpse of the coast of the Celestial Empire?”




        “I think so,” replied the man in question. “We’ll be dropping anchor off Hong Kong this afternoon. Soon we’ll see more sails up ahead heading in the same direction.”




        “So we’ve had a fine voyage!”




        “Incomparable! We’re making seventeen knots. That’s saying something. In not quite four days from Singapore to here—let someone else try to match that with the Heimdall Turner’s tick! Everyone will think better of it!”




        “Yes, you and your fine ship—you can really get things done. I never would have believed I’d be able to greet China so quickly.”




        “Do you even know how to greet this promised land of pigtails?”




        “Well, how?”




        “You have to shout ‘Tsing Tsing!’ That’s the real Chinese greeting.”




        “Oh! So you speak a little Chinese too?”




        Turnerstick put the pince-nez on his nose, holding it there because otherwise it would have fallen right back off, shot Degenfeld a disapproving look, and replied:




        “How can you ask such a thing! A moss-covered head like yours must have spun enough yarn at the university to know that one must not speak to Captain Turnerstick in such a manner. A little Chinese! You’d be in for a world of trouble and probably end up serving seven strokes! When I take a rope in my hand, I take it all.”




        “So you speak Chinese fluently?”




        “Of course! How else?”




        That was said in a tone as if he’d been asked whether he could drink some water.




        “That’s news to me!” admitted Degenfeld. “You haven’t said a single word about it yet!”




        “Why should I talk about it? You don’t make a fuss over something that goes without saying.”




        “Well, that makes the discovery I’ve just made about you all the more valuable to me. You’ve agreed to join us for a few days. So it’s naturally of the greatest benefit to us that you speak Chinese fluently.”




        “Pah! It’s nothing! A mere trifle! You’ve studied Chinese too, as you told me.”




        “Only for two years.”




        “That’s more than enough, for this language is the easiest I know.”




        “And I considered learning it to be extremely difficult.”




        “You’ve certainly set a very wrong course there. Naturally, with the obligatory Latin and Greek, you’re bound to lose your way. Anyone whose head is crammed full of such classical material simply has no room left for the easiest things in the end. Then such over-educated people sail around the world and can’t tell an armored ship from a herring boat. I tell you, Chinese came to me almost naturally. It just came on its own.”




        “Methuselah” knew the captain’s Achilles’ heel. That is why he was very careful not to let the slightest doubt show. He said in the most serious tone:




        “That could only happen to you. You are a true whale in the sea of dialects. You swim around in it with ease and blow the most difficult paradigms right out of your nose.”




        Turnerstick held up the paperclip, cast a probing glance at the speaker through it, and asked very seriously:




        “Through the nose! Is that supposed to be a reference to my facial features?”




        “What are you thinking! I’m talking about the whale, and you know full well that it blows!”




        “Yes, and through the nose, at that. You’re right. Just as it rolls about in the water, so do I roll about in languages. And Chinese, of all things, is a complete non-issue to me.”




        “For me, on the contrary, it has been a very tough nut to crack, one that has loosened my teeth. Just consider the dialects! There are nine of them!”




        “That’s not much! A dialect like that goes down as easily as a stiff grog. The main thing is to stick to the essentials, and in Chinese, those are the endings.”




        “Really? I’ve always thought that Chinese didn’t have any endings at all.”




        “What! No endings! Well, now I can certainly understand why you’ve gotten nowhere despite two full years! If you know nothing about the endings, it’s just like trying to swim without water or fly without wings. I’m telling you, I’m capable of teaching you the entire Chinese language, with all nine dialects, in five minutes!”




        “Unbelievable!”




        “You’ll have to believe it in a moment. Just name a few Chinese cities or rivers for me!”




        “That’s very easy. For example, we have Yangtze, Ma-seng, Peking, Hong Kong, Wu-sung—”




        “Stop!” the captain interrupted him. “That’s quite enough. There you have five endings right there!”




        “Endings? Surely not!”




        “What do you mean? You just named them: ang, eng, ing, ong, and ung! If those aren’t endings, then I’m not Heimdall Turnerstick! These endings are the real deal! With their help, you can just rattle off Chinese like it’s nothing. That’s the real deal. The endings, the endings—they’re the icing on the cake. You, of course, with your Greek and Latin, have absolutely no idea what a decent, useful, and convenient ending is! I don’t think there’s a single proper, bite-sized ending to be found at any of your universities like a Chinese ing, ang, or ung! With five such endings, I’ll have all of China in the bag. I’ll prove that to you in no time. There’s a cutter heading toward us out there. It’s a pilot. I’ll signal him right away to come aboard. Then I’ll speak to him in Chinese, and you’ll get a kick out of it. You’ll be surprised that you didn’t think of it yourself.”




        He gave the order, and soon the signal “PT” from the International Code of Signals was flying from the clipper’s foremast.




        The pilot saw the signal and followed it. He had no Chinese boat. His vessel was built with a very sharp keel, and the stem stood almost at a right angle. It carried a very tall mast, a horizontal bowsprit, gaff and gaff topsails, a stack jib, and a large jib. It was a delight to see how quickly and gracefully it came racing up. It took the pilot on board and then kept its distance from the clipper.




        The pilot was dressed in Chinese attire and wore an incredibly wide straw hat on his head, which shaded his face so that it was barely recognizable.




        “Now pay attention!” the captain said to Fritz Degenfeld. “Now the Chinese part begins.”




        He stepped toward the pilot and greeted him:




        “Tsing, tsing, tsing—”




        “Insaneness!” the man interrupted him rudely. “Just say ‘welcome,’ sir! An American doesn’t need to wave his Chinese pigtail around!”




        “You’re not Chinese, are you, loadsman?”




        “No. I’m a good Scotsman from Greenock on the Clyde, you know, where the finest iron ships are built. So we can speak your native language.”




        “I wanted to speak Chinese with you,” said Turnerstick, disappointed.




        “Oh, come on, Chinese! Those slant-eyed fellows aren’t even worth bothering with their language. Better make sure I get a good rum to welcome me, or else I’ll go back on board, and you can run the bow into Lammainsel for all I care.”




        He went to the captain’s cabin, and Turnerstick had no choice but to follow him.




        “Oh dear!” said Richard Stein. “Unfortunately, he wasn’t able to put his Chinese to use there!”




        “Lucky for us!” replied Degenfeld. “We probably wouldn’t have been able to keep a straight face, and then our credibility with him would have been ruined.”




        “What on earth did he want with all those endings!”




        “A faint suspicion is dawning on me; but the matter is so outrageous that I can’t even believe it’s possible. Surely he doesn’t intend to speak German laced with his famous endings! That would indeed be extremely comical. And yet, he’s quite capable of it. I can see some funny scenes coming. Gottfried—ho su!”




        These two Chinese words mean “light it!” Ever since the three had set out, the student had been teaching the other two. The eunuch, in particular, received all his orders and instructions in Chinese, which had led to many amusing misunderstandings.




        “Ki eulh—I hear you!” he replied very earnestly, pulling a match out of his pocket, lighting it, and then helping his master relight the pipe that had gone out. Then he sat down behind him again.




        After a short while, the pilot returned from the cabin with the captain. He took command of the ship, and Turnerstick thus had time to attend to his passengers.




        The sails visible all around were becoming more numerous. White-and-blue streaks of smoke indicated steamships bound for or coming from Canton. The sea grew increasingly busy with vessels, and then the rocky masses of Hong Kong and the other islands lying off the Pearl River slowly came into view.




        “It’s most annoying that the pilot isn’t Chinese,” remarked the captain. “But we only have a short while longer to wait, then we’ll be literally surrounded by boats and I can show you how well I speak the language of the Sons of Heaven. By the way, it’s time for you to open your trunks.”




        “Why?” asked Degenfeld.




        “To get your Chinese suits out.”




        “We don’t have any.”




        “What? You want to go ashore and throw yourselves into the hustle and bustle of the Chinese city without dressing according to the customs of this country? You want to go just as you’re sitting here, with that colorful student cap on your head?”




        “Why not?”




        “Because that is completely wrong. People will stare at you and laugh at you. They will harass you and call you a foreign barbarian. You will experience all sorts of annoyances and may even find yourself in real danger.”




        “Pah! Who’s going to stop me from dressing however I please?”




        “Common sense. If you want to get to know China and the Chinese properly, you must reveal as little as possible that you are not Chinese. You do not yet know this people. They were forced to open their ports to us, but they hate us as foreigners who have invaded their lands by force. As a foreigner, you won’t even be completely safe within the consular jurisdiction. But if you venture beyond that, as is your intention, you will encounter nothing but enemies.”




        “We’ll see. I have little desire to deny my German ancestry out of sheer fear.”




        “That is very honorable and very patriotic, but—hm, strictly speaking, you are certainly not wrong. For even if you dress exactly like a real Chinese, your ignorance of the language will immediately give you away as a foreigner, while I will be taken for a native. But it is nevertheless better if you conform to local customs.”




        “Well, as far as that goes, it’s not at all out of the question that the three of us might dress according to local custom. For now, however, let things remain as they are. How long will your duties in Hong Kong keep you here?”




        “Not at all. I will give power of attorney to the helmsman. There are just a few minor formalities to be completed, but they will hardly take me an hour. I will meet the American consul, whom I must visit, in Canton.”




        “That suits me fine, because it means we won’t have to part ways just yet. I won’t be staying in Hong Kong at all, as it has nothing to offer me. It’s a European city set on Chinese soil, and I wouldn’t want to waste a single hour of my time there.”




        “That suits me just fine. We can take a steamer from the China Navigation Company, but we can also, to immerse ourselves immediately in local life, sail to Canton on a Chinese junk.”




        “I prefer the former, since I want to get there as quickly as possible. Then there will still be plenty of time to set sail on the Chinese junk. We’ll leave our suitcases on board, since we won’t be staying in Canton for very long.”




        Meanwhile, the clipper had quickly approached the mouth of the Chu-kiang (Pearl River). All hands stood at their posts, ready to carry out the pilot’s orders instantly. The ship turned into the western Lamma Channel, rounded the green island, and then headed for the Hong Kong Quay, into the dense throng of steamships, sailing ships, rowboats, and junks. There it dropped its sails, and the anchor was dropped.




        “Ting-ting!” cried Turnerstick, spreading his arms enthusiastically as if he wanted to embrace all of Hong Kong. “Now we’re here, and we’ll show what kind of men we are.”




        Despite the city’s European character, the harbor still offered a sufficient glimpse of East Asian maritime life. From Victoria Peak, some 1,200 feet high, the guardhouse standing next to the flagpole looked down. The Kennedy Road promenade stretched along its slope. Below lay the bustling city with the bay covered in ships. Beyond lay the Chinese highlands, quite well cultivated, and to the left of them the many, unfortunately barren, rocky islands stretching all the way to Macao.




        The landing stage was teeming with Europeans of all nationalities, with Chinese, Japanese, Malays, Hindus, Parsis, Sinhalese, Portuguese mestizos, and deep-skinned Africans.




        And near the ship, a whole host of boats and rafts jostled about, loaded with fresh produce from the land and all manner of Chinese trinkets. Each of the boatmen wanted to be the first to offer his wares to the new arrivals, in order to extract the customary multiple payment from those still unfamiliar with local prices.




        There was such shouting, calling, bellowing, quarreling, cursing, praising, and hawking that it made one’s ears ring.




        “Don’t buy a thing!” warned the captain. “They’ll rip you off big time here. The best thing is not to let those guys near you at all; otherwise, they’ll literally swarm aboard, and you won’t be in charge of yourself anymore. I know how to talk to these people. You’ll see right away.”




        He quickly had a few buckets of water filled and placed them firmly against the bulwark. Then he leaned over the bulwark and bellowed in a booming voice into the throng of boats:




        “Back off! We’re not buying anything! Get lost, you scoundrels! Get lost right now, get lost, get lost, get lost! Work, work, work!”




        It wasn’t these words that had the effect, but his powerful voice and his wild, threatening gestures succeeded in silencing the shouting below for a few moments. The merchants’ eyes turned to him in astonishment.




        “Did you hear that!” he shouted on. “We don’t need anything! We have no money. You can all get lost!”




        The astonished coolies were still silent. They didn’t know what to think. Gottfried von Bouillon saw the huge megaphone leaning nearby. He grabbed it, held it out to the captain, and said in the most serious tone:




        “By all the devils, Captain! One hears that you’re quite skilled in the nine dialects. Please, take the megaphone! It will have a tremendous effect!”




        “What do I hear!” replied Turnerstick. “You speak quite incomparable Chinese. See how quickly my lesson on endings has taken effect! My heartfelt congratulations! You’re right about the megaphone. That will have double the effect. Hand it over!”




        The boat’s occupants had set their oars in motion again and were closing in once more. Then Turnerstick held the megaphone up to them and thundered:




        “Halt this instant, you scoundrel, you rascal! You shall follow and obey at once! Back, back with you! Quick, quick, quick, quick, quick!”




        The megaphone sent this command far across the water. Hundreds turned their attention to the clipper and the boats crowding around it. Turnerstick sensed the importance of his presence at that moment. He wanted to show that he was also the man to back up his words. So he grabbed one of the water buckets that had been set out after another and poured their contents over the heads of the intrusive merchants.




        They now realized that no one here wanted anything to do with them, and they retreated amid angry shouts. The water had done no harm to their clothing. Many of them wore nothing but short linen or calico trousers, and given their unclean habits, such a cold shower could only have a beneficial effect.




        Now the captain turned to Degenfeld and asked in a triumphant tone:




        “Well, my friend, what do you say to that? Haven’t I been understood by those fellows, word for word and perfectly clearly?”




        “Indeed,” replied the man in question seriously. “I have observed this to my great admiration.”




        “Oh, there’s nothing to admire here. It’s extraordinarily simple. It’s the endings, the endings alone, that make such a thing possible. Of course, a certain natural talent is required. But for those who have it, that bit of Chinese is a piece of cake. Remember that! I mean well by you. We’ll be staying together for a while, and if you pay close attention to me, you’ll soon be able to speak with the Emperor of Peking in all the dialects of his empire!”




        Then the pilot, who had been standing there and had heard and seen everything, put his hand on his shoulder and said with a laugh:




        “Sir, does that mean you imagine you can speak Chinese?”




        “What do you mean?” asked Turnerstick snappishly, raising his cane and eyeing the speaker with disdain.




        “I’m asking if you think you’ve been speaking Chinese with the coolies?”




        “Of course. What else?”




        “All devils! That’s funny! The man speaks such gibberish that you’d think it was pulling all your teeth out—a stupid German with all sorts of ‘fing,’ ‘feng,’ ‘fung,’ and ‘fang’ tacked on—and he passes that off as Chinese! It’s enough to make your hair stand on end! My dear sir, I am quite proficient in the local dialects, namely Pun-ti, Hakka, Fuh-kian, Fu-tscheu, Nan-tschang, and Hoei-tscheu, for I have been hanging around here for nearly fifteen years now, but what you’ve cobbled together there would have been incomprehensible to me if I didn’t also understand a little German on the side. If you let your Chinese soak in and then pour out the brine, nothing remains but a rib, which you can’t even smoke.”




        Turnerstick dropped the clamp, spread his legs wide in a sailor’s stance, and was already opening his mouth to deliver a sharp retort, but the pilot cut him off with the words:




        “Please, no speeches! I don’t have time to listen to them. Pay me my fee, and I’ll give you my receipt; then we’ll part ways in peace.”




        “Yes,” the captain blurted out, “let’s part ways as quickly as possible, or else you’ll end up on Leegerwall and won’t be able to work your way out again. If I weren’t Captain Heimdall Turnerstick, a gentleman from head to toe, you’d be in for a boxing match with me right now, which would prove to you that I’ve got the finest Mandarin Chinese not just in my head, but in my fists too. I’m supposed to speak a Chinese that makes your hair stand on end and rips the teeth from your mouth! That’s simply outrageous! Yes, come with me! I’ll pay you back, and then, if you ever dare to show your face on my ship again, I’ll blow you and your dialects sky-high so you’ll get stuck in the clouds! Why didn’t you want to speak Chinese with me earlier? Because you can’t. That’s it! So, of course, it’s completely impossible for you to understand a linguist like me.”




        He strode off toward the cabin like an offended hero, well aware of his superiority. The pilot followed him and returned shortly thereafter to leave the ship.




        Turnerstick was still nowhere to be seen. After nearly an hour had passed, during which the helmsman had ordered and supervised the lowering of the sails and other necessary tasks, Fritz Degenfeld felt it was necessary to check on the offended man.




        Just as he was about to knock on the cabin door, it opened and out stepped—a man whom the student would have taken for a full-blooded Chinese had it not been for the gold hairpin that had just slipped down from his crooked, snub nose.




        “Captain!” cried Degenfeld. “I almost didn’t recognize you!”




        “Isn’t that right!” replied Turnerstick, wearing a highly satisfied, smug expression. “Yes, I’m a true-blue Chinaman! Am I not?”




        “Indeed! Born and raised right in the imperial pleasure palace at Yuan-ning-yuen! Let me take a good look at you!”




        He grabbed him by the armpits and turned him in all directions to take a close look at the transformation Turnerstick had undergone.




        “Fine, very fine! Mostly all silk!” declared the captain, opening the outer garments so that Degenfeld could also see the undergarments.




        He wore extraordinarily wide trousers made of red silk with a white floral pattern, which were tied at the ankles with wide ribbons, and over them a waistcoat of the same fabric that reached halfway down his thighs. Over that came a white, sleeveless silk shirt. Then followed a rather tight, dressing-gown-like blue robe that reached almost to the ground. The sleeves of this robe became extraordinarily wide toward the bottom and hung down past his hands. They could be used as pockets. Around his hips was tied a long belt interwoven with gold, the ends of which hung down past his knees. Hanging from it, along with the pocket watch, were all sorts of pouches containing the most varied objects, such as those needed in China at any moment. Over this he had pulled on a wide, burnous-like robe, which was somewhat shorter than the previous one. It featured red caterpillars and yellow butterflies on a green background and had sleeves that did not quite reach the elbow.




        On his feet he wore flat red silk shoes, the toes of which were curved far upward. The soles, which consisted of a sturdy cardboard base covered with leather on the bottom, were a good three fingers wide.




        His head was protected by a hat woven from reeds and lined with soft fabric, which resembled a giant, upside-down bowl. It was adorned with a large tuft of red-dyed horsehair and a dragon figure made of thin, golden-shimmering sheet metal.




        Two curved sabers were attached to a sword belt slung over his shoulder; one was slightly shorter, while the other rattled on the ground.




        And lest we forget the main point, he carried a fan in his hand, behind which, when he unfolded it, he could hide his entire upper body at least twice over. This essential item, which no Chinese man should be without, was painted with a bloody battle scene, above which a Chinese inscription stood out in golden characters.




        The robes were all made of fine silk. The captain had spared no expense.




        “Well, how do I look to you?” he asked.




        “Excellent!” replied Degenfeld. “But where did you get these clothes?”




        To tell the truth, Turnerstick must have made a most stately impression by Chinese standards.




        “Bought in Singapore,” he explained. “I also had the inscription put on the fan there. I just managed to get it done in time.”




        “Can you read it?”




        “No. I’m not very familiar with Chinese characters. Please, read it.”




        Degenfeld examined the characters closely and explained:




        “The Chinese don’t have an r; they pronounce it the same as l. That’s why it’s hard to decipher the first syllable here. In any case, should one say ‘Tur’ instead of ‘Tul’?”




        “Of course. It’s my name, transcribed into Chinese.”




        “Ah, that clears things up. So the inscription reads ‘Turningsti-King Kuo-ngan-ta-fu-tsiang.’ Is that correct?”




        “I think so. Can you translate it?”




        “Yes. It reads: ‘Turnerstick, the Great Major General His Excellency.’ Are you out of your mind, Captain! You want to be a major general, and a great one at that—surely that means a famous one?”




        “Why not?” laughed the man in question. “I’m certainly as clever as a Chinese major general.”




        “But what if you were asked to prove that you really are?”




        “To whoever demands it of me, I will prove it immediately—with my two good fists. That is a form of identification no Chinese man could possibly resist. And what do you think of this fellow here, after all?”




        He lifted his hat slightly, and immediately a most charming pigtail slithered down, which he had previously hidden beneath it.




        “A pen-tse,” laughed the student; “truly a proper pen-tse, a braid straight out of the book. How did you fasten it?”




        “It’s attached to an extremely fine, almost invisible net that I pull over my own hair. You see that I am fully prepared to set out on a journey to the Sons of Heaven.”




        “If only you don’t take too many risks in the process!”




        “Risk? Not that I know of! Captain Heimdall Turnerstick always knows what he’s doing. Just think of my fluency, my endings and dialects! What could happen to me? Besides, I’m a native German and an American citizen. What could happen to me if I behave like a gentleman? Nothing, absolutely nothing! I’ve given myself a title so the Chinese gentlemen won’t think I live on nothing but hollunder soup. What could they possibly object to? And if I call myself the Emperor of Lapland, they’ll just have to put up with it! So I’m ready to set off. I just want to say a few things to the helmsman. How about you? Have you made your preparations?”




        “I don’t have much to prepare. Once you’re done with the helmsman, the three of us will be able to join you. We’re not taking any luggage, after all; so we’ll be ready in no time.”




        “Well, it won’t go quite as quickly as you think. Here comes the police boat, whose crew we have to answer to. It’s lucky we’re not coming from a contaminated area and don’t have any sick people on board; otherwise, they’d force us into quarantine, which could last up to ten days. Actually, that boat should have intercepted us way out there.”




        The boat docked, and the police commissioner came on board with the doctor and a subordinate officer. They were English, since Hong Kong is, after all, a British possession. They were quite surprised when Turnerstick introduced himself to them as the captain; but after exchanging a few words with him, they realized what sort of man he was and made an effort to address their official questions to him with serious courtesy. They found everything in order, and since the helmsman had to take care of the rest, once they had departed, nothing stood in the way of the brave Heimdall going ashore.




        During the latter proceedings, the owner of one of the many boats that had crowded in earlier had managed to moor at the gangway and come on board. He was an old Chinese man in dirty clothes, barefoot and wearing a huge straw hat on his head. At the back, a thin, short plait hung down like a rat’s tail, and at the front, a pair of enormous spectacles balanced on his Mongolian snub nose. When he noticed that the captain was about to shoo him away angrily, he forestalled him by asking in a polite tone—and in the Pidgin English commonly used here:




        »Money, money! You want money? I’m a money-changer, a banker. I’ll exchange it!«




        He had overheard part of Turnerstick’s conversation with the officials and thus knew that, despite his expensive Chinese clothing, the captain was not a native. His offer immediately dispelled Turnerstick’s displeasure, as he was convinced that a little pocket change was always to one’s advantage. That is why the captain’s gloomy expression brightened; he pulled a long, thick, well-filled leather pouch from the pocket of his baggy trousers, opened it, took out a coin, and said—but not in English, oh no, for he wanted to pass as a Chinese:




        “Yes, yes! I need money, a little money. Change this dollar for me!”




        He held the coin out toward the money changer. The latter’s eyes widened, and he stared at him in utter bewilderment at this Chinese and replied:




        »I cannot understand. Shall I exchange this dollar?«




        “Yes, yes, oui! I spoke clearly enough!”




        The Chinese man nevertheless shook his head slightly; but since he had at least understood the “yes,” he asked:




        “What currency would you like?”




        Turnerstick turned to the Methuselah, who was observing the scene with quiet amusement:




        “Please, what is the local currency called? I’d like to have as much small change as possible.”




        An uncontrollable smile played around the lips of the man he asked as he replied:




        “The smallest coin is the sapeke, called a li here. Ten li make a fen, ten fen a chun, and ten chun a liang.”




        Turnerstick thanked him with a nod for the information and ordered the money changer:




        “Give me Li, nothing but Li! I want Li, nothing but Li!”




        As he spoke, he placed the dollar in the money changer’s hand. The money changer glanced back and forth three or four times between the dollar and the captain’s face, opened his mouth even wider than before, furrowed his brow so deeply that his glasses threatened to slip down his nose, and said hesitantly:




        “Li, li, li! I have li, li, li!”




        He stepped up to the counter and called out a few Chinese words to the two lads sitting in his boat, whereupon they hauled up a wooden box and placed it in front of him. He put his index finger to his nose, made his calculation in a low voice, and then opened the box.




        “Give me two dollars’ worth, three dollars’ worth!” Turnerstick commanded, pulling two more dollars from his purse and handing them to the money changer. The latter repeated the aforementioned grimace, then reached into the box and pulled out three strings, each strung with 600 li.




        These are the Chinese coins that have a square hole in the middle through which the string is threaded. They are usually worn around the neck like necklaces.




        “Good heavens!” exclaimed the captain. “Is that how much I’m supposed to get for three dollars?”




        “Yes, yes!” nodded the money changer, who had not understood his words, but all the better his expression. “I am reasonable. Goodbye, sir!”




        He pocketed the three dollars and hurried down the gangway. The two lads followed him with the box in the same hurry. Turnerstick held the strings in his hands and said to Methuselah:




        “Can you believe you get such a pile of money for three dollars?”




        “It’s a lot of money, indeed,” laughed the student; “but you were supposed to get even more.”




        “How much, then?”




        “Three dollars is 1,965 li. The man gave 165 less, which means a nine-and-a-half percent profit for him.”




        “Nine and a half percent in five minutes! That comes to over a hundred thousand percent a year! That guy has to come back! He has to pay me more, or else I’ll hang him from the Raa so he dangles there!”




        He stepped up to the railing and shouted angrily down:




        “Come back up here right now, you scoundrel, you rascal! I can only allow two percent at most!”




        But the boat had already pushed off from the ship. The two lads rowed with all their might, and the old Chinese man waved up with a joyful grin and replied:




        “Ching leao! I have been noble, extraordinarily noble. Ching leao ching!”




        “There he sails off, that scoundrel!” Turnerstick raged. “If I had him, I’d give him what he deserves—a good thrashing, and with the thickest end of the rope! And on top of that, he’s shouting ‘Ching ching’ at me! If the first greeting of this country is nothing but a deception, then I can do without all these Chinese men. But I’ll take this lesson to heart, and something like this certainly won’t happen to me a second time! But what am I to do with this money now? I can’t possibly put it in my purse!”




        “I’m sure of that,” laughed the student. “That coin weighs at least ten pounds. You’ll have to hang the strings around your neck.”




        “They’ll strangle me! Are you the devil?”




        “That’s the only way people wear them around here.”




        “Really?”




        “Yes, and if you want to pass for a real Chinese, you’ll have to get used to this custom.”




        “Want to be considered one!” said the captain angrily, dropping the clasp in the process. “There’s no question of being considered one. I am a—a real, genuine Chinese. Just look at me! And think of my language skills!”




        “But the money changer didn’t want to understand you!”




        “That wasn’t necessary at all! A scoundrel like that shouldn’t and doesn’t need to understand me. Besides, Chinese was completely foreign to him; he spoke English, but how! It was downright hair-raising. He was a Hottentot or a Pescherä. No Chinese can be as clear and as simple as mine. Anyone who doesn’t understand that has frozen his head and mind in the middle of summer, and no surgeon or physician can help him anymore. As soon as we reach land, you’ll see and hear the recognition my philology receives. I’ll put on the eighteen hundred li, and then we’ll disembark. We don’t want to waste our precious time up here on deck.”




        He hung the three strings of money around his neck and armed himself with the firearms he intended to take with him. These consisted of two revolvers and a double-barreled rifle. Methuselah and Gottfried von Bouillon were also equipped with the same weapons, except that instead of the double-barreled rifle, they had brought good breech-loaders. Richard Stein’s military gear consisted of a long knife and a revolver. He did not yet know how to handle a rifle.




        The gangplank was lowered from the ship to the level of the quay, and then the four adventure-seekers took their leave of the ship’s crew.




        Turnerstick strode across slowly and dignifiedly, like a Chinese mandarin. The other three followed him, in exactly the same order as one had seen the student and his valet in their homeland walking back and forth three times a day after the “Money Messenger of Nineveh.”




        The giant Newfoundland dog strutted ahead. He was indeed carrying the large family mug in his mouth here as well! In addition, a sort of knapsack was strapped to his back like a saddle, containing all manner of necessary items. Attached to this knapsack was a case designed to hold the beer glass on longer trips.




        Behind the dog, Methuselah strode with solemn gravity. He wore his hometown student suit, had both hands in his trouser pockets, and the tip of his pipe stem in his mouth, puffing out thick clouds of smoke.




        He was followed by Gottfried von Bouillon, keeping a distance of exactly three steps. His two breech-loaders hung across his back. In his left hand he carried the water pipe, the mouthpiece of which his master ahead had in his mouth, and in his right hand he held—would you believe it!—his “oboe,” which was actually a bassoon. The instrument, however, was so overblown that it produced only squeaking sounds, which is why he referred to it by the name of the higher-pitched oboe. The brave Gottfried was so inseparable from the old pipe that it had not even occurred to him to ask himself whether the instrument would be useful or a nuisance to him in China. He had simply packed it along as a matter of course, and it had not occurred to his master to make a remark about it.




        Behind this shield-and-pipe-bearer came Richard Stein. He wore the green high school cap and, as far as his other clothing was concerned, was the spitting image of Methuselah, who had dressed him in exactly the same “rags” before their departure.
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